







■Don<ift«f7g 










m 


iT'vJl 










9 


DEDICATION. 


TO THE 

NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 

OF THE 

CALEDONIAN HUNT. 


■life of the second or Edinburgh edition, were these words, “ Poems, chiefly in the Scottish 
1 1 Burns, printed for the Author, and sold by William Creech, 1787.’* The motto of tlie 
>'»n was omitted : a very numerous list of Subscribers followed; ttie volume w'as printed by 
•llic.] 
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31 Y 'till' iND Gentlemen: 

riSH Burd, jiroud of the name, and whose highest ambition is to sing in his 
e, wl}ere shall lie so iiroperly look for patronage as to the illustrious names of 
. those who bear the honours and inherit the virtues of their ancestors ? The 
’ my country found me, as the prophetic bard Elijah did Elisha — at the 
'irew' her inspiring mantle over me. She bade me sing the loves, the joys, the 
1 rural pleasures of my native soil, in my native tongue ; I tuned my wild, 

• she inspired. She whispered me to come to this ancient metropolis of Cale- 
ny Songs under your honoured protection : I now obey her dictates, 
much indebted to your goodness, I do not approach you, my Lords and 
ill the usual style of dedication, to thank you for past favours : that path is so 
j rd by jirostituted learning that honest rusticity is ashamed of it. Nor do I present 

fthis itli the venal soul of a servile author, looking for a continuation of those 

tjjc plougli, and am independent. I come to claim the common 
i‘it* l> *r *c with you, my illustrious countrymen j and to tell the world that I glory in the 

^ t‘ to congratulate my country that the blood of her ancient heroes still runs 
; . n i- and that from your courage, knowledge, and public spirit, she may expect 
'cn. lij T r ,Jth, and liberty. In the last place, I come to proflter my warmest wishes to 
ibi" dn of honour, the Monarch of the universe, for your welfare and happiness. 

b 
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When you go fortn to waken the echoes, in the ancient and favourite ainusenient of your 
forefathers, may Pleasure ever be of your party : and may social joy await your return ! 
When harassed in courts or caiii]js with the jostlings of bad irieu and bad measures, may the 
honest consciousness of injured worth attend your return to your native seats ; and may 
domestic happiness, with a siniling welcome, meet you at your gates! May corruption 
shrink at your kindling indignant glance; and may tyranny in the ruler, and licentiousness 
io the people equally find you an inexorable foe! 

1 have the honour to b»i, 

With the sincerest gratitude and highest respect, 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Your most devoted humble servant, 

iiuiihia liuuNsi. 

EllNiiUliGH, i47>n/4,l>* 



Donntgd hy 

SRI p* - - -OV, M.A. 
^Uaharnjkvtiuw oj Vommba$ar 


P K E F A C E. 


i i re to my country this embellished edition of one of its favourite poets 

'V that I have deliheratoly omitted several pieces of verse ascrilied to Bums 

* * rs, who too hastil}^ and I think on insufficient testimony, admitted them 

r? fiw ' : rks. If I am unable to share in the hesitation expressed by one of them 

( e hip of the stanzas on “ Pastoral Poetry,’^ I can as little share in the fecl- 

. ‘ ‘ ch they have intruded into the charmed circle of his poetry such composi- 

" .'iS on the lluiiis of Lincluden College,” Verses on the Destruction of the 
' .*»' M ^ imlanrig,” “ Verses writlen on a Marble Slab in the Woods of Abedeldy,” 

. -![!»*' < itlcd “The Tree of Liberty.” These productions, with the exception of 
Ui‘4, e never seen by any one even in the handwriting of Bums, and are one 
ms ! all \ . .1 rig in tliat original vigour of language and manliness of sentiment which 
<ii- ’i‘._ s poetry. AVith resjiect to “ The Tree of Liberty” in particular, a subject 

iU ar t*, mrt of the bard, can any one conversant with his genius imagine that he 
ico. . growth or celebrated its fruit with such capon craws” as these ? 

Upo’ this tree there grows sic fniit. 

Its virtues a* can tell, man ; 

It raises man uhuon tlio brute, 

It mak’s liim kcu liiniseP, man. 

Oif ance the peasant taste a bit, 

He’s greater than a lord, man, 

An’ w'i’ a beggar sliares a mite 
O’ a’ be can afford, man.'* 

Thcie a eleven stanzas, of wdiich the host, comimred with the A man’s a man for 
li tl. t ’ O’ turns, sounds like a cracked pipkin .against the “ heroic clang” of a Da- 
7nast ns fil.' . j. That it is extant in the handwriting of the poet cannot be taken as a 
proot ha* ( is his own composition, against the internal testimony of utter want of alltlie 
in;trk> b} wiiich we know him — the Burns’ -stamp, so to speak, which is visible on all 
fbat i'wr came from his pen. Misled by his handwriting, I inserted in my former 
^dit: ' t ljj works an epitaph, beginning 

“ Hero lies a j osc a budding rose,” 
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the composition of Shenstone, and which is to be found in the churchyard of Hales-Owen; 
as it is not included in every edition of that poet’s acknowledged works, Bums, who was 
an admirer of his genius, had, it seems, copied it with his own hand, and hence my error. 
If I hesitated about the exclusion of The Tree of Liberty,” and its three false brethrer*, 
I could have no scruples regarding the fine song of Evan Banks,” claimed and justly 
for Miss Williams by Sir Walter Scott, or the humorous song called “ Shclah O’Neal,” 
composed by the late Sir Alexander Boswell. When I have stated that I have ar- 
ranged tlie Poems, the Songs, and the Letters of Burns as nearly as possible in the 
order in which they were written ; that I have omitted no piece of either verse or prose 
which bore the impress of his hand, nor included any by which his high reputation 
would likely be impaired, I have said all that seems necessary to be said, save that the 
following letter came too late for insertion in its proper place : it is characteristic and 
worth a place any where. 

ALLAN CUNNINGHAM. 


^0 ^tthibalh Slautte. 


Mossgiel^ 13/7* Nov. 170C. 

Bear Sir, 

I HAVE along with this sent the two volumes of Ossian, with the remaining volume of the Songs. 
Ossian I am not in such a hurry about ; but I wish the Songs with the volume of the Scotch Poets 
returned os soon as they can conveniently be dispatched. If they are left at Mr. Wilson, the book* 
Bellcr^B shop, Kilmarnock, they will easily reach me. 


My most respectful compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Laurie ; and a Poet’s warmest wishes for tlicir 
happiness to tlie young ladies ; particularly the fair musician, whom I tliink much better qualified 
than ever David was, or could be, to charm an evil spirit out of a Saul. 

Indeed, it needs not the feelings of a poet to be interested in the welfare of one of the sweetest 
scenes of domestic peace and kindred love that ever I saw ; as I think the peaceful unity of St. 
Margaret's Hill can only be excelled by the luumonious concord of the Apocalyptic Zion. 


I am, dear Sir, yours sincerely, 

Hoaert BuRNa. 
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ROBERT BURNS. 


Kobkrt Burns, the chief of p^rJant poets of Scotland, was born in a little mud- 
walled cottage on the banks of Boon, near “ Alloway’s auld haunted kirk,” in the shire 
of Ayr, on the 25th day of January, 1759. As a natural mark of the event, a sudden 
storm at the same moment swept the land : the gabel-wall of the frail dwelling gave 
way, and the babe-bard was hurried tlirough a tempest of wind and sleet to the 
slicltcr of a securer hovel. He was the eldest bora of three sons and three daughters ; 
his father, William, who in his native Kincardineshire, wrote his name Burncss, \yas 
bred a gardener, and sought for work in the West; but coming from the lands of the noble 
family of the Keiths, a suspicion accompanied him that he h$id been out — as rebellion was 
softly called — ^in the forty-five : a suspicion fatal to his hopes of rest and bread, in so 
loyal a district ; and it was only when the clergyman of his native parish certified his 
loyalty that ho was permitted to toil. This suspicion of Jacobltism, revived by Burns 
himself, when he rose into fame, seems not to have influenced cither the feelings, or the 
tastes of Agnes Brown, a young woman on the Boon, whom he wooed and married in Be- 
cember, 1757? when he was thirty-six years old. To support her, lie leased a small piece 
of ground, which he converted into a nursery and garden, and to shelter her, he raised 
with his own hands that humble abode where she gave birth to her eldest son. 

The elder Burns was a well-informed, silent, austere man, who endured no idle gaiety, 
nor indecorous language : w’hile he relaxed somewhat the hard, stem creed of the Cove- 
nanting times, he enforced all the work-day, as well as sabbath-day observances, which 
the Calvinistic kirk requires, and scrupled at promiscuous dancing, as the staid of our 
own day scruple at the waltz. His wife was of a milder mood : she was blest with a 
singular fortitude of temper ; was as devout of heart, as she was calm of Mind; and 
loved, while busied in her household concerns, to sweeten the bitterer moments of life, by 
chanting the songs and ballads of her country, of which her store was great. The 
garden and nursery prospered so much, that he was induced to widen his views, and by 
the help of his kind landlord, the laird of Doonholm, and the more questionable aid of 
borrowed money, he entered upon a neighbouring farm, named Mount Oliphant, ex- 
tending to an hundred acres. This was in 1765 ; but the land was hungry and sterile *. 
the seasons proved rainy and rough ; the toil was certain, the reward unsure ; when to 
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his sorrow, tho laird of Doonholm — a generous Ferguson, — died : the strict terms of the 
lease, as well as the rent, were exacted by a liarsh factor, and with his wife and children, 
he was obliged, after a losing struggle of six yc-ars, to relinquish tho farm, and seek shelter 
on the grounds of Lochlca, some ten miles off in the ])iirish of Tarbolton.* When, in after- 
days, men s characters were in the hands of his eldest son, the scoundrel factor sat for that 
lasting portrait of insolence and wrong, in the “ Twa Dogs.” 

In this now fann William Burns seemed to strike root, and thrive. lie was strong 
of body and ardent of mind : every day brought increase of vigour to his three sons, who, 
though very young, already put their hands to the plough, the rcap-liook, and the Hail. 
But it seemed that nothing which he undertook was decreed in the end to prosper : after 
four seasons of prosperity a change ensued : the farm was far from cheap ; the gains under 
any lease were then so little, that the loss of a fcAV p ninds was ruinous to a famicT: bad seed 
and wot seasons had their usual influence : “Tin glor m of hermits and the moil of 
galley-slaves,” as the poet, alluding to those d. ys, said, were endured to no purpose ; 
when, to crown all, a difference arose between the and the tenant, as to the tenns 

of the lease ; and the early days of the poet, and the declining years of his hither, were 
harassed by disputes, in which sensitive minds are sure to suffer. 

Amid these labours and disputes, the poet’s father remembered the worth of religious, 
and moral instruction : he took part of this upon himself. A week -day in 1 cochlea 
wore the sober looks of a Sunday: he read the Bible and explained, as intelligtmt 
peasants are accustomed to do, the sense, wdicn dark or diflicult ; he loved to discuss tho 
spiritual meanings, and gaze on the mystical splendours of the Bevelatioiis. IJe was aided 
in those labours, first, by the schoolmaster of Alioway-inill, near the Doon ; secondly, by 
John Murdoch, student of divinity, who undertook to teach arithnujtic, grammar, French, 
and Latin, to the hoys of Loclilea, and the sons of five neighbouring farmers. ]\lurdoeh, 
who was an enthusiast in learning, much of a pedant, and siicb a judge of genius that he 
thought wit should alw'ays be laughing, and poetry wear an ctenial smile, pcirfoimcd his 
task well: liefound Robert to he quick in apprehension, and not afraid to study when know- 
ledge was the reward. He taught him to turn verse into its natural j)rosc order ; to sii])- 
ply all the ellipses, and not to desist till the sense was clear and plain : he also, in their 
walks, told him the names of different objects both in Latin and French; and though his 
knowledge of these languages never amounted to much, he approached the grammar of 
the English tongue, through the fonner, which was of material use to him, in his poetic 
compositions. Bums was, even in those early days, a sort of enthusiast in all that concenied 
the glory of Scotland ; he used to fancy himself a soldier of the days of the Wallace and the 
Bruce ; loved to strut after the bag-pipe and the drum, and read of the bloody struggles 
of his couiitry for freedom and existence, till ‘‘ a Scottish prejudice,” he says, was poured 
into my veins, which will boil there till the flood-gates of life are shut in eternal rest.” 

In this mood of mind Burns was unconsciously approaching the land of pocsie. In addi- 
tion to the histories of the Wallace and the Bruce he found, on the shelves of his neighbours, 
not only whole bodies of divinity, and sermons without limit, hut the works of some of 
the best English, as well as Scottish poets, together with songs and ballads innumerable. 
On these he loved to pore whenever a moment of leisure came ; nor was verse his sole 
favourite ; he desired to drink knowledge at any fountain, and Guthrie's Grammar, 
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Dickson on Agriculture, Addison s Spectator, Locke on the Human Understanding, and 
Taylor s Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin were as welcome to his heart as Shakspeare, 
Milton, Pope, Thomson, and Young. There is a mystery in the workings of genius: 
with these poets in his head and hand, we see not that he has advanced one step in the 
way in which ho was soon to walk ; “ Highland Mary” and “ Tam o* Shanter” sprang 
from other inspirations. 

Bums lifts up the veil himself, from the studies which made him a poet. “ In my 
boyish days,” he says to Moore, “ I owed much to an old woman (Jenny Wilson) who 
resided in the family, remarkable for her credulity and superstition. She had, I suppose, 
tlic largest collection in the country of talcs and songs, concerning devils, ghosts, fairies, 
brownies, witches, warlocks, spuiikies, kelpies, elfcandles, dead-lights, wraiths, appari- 
tions, cantraips, giants, enchantoil towers, dragons, and other tnmjpery. This cultivated 
the latent seeds of pocsie; but had so strong an effect upon my imagination that to 
this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I sometimes keep a look-out on suspicious places.” 
Here we have the young poet taking lessons in the classic lore of his native land : in the 
school of Janet Wilson he profited largely ; her tales gave a hue, all their own, to many 
noble eilusions. But her tcacliing was at the hearth-stone : wdicn he was in the fields, either 
driving a cart or walking to labour, he had ever in his hand a collection of songs, such as 
any stall in the land could supply him with ; and over these ho pored, ballad by ballad, 
and verso by verse, noting the true, tender, and the natural sublime from affectation and fus- 
tian. “ To this,” he said, J am convinced that I owe much of my critic craft, such as it is.” 
His mother, too, unconsciously led him in the ways of the muse : she loved to recite or 
sing to him a strange, but clover ballad, called “the Life and Age of Man:” this strain 
of piety and imagination was in his mind when he wrote “ Man was made to lilourn.” 

He found other teachers — of a tenderer nature and softer influence. “ You know,” 
he says to JMoore, “ our country custom of coujiliiig a man and woman together as 
partners in the labours of harvest. In my fifteenth autumn my partner was a bewitch- 
ing creature;, a year younger than myself : she was in truth a boimic, swc;et, sonsle lass, 
and unw ittingly to herself, initiated me in that delicious passion, w hich, in spite of acid dis- 
appointment, gin-horse prudence, and book-worm philosophy, I hold to he the first of human 
joys. How she caught the contagion I cannot tell ; I never expressly said I loved her : in- 
deed 1 did not know myself why I liked so much to loiter behind with her, when returning 
in the evenings from our labours; why the tones of her voice made my heart-strings thrill 
like an Aiolian harp, and particularly why my pulse beat such a furious ratan, when I 
looked and fingered over her little hand, to pick out the cruel nettle-stings and thistles 
Among other love-inspiring qualities, she sang sweetly, and it was her favourite reel to 
which I attempted to give an embodied vehicle in rhyme ; thus with me began love 
and verse.” Tliis intercourse with tlic fair part of the creation, was, to liis slumbering 
emotions, a voice from heaven to call them into life and poetry. 

From the school of traditionary lore and love. Bums now went to a rougher academy. 
Lochlea, though not producing fine crops of com, was considered excellent for flax ; and 
while the cultivation of this commodity was committed to his father and his brother Cblbert, 
he was sent to Irvine, at Midsummer, 17B1, to learn the trade of a flax-dresser, 
under one Peacock, kinsman to liis mother. Some time before, he had spent a portion of a 
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summer at a school in Kirkoswald, learning menmiration and land-surveying, 'where he had 
mingled in scenes of sociality with smugglers, and enjoyed the pleasure of a silent walk, 
under the moon, with the young and the beautiful- At Irvine, he laboured by day to 
acquire a knowledge of his business, and at night ho associated with the gay and the 
thoughth'ss, with whom he learnt to empty his glass, and indulge in free discourse on 
topics forbidden at Lochlca. lie had one small room for a lodging, for 'which he gave a 
shilling a week : meat he seldom tasted, and his food consisted chiefly of oatmeal and 
])otatoes sent from his father’s house. In a letter to his father, written with great purity 
and simidicity of style, he thus gives a jneture of himself, mental and bodily, “Honoured Sir, 

I have purposely delayed writing, in the hoi)c that I should have the pleasure of seeing 
A'ou on new year s day, but work conies so hard upon us that I do not choose to be ab- 
sent on that account. IVIy health is nearly the same as when you were here, only my 
bleep is a little sounder, and, on the whole, I am rather better than otherwise, though I 
mend by very slow degrees : the weakness of my nerves has so debilitated my mind that 
I dare neither review past wants nor look forward into futurity, for the least anxiety or 
])erturbation in my breast produce most unliaj)py effects on my whole frame. Some- 
times indeed, when for an hour or two my spirits are a little lightened, I glimmer a little 
into futurity \ but my principal and indeed my only pleasureablc employment is looking 
backwards and forwards in a moral and religions way. I am quite transported at the 
thought that ere long, perhaps very soon, I shall hid an eternal adieu to all the ]).ains and 
uneasinesses, and disquietudes of this wo^ry life. As for the world, I desi)air of ever mak- 
ing a figure in it : I am not formed for the bustle of the busy, nor the flutter of tlie gay. I 
foresee that poverty and obscurity inobably a'wait me, and I am in some measure pre- 
pared and daily preparing to meet them. I have but just time and paper to return you my 
grateful thanks for the lessons of virtue and piety you have given me, which were but too 
much neglected at the time of giving them, hut w hich, I hope, liavo heeii rcmeiiihcrcjd ito 
it is yet too late.” This ri’iiuirkable letter w’as written in the twvnty-second year of his 
age ; it alludes to the illness whieli seems to have been the eonipaiiion of his youth, a 
nervous head-ache, brought on by constant toil and anxiety ; and it speaks of the melan- 
choly which is the common attendant of genius, and its sensibilities, aggravated by de- 
spair of distinction. The catastrojdie which happened ere this letter w\as well in his father s 
hand, accords ill wdth quotations from the Bible, and hopes fixed in lioavon : — “ As w e 
gave,” he says, “ a welcome carousal to the new year, the shop took fire, and burnt to 
ashes, and I was left, like a true poet, not worth a sixpence.” 

This disaster was followed by one more grievous : his father was well in years when 
he was married, and age and a constitution injured by toil and disappointment, began 
to press him down, ere his sons had grown up to man’s estate. On all sides the 
clouds began to darken : the farm wras unprosperous : the speculations in flax failed ; 
and the landlord of Loehlca, raising a question upon the meaning of the lease, con- 
cerning rotation of crop, pushed the matter to a law-suit, alike ruinous to a poor man 
either in its success or its failure. “ After three years tossing and whirling,” says Bums, 
“ in the vortex of litigation, my father w as just saved from the horrors of a jail by a con- 
sumption, which, after two years’ ])romise8, kindly stept in, and carried him away to 
where the ‘ wicked cease from troubling and the weary arc at rest.’ His all went among 
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the hell-hounds that prowl in tlio kennel of justice. The finishing evil which brought up 
the rear of this infernal file, was my constitutional melancholy being increased to such a 
degree, that for three mouths I was in a state of mind scarcely to be envied by the hope- 
less wretches who have got their mittimus, ‘ Depart from me, ye cursed.'” 

Robert Burns was now the head of his father s house. He gathered together the little 
that law and misfortune had spared, and took the farm of Mossgiel, near Mauchline, contain- 
ing one hundred and eighteen acres, at a rent of ninety pounds a yecir ; his mother and 
sisters took the domestic superintendence of home, barn, and byre ; and he associated his 
brother Gilbert in the labours of the land. It was made a joint affair: the poet was 
young, willing, and vigorous, and excelled in ploughing, sowing, reaping, mowing, and 
thrashing. His wages were fixed at seven pounds per annum, and such for a time was his 
care and frugality, that lie never jcxcecded this small allowance. He purchased books on 
farming, h(dd conversations with the old and the knowing ; and said unto himself, “ 1 
shall be prudent and wise, and my shadow shall increase in the land.” But it was not 
decreed that those resolutions w’ere to endure, and that ho w*as to become a mighty agricul- 
turist in the west. Fanner Attention, as the proverb says, is a good fanner, all the world 
over, and Burns w^as such by fits and by starts. But he who writes an ode on the sheep 
he is about to shear, a poem on the flower that he covers wdth the furrow, who sees visions 
on his w ay to market, who makes rhymes on the horse ho is about to yoke, and a song on 
the girl who shows the whitest hands among his reapers, has small chance of leading a 
market, or of being laird of the fields he rents. The dreams of Bums w'crc of the muses, 
and not of rising markets, of golden locks rather than of yellow corn : ho had other 
faults. It is not known that "William Burns was aw’arc before his death that his eldest 
son had sinned in rhyme ; but we have Gilbert's assurance, that bis father wrent to the 
grave in ignorance of his son's errors of a less venial kind — ^unwitting that lie was soon 
to give a two-fold proof of both in “ Roh the Rhymer s Address to his Bastard 
Child” — a poem less decorous than witty. 

The dress and condition of Bums when he became a poet were not at all poetical, in 
the minstrel meaning of the w'ord. Ifis clothes, coarse and homely, were made from 
home-grown wool, shorn oft* his own sheeps' hacks, carded and spun at his own fire-sid(^, 
w’oven by the village w^caver, and wdicii not of natural hodden-gray, dyed a half-blue in 
the village vat. They were shaped and sewed hy the district tailor, who usually wrought 
at the rate of a groat a day and his food ; and as the wool w^as coarse, so also was the 
workmanship. The linen which ho wore was home-grown, home-hackled, home-spun, 
home-woven, and home-bleached, and, unless designed for Sunday use, was of coarse, 
strong ham, to suit the tear and wear of barn and field. His shoes came from rustic tan- 
pits, for most farmers then prepared their own leather ; were armed sole and heel, ivith 
heavy, broad-headed nails, to endure the clod and the road : as hats were then little in 
use, save among small lairds or country gentry, westlan heads were commonly covered with 
a coarse, broad, blue bonnet, with a stopple on its flat crown, made in thousands at Kil- 
marnock, and known in all lands by the name of scone bonnets. His plaid was a hand- 
some red and white check — for pride in poets, be said, was no sin — ^prepared of fine wool 
with more than common care, by the bands of his mother and sisters, and woven with more 
skill* Inan the village weaver was usually required to exert. His dwelling was in keeping 
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with his dress, a low, thatched house, with a kitchen, a bed-room and closet, with floors of 
kneaded clay, and ceilings of moorland turf : a few books on a shelf, thumbed by many a 
thumb ; a few hams drying above head in the smoke, which was in no haste to get out at 
the roof — a wooden settle, some oak chairs, chaff beds well covered with blankets, with a 
fire of peat and wood burning at a distance from the gable wall, on the middle of the floor. 
Ilis food was as homely as his habitation, and consisted chiefly of oatmcal-porridgc, barley- 
broth, and potatoes, and milk. How the muse happened to visit him in this clay biggin, 
take a fancy to a clouterly peasant, and teach him strains of consummate beauty and 
elegance, must ever be a matter of wonder to all those, and they are not few, who hold 
that noble sentiments and heroic deeds are the exclusive portion of the gently nursed and 
the far descended. 

Of the earlier verses of Burns few arc preserved : .when composed, he put them on 
pajicr, but he kept them to himself : though a poet at sixteen, he seems not to have made 
even his brother his confidante till he became a man, and his judgment had ripened. He, 
however, made a little clasped paper book his treasurer, and under the head of “ Observa- 
tions, Hints, Songs, and Scraps of Poetry,” we find many a wayward and impassioned verse, 
songs rising little above the humblest country strain, or bursting into an elegance and a 
beauty w’orthy of the highest of minstrels. The first words noted down are the stanzas 
which he composed on his fair companion of the harvest-field, out of whose hands he loved 
to remove the nettle-stings and the thistles : the prettier song, beginning ‘^Now w’astlin 
win's and slaughtering guns,” written on the lass of Kirk Oswald, wdth whom, instead of 
learning mensuration, lie chose to w’ander under the light of tie* moon : a strain be tter 
still, inspired by the channs of a neighbouring maiden, of the name of Annie Konald ; 
another, of equal merit, arising out of his nocturnal adventures among the lasses of the 
west ; and, finally that crowning glory of all his lyric compositions, “Green grow the 
rashes.” This little clasped book, however, seems not to have been made his confidante till 
his tw enty-third or twenty-fourth year ; he probably admitted to its j>agcs only the strai.is 
which he loved most, or such as had taken a place in his memory : at whatever age it 
w\*is commenced, he had then begun to estimate his own character, and intimate his for- 
tunes, for he calls himself in its pages “ a man who had little art in making money, and 
still less in keeping it.” 

We have not been told how welcome the incense of his songs rendered him to the rustic 
maidens of Kyle ; women are not apt to be won by the charms of verse ; they have little 
sympathy wdth dreamers on Parnassus, and allow themselves to be influenced by some- 
thing more substantial than the roses and lilies of the muse. Bums had other claims to their 
regard than those arising from poetic skill : he w^as tall, young, good-looking, wdtli dark, 
bright eyes, and words and wit at will : he had a sarcastic sally for all lads who presumed 
to cross his path, and a soft, persuasive word for all lasses on whom he fixed his fancy : 
nor was this all — ^lic was adventurous and bold in love trystes and love excursions : long, 
rough roads, stormy nights, flooded rivers, and lonesome places were no letts to him ; and 
when the dangers or labours of the way were braved, he w’as alike skilful in eluding 
vigilant aunts, wakerife mothers, and envious or suspicious sisters : for rivals ho had a 
blow as ready as ho had a word, and was familiar with snug stack-yards, broomy glens, 
and nooks of hawthorn and honeysuckle, where maidens love to be wooed. This reri 
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dercd liim dearer to woman's heart than all the lyric effusions of his fancy ; and when we 
add to such allurements, a warm, flowing, and persuasive eloquence, we need not wonder 
that woman listened and was won ; that one of the most clianning damsels of the West 
said, an hour with him in the dark was worth a life-time of light with any other body ; 
or that the accomplished and beautiful Duchess of Gordon declared, in a latter day, that no 
man ever carried her so completely off her feet as Robert Bums. 

It is one of the delusions of the poet's critics and biographers, that the sources of his 
inspiration are to be found in the great classic poets of the land, with some of whom ho 
had from his youth been familiar : there is little or no trace of them in any of his com- 
positions. lie read and wondc^red — ^Iic warmed his fiincy at their flame, he corrected his 
own natural taste by theirs, but he ncltlier copied nor imitated, and there are but two or 
three allusions to Young and Shakspeare in all the range of his verse. He could not but 
feel that he was the scholar of a different school, and that his thirst was to be slaked at other 
fountains. The language in wdiich those great bards embodied their thoughts was unap- 
projichahlc to an Ayrshire peasant ; it w'as to him as an almost foreign tongue : heliad to 
til ink and feel in the not ungraceful or inharmonious language of his own vale, and then, in a 
inamicr, translate it into that of Pope or of Thomson, with the additional dithcnlty of finding 
l^iiglish words to express the exact meaning of those of Scotland, which had chiefly been 
retained because cquivah‘nts could not bo found in the more elegant and grauimaticjal 
tongue. Such strains as those of the polished Pope or the suhlinier Milton were beyond 
his power, l(‘ss from deficiency of goiiius than from lack of language : he could, indeed, 
write hhiglish with ease and fluency; but when he desired to be tender or impassioned, 
to ])ersua<lo or subdue, he had recourse to the Scottish, and ho found it sufficient. 

The goddesses or the Dalilahs of the young ])oet’s song were, like the language in 
which he celebrated them, the ])roducc of the district ; not dames high and exalted, hut 
lasses of the barn and of the l)}’re, who had never been in higher company tlian that of 
shepherds or ploughmen, or danced in a politer assembly than that of tlnar fellow- 
peasants, on a barn-floor, to the sound of the district fiddle. Nor even of these did 
lie choose the loveliest to lay out the wealth of liis verse upon : ho has been ac- 
cused, by his brother among others, of lavishing the colours of his fancy on very 
ordinary faces. “ He had always," says Gilbert, “ a jealousy of people who were 
richer than himself; his love, therefore, seldom settled on persons of this descrip- 
tion. AVhen he selected any one, out of the sovereignty of his good pleasure, to whom 
he should pay his particular attention, she was instantly invested with a suflicient stock 
of charms out of the plentiful stores of his own imagination : and there was often a great 
dissimilitude between his fair captivator, as she appeared to others and as she seemed 
when invested with the attributes he gave her." “ My heart,” ho himself, speaking of 
those days, observes, “was completely tinder, and was eternally lighted up by some 
goddess or other.” Yet, it must be acknowledged that sufficient room exists for believing 
that Bums and his brethren of the West had very different notions of the captivating and 
the beautiful ; while they were moved by rosy cheeks and looks of rustic health, 
ho was moved, like a sculptor, by beauty of form or by harmony of motion, and 
by expression, which lightened up ordinary features and rendered them capti- 
vating, Such, I have been told, were several of the lasses of the West, to whom, if he 
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did not surrender his heart, he rendered homage ; and both elegance of form and beauty 
of face were visible to all in those of whom he afterwards sang — the llamiltoiis and th'o 
Burnets of Edinburgh, and the Millers and M‘Murdos of the Nith. 

The mind of Burns took now a wdder range : he had sung of the maidens of Kyle in 
strains not likely soon to die, and though not weary of the softnesses of love, he desired 
to try his genius on matters of a sterner kind — what those subjects were he tells us ; 
they Avcrc homely and at hand, of a native nature and of Scottish growth : places celebrated 
in Boman story, vales made famous in Grecian song — ^bills of vines and groves of myrtle 
had few charms for him. “ I am hurt," thus he writes in August, 178*^? “to see other 
towns, rivers, woods, and haughs of Scotland immortalized in song, while my dear native 
county, the ancient Baillicrics of Garrick, Kyle and Cmmiiigham, famous in both ancient 
and modern times for a gallant and warlike race of inhabitants — a county wlicrc civil and 
religious liberty have ever found their first support and thpir asylum — a county, the 
birth-place of many famous philosophers, soldiers, and statesmen, and the scene of many 
great events recorded in history, particularly the actions of the glorious AV allace — yet 
we have never had one Scotch poet of any eminence to make the fertile banks of Irvine, 
the romantic woodlands and sequestered scenes of Ayr, and the mountainous source 
and winding sweep of the Boon, omiilaie Tay, Forth, Ettrick and Tweed. This is a 
complaint I would gladly remedy, but, alas! I am far unequal to the task, both in 
genius and education.” To fill up with glowing verse the outline which this sketch 
indicates, was to raise the long-laid spirit of national song — to ^vaken a strain to whicl# 
the whole land would yield response — a miracle uiiattempted — certainly unperformed—* 
since the days of the Gentle Shepherd. It is true that the tongue of the muse had at 
no time been W’holly silent; that now and then a burst of sublime woe, like the song of 
“ Mary, weep no more for me,” and of lasting incrriincut and humour, like that of 
‘‘ Tibbie Fowler,” proved tliat the fire of natural poesie smouldered, if it did not blaze ; 
while the social strains of the unfortunate Fcrgiisson revived in the city, if not in the field, 
the memory of him who sang the “ Monk and the Miller s wife.” But notwithstanding 
tliese and other productions of equal merit, Scottish poesie, it must he owned, had lost 
much of its original ccstacy and fervour, and that the boldest efforts of the muse no more 
(jqualled the songs of Dunbar, of Douglas, of Lyndsay, and of James the Fifth, than the 
sound of an artificial cascade resembles the undying thunders of Corra. 

To accomplish this required an acquaintance with man beyond what the forge, the 
change-house, and the market-place of the village supplied; a look further than the 
bam-yard and the furrowed field, and a livelier knowledge and decjicr feeling of history 
than, probably, Burns ever possessed. To all ready and accessible sources of knowledge 
ho appears to have had recourse ; he sought matter for his muse in the meetings, religious 
as well as social, of the district — consorted with staid matrons, grave plodding far- 
mers — with those who preached as well as those who listened — ^with sharp-tongued attor- 
neys, who laid down the law over a Mauchline gill — with country squires, whose wisdom 
was great in the game-laws, and in contested clc'ctions — and with roving smugglers, who at 
that time hung, as a cloud, on all the western coast of Scotland. In the company of 
farmers and fellow-peasants, he witnessed scenes which he loved to embody in verse, saw 
pictures of peace and joy, now woven into the web of his song, and had a poetic impulse 
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given to him both by cottage devotion and cottage merriment. If he was familiar 
with love and all its outgoings and incomings — had met his lass in the midnight 
shade, or walked with her under the moon, or braved a stonny night and a haunted 
road for her sake — he was as well acquainted with the joys which belong to social 
intercourse, when instruments of music speak to the feet, when the reek of punch- 
bowls gives a tongue to the staid and demure, and bridal festivity, and harvest- 
homes, bid a whole valley lift up its voice and bo glad. It is more difhcult to 
decide what poetic use he could make of his intercourse with that loose and lawless 
class of men, who, from love of gain, broke the laws and braved the police of their country: 
that he found among smugglers, as he says, “ men of noble virtues, magnanimity, 
generosity, disinterested friendship, and modesty,” is easier to believe than that he escaped 
the contamination of their sensual manners and prodigality. The people of Kyle re- 
garded this conduct with suspicion : they were not to be expected to know that when 
Bums ranted and housed with smugglers, conversed with tinkers huddled in a kiln, or 
listened to the riotous mirth of a batch of randie gangrcl bodies” as they “ toomed their 
powks and pawned their duds,” for liquor in Posic Nansie’s, lie was taking sketches for 
the future entertainment and instruction of the world ; they could not foresee that from 
all this moral strength and poetic beauty would arise. 

While meditating something better than a ballad to his mistress's eyebrow, he 
did not neglect to lay out the little skill he had in cultivating the grounds of Mossgiel. 
The prosperity in which he found himself in the first and second seasons, induced him to hope 
that good fortune had not yet forsaken him : a genial summer and a good market seldom 
come together to the famicr, but at first they came to Burns; and to show that he was wor- 
thy of them, he bought books on agriculture, calculated rotation of crops, attended sales, held 
the plough with diligence, used the scythe, the reap-hook, and the flail, with skill, and the 
malicious even began to say that there was something more in him than wild sallies of wit 
and foolish rhymes. But the farm lay high, the bottom was wet, and in a third season, 
indifferent seed and a wet harvest robbed him at once of half his crop ; he seems to have re- 
garded this as an intimation from above, that nothing which he undertook would prosper : 
and consoled himself with joyous friends and with the society of the muse. The 
judgment cannot be praised which selected a farm with a wet cold bottom, and sowed 
it with unsound seed ; but that man who despairs because a wet season robs him 
of the fruits of the field, is unfit for the warfare of life, where, fortitude is as much 
required as by a general on a field of battle, w'hcn the tide of success threatens to 
flow against him. Tlie poet seems to have believed, very early in life, that he was 
none of the elect of Mammon; that he was too much of a genius ever to acquire 
wealth by steady labour, or by, as he loved to call it, gin-horse prudence, or grub- 
bing industry. 

And yet there were hours and days in which Burns, even when the rain fell on 
his unhoused sheaves, did not wholly despair of liimself : he laboured, nay sometimes 
he slaved on his farm ; and at intervals of toil, sought to embellish his mind witli 
such knowledge as might be useful, should chance, the goddess who ruled his lot, 
drop him upon some of tlie higher places of the land. He had, while he lived at 
Tarbolton, united with some half-dozen young men, all sons of farmers in that neigh- 
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bourhoody in fonning a club, of which the object was to charm away a few evening 
hours in the week with agreeable chit>chat, and the discussion of topics of economy or 
love. Of this little society the poet was president, and the first question they were 
called on to settle was this, “ Suppose a young man bred a farmer, but without any fortune, 
has it in his power to marry either of two women ; the tme a girl of large fortune, but 
neither handsome in person, nor agreeable in conversation, but who can manage tlie 
household affairs of a farm well enough ; the other of them, a girl every way agreeable in 
person, conversation, and behaviour, but vdthout any fortune, which of them shall he 
choose ?” This question was started by the poet, and once every week the club were called 
to the consideration of matters connected with rural life and industry : their expenses 
were limited to threepence a week ; and till the departure of Burns to the distant 
Mossgiel, the club continued to live and thrive ; on his removal it lost the spirit which 
gave it birth, and was heard of no more ; but its aims an 1 its usefulness were revived 
in Mauchline, where the poet was induced to establish a society which only differed from 
the other in spending the moderate fines arising from non-attendance, on books, instead 
of liquor. Here, too. Burns was the president, and the members were cliiefly the sons of 
husbandmen, whom he found, he said, more natural in their manners, and more agreeable 
than the self-sufficient mechanics of villages and towns, who were ready to dispute on all 
topics^ and inclined to be convinced on none. Tliis club had the pleasure of subscribing 
for the first edition of the works of its great associate. It has been questioned by his 
first biogiaphcr, whether the refinement of mind, which follows the reading of books 
of eloquence and delicacy, — ^the mental improvement resulting from such calm discus- 
sions as the Tarbolton and Matichlinc clubs indulged in, was not injurious to men en- 
gaged in the barn and at the plough. A well-ordered mind will be strengthened, as well 
as embellished, by elegant knowledge, while over those naturally barren and nngenial all 
that is refined or noble will pass as a sunny shower scuds over lumps of granite, bringing 
neither warmth nor life. 

In the account which the poet gives to Moore of his early poems, he says little 
about his exquisite lyrics, and less about “ The Death and dying Words of Poor 
Mailie,” or her “ Elegy,** the first of his poems where the insi)iration of the muse is visible; 
but he speaks with exultation of the fame which those indecorous sallies, “ Holy Willie's 
Prayer' and “ The Holy Tulzie” brought from some of the clergy, and the people of 
Ayrshire. The west of Scotland is ever in the van, when matters either political or 
religious are agitated. Calvinism was shaken at this time, with a controversy among its 
professors, of which it is enough to say, that while one party rigidly adhered to the woi d 
and letter of the Confession of Faith, and preached up the palmy and wholesome days of 
the Covenant, the other sought to soften the harsher rules and observances of the kirk, 
and to bring moderation and charity into its discipline as well as its councils. Both be- 
lieved themselves right, both were loud and hot, and personal, — ^bitter with a bitterness 
only known in religious controversy. The poet sided with the professors of the New Light, 
as the more tolerant were called, and handled the professors of the Old Light, as the other 
party were named, with the most unsparing severity. For this he had sufficient cause: — he 
had experienced the mercilessness of kirk-discipline, when his frailties caused him to visit tbo 
stool of repentance ; and moreover his friend Gavin Hamilton, a writer in Mauchline, had 
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been sharply censured by the same authorities, for daring to gallop on Sundays. Moodie, of 
Riccarton, and Russel, of Kilmamoch, were the first who tasted of the poet’s wrath. They, 
though professors of the Old Light, had quarrelled, and, it is added, fought : “ The Holy 
Tulzie,” which recorded, gave at the same time wings to the scandal ; while for “ Holy 
Willie," an elder of Mauchlinc, and an austere atid hollow pretender to righteousness, 
he reserved the fiercest of all his lampoons. In “ Holy Willie’s Prayer,” ho lays a burn- 
ing band on the terrible doctrine of predestination : this is a satire, daring, personal, and 
profane. Willie claims praise in the singular, acknowledges folly in the plural, and makes 
heaven accountable for his sins ! In a similar strain of undevout satire he congratulates 
Goudie, of Kilmarnock, on his Essays on Revealed Religion. These poems, particularly 
the two latter, are the sharpest lampoons in the language. 

While drudging in the cause of the New Light controversialists. Bums w-as not uncon- 
sciously strengthening his hands for worthier toils : the applause which selfish divines be- 
stowed on his witty, but graceless elfusions, could not be enough for one who knew how 
fleeting the fame was which came from the heat of party disputes ; nor was ho insensi- 
ble that songs of a beauty unknown for a century to national pocsie, had been unregarded 
in the hue and cry which arose on account of “ Holy Willie's Prayer” and “ The Holy 
Tulzic.” Ho hesitated to drink longer out of the agitated puddle of Calvinistic contro- 
versy, ho resolved to slake his thirst at the ])uro well-springs of patriot feeling and 
domestic love ; and accordingly, in the last and best of his controversial compositions, ho 
rose out of the lower regions of lampoon into the upper air of true poetry. “ The Holy 
Fair,” though stained in one or two verses with personalities, exhibits a scene glowing 
with character and incident and life : the aim of the poem is not so much to satirize one 
or two Old Light divines, as to expose and rebuke those almost indecent festivities, which 
in too many of the w'cstem parishes accompanied the administration of the sacrament. 
In the earlier days of the church, when men w'cre staid and sincere, it was, no doubt, an 
impressive sight to sec rank succeeding rank, of the old and the young, all calm and all 
de\out, seated before the tent of the preacher, in the sunny hours of June, listening to his 
eloquence, or partaking of the mystic bread and wine ; but in these our latter days, wdien 
discipline is relaxed, along wdtli the sedate and the pious conio swarms of the idle 
and the jirofligato, wdiom no eloquence can edify and no solemn rite affect. On these, 
and such as these, the poet has poured his satire ; and since this desirable reprehen- 
sion the Holy Fairs, east as well as west, have become more decorous, if not more 
devout. 

His controversial sallies were accompanied, or followed, by a scries of poems which 
showed that national character and manners, as Lockhart has truly and happily said, 
were once more in the hands of a national poet. These compositions are both numerous 
and various : they record the poet’s own experience and emotions ; they exhibit the 
highest moral feeling, the purest patriotic sentiments, and a deep sympathy with the 
fortunes, both here and hereafter, of his fellow-men ; they delineate domestic man- 
ners, mans stem as well as social hours, and mingle the serious with the joyous, the 
sarcastic with the solemn, the mournful with the pathetic, the amiable with the gay, 
and all with an ease and an unafTcctcd force and freedom known only to the genius 
of Shakspeare. In “ The Twa Dogs” he seeks to reconcile the labourer to his lot, and 
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intimates, l)y examples drawn from the liall as well 4as the cottage, that happiness resides 
in the humblest abodes, and is even partial to the clouted shoe. In “ Scotch Drink” 
be excites man to love his country, by precepts both heroic and social ; and proves that 
while wine and brandy arc the tipple of slaves, whisky and ale are the drink of the 
free : sentiments of a similar kind distinguish his “ Earnest Cry and Prayer to the 
Scotch Representatives in the House of Commons,” each of whom he exhorts by name 
to defend the remaining liberties and immunities of his country. A liigher tone dis- 
tinguishes the “ Address to the Deil he records all the names, and some of them 
are strange ones; and all the acts, and some of them are as whimsical as they arc 
terrible, of this far kenned and noted personage ; to these he adds some of the fiend's 
doings as they stand in Scripture, together with his own experiences; and concludes 
by a hope, as unexpected as merciful and relenting, tjiat Satan may not be exposed 
to an eternity of torments. “ The Dream” is a humorous sally, and may he almost re- 
garded as prophetic. The poet feigns himself present, in slumber, at the Royal birth- 
day ; and supposes that ho addresses his majesty, on his household matters as well as 
the affairs of the nation. Some of the j)rinccs, it has been satirically hinted, behaved after- 
wards in such a Avay as if they wished that the scripture of the Bums should be fulfilled : 
in this strain he has imitated the license and equalled the wit of some of the elder 
Scottish Poets. 

‘‘ The Vision” is wholly serious; it exhibits the poet in one of those fits of despondency 
which the dull, who have no misgivings, never know : he dwells Avith sarcastic bitterness 
on the opportunities which, for the sake of song, he has neglected of becoming wealthy, 
and is drawing a sad parallel betw een rags and riches, when the muse steps in and 
cheers his despondency, by assuring him of undying fame. “ IlallowTen” is a strain of a 
more homely kind, recording the superstitious beliefs, and no less superstitious doings of old 
Scotland, on that night, when witches and elves and evil sj)irits are let loose among the 
children of men : it reaches far back into manners and customs, and is a picture, curious 
and valuable. The tastes and feelings of husbandmen inspired “The old Farmer’s 
Address to his old mare Maggie,” wdiich exhibits some pleasing recollections of his days 
of courtship and hours of sociality. The calm, tranquil picture of household happiness and 
devotion in “ The Cotter’s Saturday Night,” has induced Hogg, among others, to believe 
that it has less than usual of the sjiirit of the poet, but it has all the spirit that W’as re- 
quired ; the toil of the week has ceased, the labourer has returned to his well-ordered 
home — ^his “ cozie ingle and his clean hearth-stane,” — and with his wufc and cliildrcn 
beside him, turns his thoughts to the praise of that God to w’hom be owes all: this he 
performs with a reverence and an awe, at once natural, national, and poetic. “ The 
Mouse” is a brief and happy and very moving poem : happy, for it delineates, with won- 
derful truth and life, the agitation of the mouse when the coulter broke into its abode, 
and moving, for the poet takes the lesson of rain to himself, and feels the present and dreads 
the future. “ The Mountain Daisy,” once, more properly, called by Bums “ The Gowan,” 
resembles “ The Mouse” in incident and in moral, and is equally happy, in language and con- 
ception. “ The Lament" is a dark, and all but tragic page, from the poet’s own life. 
“ Man was made to Mourn” takes the part of the humble and the homeless, against 
the coldness and selfishness of the wealthy and tlie poweiful, a ^vourite topic of medita- 
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tion with Bums. He refrained, for awhile, from mahing “ Death and Doctor Horn- 
book” public ; a poem which deviates from the ofiPensiveness of personal satire, into a 
strain of humour, at once airy and original. 

ITis epistles inverse may be reckoned amongst his happiest productions : they are writ- 
ten in all moods of mind, and are, by turns, lively and sad ; careless and serious ; — now 
giving advice, then taking it ; laughing at learning, and lamenting its want ; scoffing 
at propriety and wealth, yet admitting, that without the one he cannot be wise, nor 
■wanting the other, independent. The Epistle to David Sillar is tho first of these 
compositions : the poet has no news to tell, and no serious question to ask : he has only to 
communicate his own emotions of joy, or of sorrow, and these ho relates and discusses 
with singular elegance as well as case, twining, at the same time, into the fabric of his 
composition, agreeable allusions to the taste and affections of his correspondent. He 
seems to have rated the intellect of Silhir as the highest among his rustic friends : he pays 
him more deference, and addresses him in a higher vein than ho observes to others. 
The Epistles to Lapraik, to Smith, and to Rankino, are in a more familiar, or social 
mood, and lift the veil from tho darkness of the poet's condition, and exhibit a mind of 
first-rate power, groping, and that surely, its way to distinction, in spite of humility of 
birth, obscurity of condition, and the coldness of the wealthy or the titled. The epistles of 
other poets owe some of their fame to the rank or the reputation of those to whom they 
are addressed ; those of Burns arc written, one and all, to nameless and undistinguished 
men, Sillar was a country schoolmaster, Lapraik a moorland laird, Sirntli a small shop- 
keeper, and Rankiiu*. a farmer, who loved a gill and a joke. Yet these men were the chief 
friends, the only literary associates of the ])oet, during those early years, in which, with 
some exceptions, his finest works were written. 

Burns, wdiilo he was writing the jioeins, the chief of 'which we have named, was a 
labouring husbandman on the little farm of Mossgiel, a pursuit which affords but few 
leisure hours for cither reading or pondering ; but to him the stubble-field was musing- 
ground, and tho walk behind the plough, a twilight saunter on Parnassus. As, with a 
careful hand and a steady eye, ho guided his horses, and saw an evenly furrow turned up 
by the share, his thoughts vrere on other themes ; he was straying in haunted glens, when 
spirits have power — looking in fancy on the lasses “ sk(‘lping barefoot,” in silks and in scar- 
lets, to a field-preaching — walking in imagination with the rosie widow, who on Halloween 
ventured to dip her left sleeve in the burn where three lairds' lands met — ^making the 
“ bottle clunk,” with joyous smiigghirs, on a lucky run of gin or brandy — or if his thoughts 
at all approaclicd his acts — he was moralizing on the daisy oppressed by the furrow which 
his ow’ii plough-share had turned. That his thoughts w^erc thus wandering we have his own 
testimony, with that of his brother Gilbert ; and wore both wanting, the certainty that he 
composed the greater part of his immortal poems in two years, from the summer of 1784 to 
the summer of 1780, would be evidence sufficient. Tlie muse must have been strong 
within him, when, in spite of the rains and sleets of the “ ever-dropping west” — ^when in 
defiance of the hot and sweaty brows occasioned by reaping and thrashing — declining 
markets, and showery harvests — ^the clamour of his laird for his rent, and the tradesman 
for his account, he persevered in song, and sought solace in verse^ when all other solace 
was denied him. 



xi? 


LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 


The circumstances under wliicli his principal poems were composed, have been related ! 
the “ Lament of Mailie” found its origin in the catastrophe of a pet ewe ; the ‘‘ Epis - 
tle to Sillar” was confided by the poet to his brother while they were engaged in weeding 
the kale-yard ; the “ Address to the Deil” was suggested by the many' strange portraits 
which belief or fear had drawn of Satan, and was repeated by the one brother to the other, 
on the way w’ith their carts to the kiln, for lime ; tlie “ Cotter s Saturday Night” 
originated in the reverence with which the worship of God was conducted in the family 
of the poet's father, and in the solemn tone with which he desired his children to com- 
pose themselves for praise and prayer ; “ the Mouse,” and its moral companion “ tho 
Daisy,” were the offspring of the incidents which they relate ; and “ Death and Doctor 
Hornbook” was conceived at a freemason-meeting, where the hero of the piece had shown 
too much of the pedant, and composed on his way home, after midnight, by the poet, while 
his head was somewhat dizzy with drink. One of the most remarkable of his com- 
positions, the “ Jolly Beggars," a drama, to which nothing in the language of either tho 
North or South can be compared, and which was unknown till after tlio death of tho 
author, w^as suggested by a scene which he saw in a low ale-house, into which, on a 
Saturday-night, most of the sturdy beggars of the district had met to sell their meal, 
pledge their superfluous rags, and drink their gains. It may be added, that he loved 
to walk in solitary spots ; that his chief musing-ground was tho banks of the Ayr ; tI>o 
season most congenial to his fancy that of winter, when the wuiids were heard in the 
leafless woods, and the voice of tho swollen streams came from vale and hill ; and that 
he seldom composed a whole poem at once, but satisfied with a few fervent verses, laid 
the subject aside, till the muse summoned him to another exertion of fancy. In a little 
back closet, still existing in the farm-house of Mossgiol, he committed most of bis poems 
to paper. 

But while the poet rose, tlie farmer sank. It was not the cold clayey bottom of his 
ground, nor the purchase of unsound sc^cd-corn, nor tho fluctuation in the markets alone, 
which injured him ; neither w^as it the taste for fr<'emason socialities, nor a desire to join 
the mirth of comrades, either of the sea or the shore ; neither could it be wholly ini])nt{Hl 
to his passionate following of the softer sex — indulgence in the ‘‘illicit rove,” or giving 
way to his eloquence at tho feet of one whom he loved and honoured ; other fanners 
indulged in the one, or suffered from the other, yet were prosperous. His want of suc- 
cess arose from otli(?r causes ; his heart was not with his task, save by fits and starts : 
he felt ho was designed for higher purposes than ploughing, and harrowing, and sowing, 
and roa]>ing ; when the sun called on him, after a shower, to come to the plough, or 
when the ripe corn invited tho sickle, or the ready market called for the measured 
grain, the poet was under other spells, and was slow to avail himself of those golden 
moments, which come but once in the season. To this may ho added, a too superficial 
knowledge of the art of farming, and a want of intimacy with the nature of tho soil he was 
called to cultivate. Ho could speak fluently of leas, and faughs, and fallows, of cliaiigc of 
seed, and rotation of crops, but practical knowledge and ap])lication were required, and 
m these Bums was deficient. Tho moderate gain which those dark days of agriculture 
brought to the economical farmer, was not obtained: the close, the all but niggardly 
care by which he could win and k('op his crown- pieces, — gold was seldom in the farmer's 
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hand, — ^waa either above or below the mind of the poet ; and Mossgiel, which, in the 
hands of an assiduous farmer, might have made a reasonable return for labour, was 
unproductive, under one who had little skill, less economy, and no taste for the task. 

Other reasons for his failure have been assigned. It is to the credit of the moral seuti* 
nients of the husbandmen of Scotland, that when one of their class forgets what virtue re- 
quires, and dishonours, without reparation, even the humblest of the maidens, he is not 
allowed to go unpunished. No proceedings take place, perhaps one hard word is not 
spoken ; but he is regarded with loathing by the old and the devout ; he is looked on by 
all with cold and reproachful eyes — sorrow is foretold as his lot, sure disaster as his for- 
tune ; and if these chance to arrive, the only sympathy expressed is, “ What better could 
he expect Something of this S(jrt bcfel Bums : he had already satisfied the kirk in the 
matter of Sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess,'* his daughter, by one of his mother s 
maids; and now, to use his own words, he w’as brouglit within point-blank «»f the heaviest 
n)ctiil of the kirk by a similar folly. The fair transgressor, both for her fiithcr s sake and 
lier OAVii youth, had a large share of public sympathy. Jean Armour, for it is of her I 
speak, was in her eighteenth year ; with dark eyes, a handsome foot, and a melodious 
tongue, she made her way to the ])oet's heart — and, as their stations in life were equal, it 
seemed that they had only to he satisfied tliemselvcs to render tlicir union easy. But her 
failujr, in addition to being a very devout man, was a zealot of the Old Light ; and Jean, 
dreading his resentment, was willing, while she loved its unforgiven satirist, to love him 
in secret, in the hope that the time would come when she might safely avow it : she ad- 
mitted the poet, therefore, to her ctmipany in lonesome places, and walks beneath the 
moon, where they both forgot themselves, and were at last obliged to own a privjitc mar- 
riage as a protection from kirk censure. The professors of the Old Light rejoiced, 
since it brought a scoffing rhymer within reach of their hand ; but her fatluir felt a two- 
fiild sorrow, because of the shame of a favourite daughter, and for having committed the 
folly with one both loose in conduct and ])rofane of speech. lie had cause to be angry, 
but his anger, through his zeal, became tyrannous : in the exercise of what he called a 
father s power, lie compelled his child to renounce the poet as her husband and bum the 
marriage-lines ; for ho regarded her marriage, 'without the kirk’s pemiission, with a man so 
uttj'rly east aw'ay, as a -worse crime than her folly. So blind is anger ! She could renounce 
neither her husband nor liis oflisjiring in a lawful >vay, aud in spite of the destruction of 
the marriage-linos, and renouncing the name of wife, she -was as much Mrs. Bums as 
marriage could make her. No one concerned seemed to think so. Burns, who loved her 
tenderly, went all but mad when she renounced him : he gave up liis share of Mossgiel to 
his brother, and roamed, moody and idle, about the laud, w ith no better aim in life than a 
situation in one of our western sugar-isles, and a vague hope of distinction as a poet. 

How the distinction which he desired as a poet was to be obtained -w as, to a poor bard 
in a provincial place, a sore jiuzzle: there were no enterprising booksellers in the 
wostcra land, and it w^as not to be expected th<at the printers of either Kilmarnock or 
Paisley had money to cxj)end on a speculation in rhyme : it is much to the honour of his 
native county that the publication which he wished for was at last made easy. The best 
of his poems, in his own hand- writing, had found their way into the hands of the Ballan- 
tynes, Hamiltons, Parkers, and Mackenzies, and were much admired. Mrs. Stewart, of Stair 
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and Afton, a lady of distinction and taste, Lad made, accidentally, the acquaintance both 
of Burns and some of his songs, and was ready to befriend him ; and so favourable was 
the impression on all hands, that a subscription, sufficient to defray the outlay of paper 
and print, was soon filled up — one hundred copies being subscribed for by the 
Parkers alone. He soon arranged materials for a volume, and put them into the hands 
of a printer in Kilmarnock, tho Wee Johnnie of one of his biting epigrams. Johnnie was 
startled at the unceremonious freedom of most of the pieces, and asked the poet to com- 
pose one of modest language and moral aim, to stand at the beginning, and excuse some 
of those free ones which followed : Bums, whose “ Twa Dogs” was then incora])lete, 
finished the poem at a sitting, and put it in the van, much to his printer's satisfaction. 
If the “ Jolly Beggars” W’as omitted for any other cause than its freedom of sentiment and 
language, or “Death and Doctor Hornbook” from any^othcr feeling than that of being too 
personal, the causes of their exclusion have remained a secret. It is less easy to account 
for the omission of many songs of high merit, which he had among his papers; 
perhaps ho thought those wliich he selected were sufficient to test the taste of the 
public. Before he pointed the whole, he, with the consent of his brother, altered his 
name from Burncss to Burns, a change which, I am told, ho in after years regretted. 

In the summer of the year 1786 the little volume, big with the hopes and fortunes of 
the bard, made its appearance : it was entitled sinjply, “Poems, chiefly in the Scottish 
Dialect ; by Robert Burns and accompanied by a modest preface, saying, that ho sub- 
mitted his book to his country with fear and with trembling, since it contained little of 
the art of poesie, and at tho best w’as but a voice given, rude, he feared, and uncouth, to 
the loves, the hopes, and the fears of his own bosom. Had a summer sun risen on a 
winter morning it could not have surprised tho liowlands of Scotland more than this 
Kilmarnock volume surprised and delighted the jieople, one and all. The milkmaid sang 
his songs, the ploughman repeated his poems ; the old quoted hotli, and even the devout 
rejoiced that idle verse had at last mixed a tone of morality with its mirth. The volume 
penetrated even into Nithsdale. “ Keep it out of the way of your children,” said a 
Camcronian divine, wdicn he lent it to my father, “ h*st ye find them, as I found mine, 
reading it on the Sahhath.” No w-onder that such a volume made its way to the hearts 
of a peasantry whose taste in poetry has been the marved of many w^riti'rs : the poems 
w^ere mostly on topics with which they were familiar : the language was that of the fire- 
side, raised above the vulgarities of common life, by a purifying spirit of expression and 
the exalting fervour of inspiration ; and there w^as such a brilliant and graceful mix- 
ture of the elegant and the homely, the lofty and the low, the familiar and the elevated, 
—such a rapid succession of scenes which moved to tenderness or tears ; or to subdued 
mirth or open laughter — unlooked for allusions to scripture, or touches of sarcasm and 
scandal— of superstitions to scare, and of humour to delight — wrhile through the whole was 
diffused, as the scent of flowers through summer air, a moral meaning — a sentimentai 
beauty, wffiich sweetened and sanctified all. I'ho poet's expectations from this little ven- 
ture were humble : he hoped as much money from it as would pay for his passage to the 
West Indies, where he proposed to enter into the service of some of the Scottish settlers, 
and help to manage the double mystery of sugar-making and slavery. 

The hearty applause which 1 have recorded came chiefly from the husbandmaa, the 
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•hephcrd and tlie mechanic : the approbation of the magnates of the west, though not less 
warm, was longer in coining. Mrs. otewart of Stair, indeed, commended the poems and 
cheered their author: Diigald Stewart rcceivt^d his visits with pleasure, and w^ondered at 
his vigour of conversation as much as at his muse: the door of the house of Hamilton 
was open to him, where the tabic w’as ever spread, and the hand ever ready to liel]) : 
while the purses of the Ballantyncs and the Parkers were always as open to him as were 
the doors of their houses. Those i)erson3 must be regarded as the real patrons of tlie 
poet : the high names of the district are not to be found among those who helped him 
with purse and patronage in 1 7110, that year of deep distress and high distinction. Tlio 
Montgomeries came with their praise when his fame was iij ) ; the Kennedys and the 
Boswells w ore silent : and ilioiigh the Cunninghams gave effectual aid, it was wdicn 
the muse was crying w’ith a loud voice Tbeforc him, ‘‘ Come all and sec the man whom I 
delight to honour.” It would be unjust as well as ungenerous not to mention the iiamo 
of Mrs. Dunlop among the poet’s best and early patrons : the distance at which she 
lived from Mossgiel had ko])t his name from her till his poems appeared : but liis works 
induced lier to desire his acquaintance, and she became bis warmest and surest friend. 

To say the triitb, Burns endeavoured in every lionourablo way to obtain the notice of 
tlioso who had influence in the land : he copied out the best of his unpublished poems in 
a fair hand, and inserting them in his printed volume, i)resentcd it to those who 
seemed slow to buy: he rewarded the notice of this one with a song — ^thc atten- 
tions of that one with a sally of encomiastic verse : he left i)salms of his own composing 
in the maiiso when he feasted with a divine ; he enclosed “ Holy Willie's Prayer," with 
an irij unction to be grave, to one who loved mirth : ho sent the Holy Fair" to one whom 
he invited to drink a gill out of a inutchkiii stoup, at Mauclilinc market ; and on accident- 
ally meeting with Lord Daor, he immediately commemorated the event in a sally of verse, 
of a strain more free and yet as flattering as ever flowed from the lips of a court bard. 
AVliilc musing over the names of those on whom fortune had smiled, yet who had neg- 
lected to smile on him, he remembered that he had met Miss Alexander, a young beauty 
of the west, in the walks of Ballochmyle; and he recorded the* impression which this fair 
vision made on him in a song of unequalled elegance and melody. He had met her in the 
woods in July, on the 10th of November he sent her the song, and reminded her of 
the circumstance from which it arose, in a letter which it is evident ho had laboured to 
render polished and complimentary. The young lady took no notice of either the song 
or the poet, though willing, it is said, to hear of both now' : — ^this seems to have been tlio 
last attempt he made on the taste or the sympathies of the gentry of his native district : 
for on the very day following w’e find him busy in making arrangements for his departure 
to Jamaica. 

For this step Bums had more than' sufficient reasons : the profits of his volume amounted 
to little more than enough to waft him across the Atlantic : Wee Johnnie, though the 
edition was all sold, refused to risk another on speculation : his friends, both Bal- 
lantynes and Parkers, volunteered to relieve the printer’s anxieties, but the poet declined 
their bounty, and gloomily indented himself in a ship about to sail from Greenock, and 
called on his muse to take farewell of Caledonia, in the last song he ever expected to mea- 
sure in his native land. That fine lyric, beginning “ The gloomy night is gathering fast,** 
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was the offspring of these moments of regret ami sorrow. Ilis feelings were not expressed 
in song alone : he remernhcrcd his mother and liis natural daughter, and made an assign- 
ment of all that pertained to him at Mossgiel — and that was hut little — and of all the 
advantage which a cruel, unjust, and insulting law allowed in tlic proceo'ds of his poems, 
for their support and behoof. I'liis document was publicly read in the presence of the 
poet, at the market-cross of -Ayr, by his friend William Chalmers, a notary public. Even 
this step was to Burns one of danger : some ill-advised ])erson had uncoupled the merci- 
less pack of the law at his heels, and he Avas obliged to shelter himself as he best could, in 
woods, it is said, by day and in barns by night, till the final hour of his departure came. 
That hour arrived, and his chest \a":»s on the way to the ship, Avhen a letter was put into 
Ills hand which seemed to light him to brighter prospects. 

Among the friimds whom his merits had procured him was Dr. Laurie, a district cler- 
gyman, who had taste enough to admire the d(‘(^p sensibilities as Avell as the humour of 
thi* poet, and the generosity to make knoAvn both his w’orks and his worth to the Avarm- 
liearted and amiable Bhicklock, who boldly juoehiimed him a ]>oet of the first rank, aiifl 
lamented that lie was not in Edinlnirgli to publish another edition of his poems. Burns 
AAiis ever a man of impulse : he rocalli‘d his chest from Greenock ; he relinquished 
the situation he had accepted on the estate of one Douglas; took a secret leave of his 
mother, and, without an introduction to any one, and uukiiown personally to all, save to 
Dugald IStewart, uAway he Avalkcd, through Olcriap, to Edinburgh, full of new hojic and 
confiding in his genius. When ho arrm*d, he scarcely knew Avhat to do : lie hesitated to 
call on the professor ; he refrained from making himself known, as it has been sn]>])osed 
be did, to the enthusiastic Blacklock ; but, sitting down in an ol>&euve lodging, he sought 
out an obscure printer, recommended by a bumble comrade from Kyle, and began to 
iicgociatc for a iicav edition of the JV)ciiis of the Ayrshire IMongbnian. This was not the 
way to go about it : his barge had Avell iiigli been shijiwreeked in the launc'li ; and he 
might haA’c lived to regret the letter which hindered hisA’oyageto Jamaica, had he not met 
by chance in the street a gentleman of the Avest, of the name of Dal/.ell, who introduced him 
to the Earl of Glencairii, a iiohlemaii Avliose classic education did not hurt his taste for Scot- 
tish poetry, and Avho was not too proud to lend his helping hand to a rustic stranger of 
such merit as Burns. Cuiiiiingliam carried him to Creech, then the Murray of Edin- 
burgh, a shrewd man of business, who opened the poet*s eyes to his true interests : the 
first proposals, then all but issued, Avere put in the fire, and ucav ones printed and 
diffused over the island. The subscription was headed by half the noblemen of the north : 
the Caledonian Hunt, through the interest of Glcncairn, took six hundred copies : diieh- 
csscs and countesses sAvclled the list, and such a croAvding to write down names had not 
been Avitnessed since the signing of the solemn league and covenant. 

While the subscription-papers were filling and the new volume printing on a paper 
and in a type Avortby of such high jiatronage, Burns remained in Edinburgh, where, 
for the winter season, be was a lion, and one of an unwonted kind. Philosophers, histo- 
rians, and scholars bad shaken the elegant coteries of the city with their wit, or enlight- 
ened them with their learning, but they were all men who had been polished by polite 
letters or by intercourse Avith high life, and there was a sameness in their A^ery dress aa 
well as address, of which peers and peeresses had become weary. They therefore weK 
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coined this rustic candidate for the honour of giving wings to their hours of lassitude and 
weariness, with a w^elcome more than coinnion; and when his approach w^as announced, the 
polished circle looted for the advent of a lout from the ])lougli, in wliose uncouth manners 
and cniharrasscd address they might find matter Loth for mirth and wonder. But they 
met with a barbarian who was not at all barbarous : as the poet met in Lord Dacr feedings 
and sentiments as natural as those of a ploughman, so they iiu't in a ploughman manners 
w’orthy of a lord : his air was easy and uiij)erplcxed : his address was perfectly well- 
bred, and elegant in its simplicity : lie felt ncitlier eclijised by the titled nor struck dumb 
before the learned and the eloquent, but took his station with the ease and grace of one 
bom to it. In the society of men alone he sj)oho out: he spared ncitlier his wit, his 
humour, nor his sarcasm — he seemed to say to all — ‘ 1 am a man, and you arc no more ; 
and why should I not act and s))eak lilvc one V — it was remarked, however, that he had 
nut learnt, or did not desire, to conceal his emotions — that he comnu'nded with more rap- 
ture than was courteous, and contradicted with more bhintnoss than was accounted jiolite. 
It was thus with him in the comi>any of men : when w^oman approached, his look altered, 
his eye beamed milder ; all that was st^Tii in his nature underwent a change, and he re- 
ecived them with deference, hut with a consciousness that he could win their attention as 
he had w’on that of others who diifercd, indeed, from them only in the texture of their 
kirtlcs. This natural powder of nmderliig himself acceptable to w’^omen had been obser\ed 
,*ind envied by Sillar, one of the dearest of his (‘ally comrades ; and it stood him in good 
stead now, when h(‘, was the (d)ji‘et to whom the Duchess of Gordon, the loveliest as well 
as th(^ wdtticst of w^onieii — direet<Ml her dis(;ourse. Burns, slu* aftt‘r\vards said, won the 
attention of the Edinburgh ladies by a deferential w ay of address — by an cas(^ and natural 
grace of manners, Jis new as it w'as unexpected — ^tliat he told them the stories of some of 
his tcaidorcst songs or liveliest ])oems in a stylo quite magical — enriching his little narra- 
tives, which had one and all the merit of being short, with personal incidents of humour 
or (^f ])athos. 

In a jiarty, when Dr. Blair and Professor AValk('r w'en^ jircsent. Burns related the cir- 
cmnstauces luider which ho had composc^d his melancholy song, “ The gloomy niglit is 
gathering fast,” in a way even more touehiiig than the verses : and in the company of 
the rnlino* beauties of the time, he hesitated not to lift the veil from some of the tenderer 
}>arts of his owui history, and give tliem glimpses of the romance of rustic life. A lady of 
birth— one of liis most willing listeners — us<*d, I am told, to say, that she should never 
forget the tale which he related of his affection for Mary Campbell, his Highland Mary, 
as he loved to call her. She was fair, ho said, and affectionate, and as guileless as she 
W’as beautiful ; and beautiful he thought her in a very high degree. The first time ho 
saw her was during one of his musing w’alks in the woods of Montgomery Castle ; and tlie 
first time he spoke to her was during the morriiiu’Tit of a harvest-kirn. There were others 
there who admired her, but he addressed her, and had the luck to win her regard from them 
all. He soon found that she w^as the lass whom he had long sought, but never before 
found — that Inn- good looks were surpassed by her good sense ; and her good sense was 
equalled by her discretion and in odcstv. He met her frequently : she saw by his looks 
that he was sincere ; she ])ut full trust in his love, and used to wander with him among 
the green knowes and stream-hanks till the sun w^ent dowTi and the moon rose, talking, 
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dreaming of love and the golden days which awaited them. He was poor, and she had 
only her half-year’s fee, for she was in the condition of a servant ; but thoughts of gear 
never darkened their dream : they resolved to wed, and exclianged vows of constancy 
and love. They plighted their vows on the Sabbath to render them mol*e sacred — they 
made them by a burn, wdiore they had courted, that open nature might be a witness — 
they made them over an open Bible, to show that they thought of God in this mutual 
act — and when they had done they both took water in their hands, and scattered it in the 
air, to intimate that as the stream was pure so were their intentions. They parted when 
they did this, but they parted never to meet more : she died in a burning fever, during a 
visit to her relations to prepare for her raarrijige ; and all that he had of her was a lock of 
her long bright hair, and her Bible, winch she exchanged for his. 

Even with the talcs which ho related of rustic love and adventure his own story 
mingled ; and ladies of rank heard, for the first time, that in all that was romantic in the 
passion of love, and in all that was chivalrous in sentiment, men of distinction, both hy 
education and birth, were at least equalled by the peasantry of the land. They listened 
with interest, and inclined their feathers beside the bard, to hear how love went on in the 
west, and in no case it ran quite smooth. Sometimes young hearts were kept asunder by the 
sordid feelings of parents, who could not be jiersiiaded to bestow their daughter, perhaps 
an only one, on a wooer who could not count penny for penny, and number cow for’eow: 
sometimes a mother desired her daughter to look higher than to one of her station ; for lier 
beauty and her education entitled her to match among tlui lairds, rather tbau the tenants ; 
iind sometimes, the devotional tastes of both father and mother, ap]>roving of ]>ersoiial 
looks and connexions, were averse to sec a daughter bestow her hand on one, whose lan- 
guage in religion was indiscreet, and whose morals were suspected. Yet, neither the 
vigilance of fathers, nor the suspicions care of aunts and motlu'rs, could succeed in keep- 
ing those asunder whoso lieai’ts were together ; hut in these meetings circumspection, 
and invention were necessary : all fears were to be lulled hy the seeming carelessness of 
tlic lass, — all perils were to he met and braved hy the sjiirit of the lad. His homo, jier- 
haps, was at a distance, and he had wild w'oods to come through, and deep stn'ams to 
pass, before he could sec the signal-light, now shfiwn and now withdrawn, at hoi 
window ; he had to ajqiroach with a cjuick (^ye and a wary foot, h'st a fiitluT or a 
brother should see, and deter him : he had sometimes to wish for a cloud upon tliomoon, 
whose light, welcome to him on his way in the distance, was likely to betray him wlien 
m ar ; and he not unfrcqnently reckoned a wild night of wind and rain as a blessing, 
since it hc]pf*d to conceal bis coming, and proved to his mistress that ho was ready to 
bravo all for her sake. Of rivals met and baffled ; of half-willing and half-uncoiisonting 
inaid(‘ns, ]>ersuaded and won ; of the light-hearted and the careless beemning affection- 
ate and tender; and the coy, the proud, and the satiric being gained by “persuasive words, 
and more persuasive sighs,” as dames had been gained of old, he had tales enow. The 
ladies listened, and smiled at the tender narratives of the poet. 

Of his appearance amf)ng the sons as well as the daughters of men, wc have the ac- 
count of Diigald Stewart. “ Bums,” says the philosopher, “ came to Edinburgh early 
in the winter : the attentions which he received from all ranks and descriptions of per- 
soas, were such as would have turned any head but his own. Tie retained the s-ame 
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simplicity of manners and appearance wliicli had struck me so forcibly \^’heii 1 first saw 
him in the country : his dress was suited to his station ; plain and unpretending, with 
sufficient attention to neatness : he always wore hoots, and when on more than usual 
ceremony, buckskin breeches. Ilis manners were manly, simple, and independent; 
strongly expressive of conscious genius and worth, hut without any indication of for- 
wardness, arrogance, or vanity. He took his share in conversation, but not more than 
belonged to him, and listened with apparent deference on subjects where his >vant of 
education deprived him of the means of information. If there had been a little more of 
gentleness and accommodation in his temper, he wroiild have been still more interesting ; 
but ho had been accustomed to give law in the circle of his ordinary acquaintance, and 
his dread of any thing approaching to meanness or servility, rendered his manner some- 
wdiat decided and hard. Nothing pci^iaps was more remarkable among his various 
attainments, than the fluency and precision and originality of language, wlicn he spoke 
in company ; more ])articnlarly as he aimed at purity in his turn of expression, and 
avoided more successfully than most Scotsmen, the peculiarities of Scottish ])hrascol()gy. 
J^Voni his conversation 1 should have pronounced him to have been fitted to excel in 
Avhatever wulk of ambition he had chosen to exert his abilities. He w’as passionately 
fond of the beauties of nature, and I r(;collcct he once told me, when I was admiring a 
distant prosi)oct in one of our morning walks, that the sight of so many smoking cottages 
gave a pleasure to his mind, Avhich none could \iuderstand who had not witnessed, like 
liimsclf, the happiness and worth which cottages contained.” 

Hiicli w as the imi)r(^shioii which Burns made at first on the fair, the titled, and the 
learned of hklinhurgli ; an impression which, though lessened by intimacy and closer ex- 
amination, on the part of the men, rcmjjmed unimpaired, on that of the softer S(‘x, till lus 
dying-day. 1 1 is coTn])any, (luring the season of halls and festivities, conLiniu'd to be courted 
by all who desired to he reckoned gay or ])olitc. Cards of invitation fell thick on him ; 
he w^as not more welcome to the plumed and jcwtjlled grou})s, whom her fascimiting 
Cracc of Gordon gathered about her, than he w’as to the grave divines and polished 
scholars, who assembled in the rooms of Stewart, or Blair, or Robertson. The (jlassic 
socialities of Tytler, afterwards Lord Woodhouslee, or the elaborate supper- tables of the 
wdiimsical Monboddo, whose guests imagined they w en^ entertained in the manner of Ln- 
cnllus or of Cicero, w'erc not complete without the j)reseiice of the ploughman of Kyle ; 
and the feelings of the rustic poet, facing such companies, though of surprise and delight at 
first, gradually subsided he said, as he discerned, that man diflered from man only in the 
polish, and not in the grain. But Ldiuhiirgli ofl'ered tables and entertainers of a less 
orderly and staid character than those I have named — where the glass circulated w’ith 
greater rapidity ; wdiere the wit flowed more freely ; and where there were neither high- 
bred ladies to chann conversation witliin the hounds of inochjsty, nor serious philosojflicrs, 
nor grave divines, to sot a limit to the licence of speech, or the hours of enjoyment. To 
these companions — and these w’ere all of the better classes, the levities of the rustic poet’s 
wit and humour were as welcome as were the tendercst of his narratives to the accomplished 
Duchess of Gordon and the beautiful Afiss Burnet of Monboddo : they raised a social 
roar not at all classic, and demanded and provoked his sallies of wild humour, or 
indecorous mirth, with as much delight as he had witnessed among the lads of Kjle, 
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when, at mill or forge, his huiiioroiis sallies ahouiided as the ale flowed. In these 
enjoyments the rough, but learned Williairi Nicol, and the young and amiable 
Robert Ainslie shared : the name of the poet was cou])led with those of profane wits, free 
livers, and that class of half-idle geiitlcincii who hang about the courts of law, or for a 
season or two wear the livery of Mars, and handle cold iron. 

Edinburgh had still another class of genteel convivialists, to whom the })oct w’as at- 
tracted by principles as well as by pleasure ; these w’ere the relics of that once niune- 
rous body, the Jacobites, who still loved to cherish the feelings of birth or i^ducation, 
rather than of judgment, and toasted the naine of Stuart., when the last of the race had 
renounced his pretensions to a throne, for the sake of ])eace and the cross young 
men then, and high names w^erc among them, annually met on the i>retcnder s 
birth-day, and sang songs in which the white rose of Jacobitism flourished; toasted 
toasts announcing adlien’iice to the male line of the Rruce and the 8tuart, and listened 
to the strains of the laureate of the day, who prophesied, in drink, the dismissal of the 
intrusive ITauoverian, by the right and might of the righteous and disiiihcritt‘d line. 
Burns, who was descended from a nortluTn i*ace, wdiose father was siisj>ect(id 
of having drawn the claymore in 17Jo, and who loved the blood of the K(;lth- 
Marishalls, under whose banners bis ancestors bad marched, readily united himself to 
a band in wdiosc sentiments, political and social, be was a sharer. He was received "with 
acclamation: the dignity of laureate was conferred ^lpon him, and his inauguration ode, 
in which he recalled the names and the deeds of the Grahams, the Erskincs, the 
Boyds, and the Gordons, was apjdauded for its lire, as well as for its sentiments. Yet 
though he ate and drank and sang with Jacobit(‘s, he was only, as far as syini)athy and 
poesic vrent, of their number : bis reason renounced the ])rinciples and the religion of the 
Stuart line; and though ho shed a tear over tJieir fallen fortunes — though he sympathized 
with the brave and lionourable names that ])cnslied in tlieir cause — though he cursed “ the 
butcher, Cumberland,” and the bloody spirit wliich commanded the beads of the good and 
the heroic to be stuck where they >vould aflrigbt the passer-by, and pollute the air — he 
had no desire to see the splendid fjihric of constitutional freedom, which the united genius 
of all parties had raised, thrown ^^antonly down. TJis Jacobitism influenced, not his bead, 
but his heart, and gave a mournful hue to many of his lyric ctanpositions. 

Meanwhile his poem.s were passing through tin; j^rcss. Burns made a few emendations 
of those ]Hiblishcd in the Kilmarnock edition, and he added others which, as he expressed 
it, he had carded and spun, since he passed Glciibuck. Some rather coarse lines were 
softened or omitted in the “ Twa Dogs ;” others, from a change of his i)crsoual feelings, 
were made in the “ Vision “ Death and Doctor Hornbook,” excluded before, was admitted 
now : the “ Dream” was retained, in spite of the remonstrances of Mrs. Stewart, of Stair, 
and Mrs. Dunlop; and the “ Brigs of Ayr,” in compliment to his patrons in his native dis- 
trict, and the “ Address to Edinburgh,” in honour of his titled and distinguished friends 
in that metropolis, were printed for the first time. He was unwilling to alter what ho 
had once printed : his friends, classic, titled, and rustic, found him stiibbom and unpliable, 
in matters of criticism ; yet he was generally of a coinpliracntal mood : he loaded the robe of 
Coila in the “Vision,” with more scenes than it could well contain, that he might include 
in the landsciipe, all the country-seats of his friends, and ho gave more than their share of 
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commendation to the Wallaces, out of respect to his friend, Mrs. Dunlop. Of the critics of 
Edinburgh he said, they spun the thread of their criticisms so fine that it was unfit for either 
warp or weft ; and of its scholars, he said, they were never satisfied with any Scottish poet, 
unless they could 'trace him in Horace. One morning at Dr. Blair s breakfast-table, when 
the “ Holy Fair” was the subject of conversation, the reverend critic said, “ Why should 

‘ Moodio speel the holy door 

With tidings of salvationV 

if you had said, with tidings of damnation^ the satire would have been the better, and the 
bitterer.” “ Excellent 1” exclaimed the poet, the alteration is capital, and I hope you 
will honour me by allowing me to say in a note at whose suggestion it was made.” Pro- 
fessor Walker, who tells the anecdote, adds that Blair evaded, with equal good humour and 
decision, this not very polite request ; nor was this the only slij) which the poet made 
on tliis occasion : some one asked him in which of the churches of Edinburgh he had re- 
ceived the highest gratification ; he named the lligh-church, but gave the preference over 
all j)reacli('rs to Ilobert Walker, the colleague and rival in eloquence of Dr. Blair him- 
self, and that in a tone so pointt'd and decisive as to make all at the table stare and 
look embarrassed. The poet confessed afterwards that he never reflected on his blunder 
without pain and mortification. Blair probably had this in his mind, when, on reading 
the poem beginning “ When Guildford good our pilot stood,” ho exclaimed, “ Ah I the 
politics of Burns always smell of the smithy,” meaning, that they wore vulgar and 
common. 

Ill April, the second or Edinburgh, edition was published: it was widely purchased, 
and as warmly commended. The country had been prepared for it by the generous and 
discriminating criticisms of Henry Mackenzie, published in that popular periodical, “ The 
Lounger,” where he says, “ Burns possesses the spirit as well as the fancy of a poet ; that 
honest pride and independence of soul, which arc sometimes the muse’s only dower, break 
forth on every occasion, in his works.” ’J'lie praise of the author of the ‘‘ Man of Feeling” 
was not more felt hy Burns, than it was by the w'hole island : the harp of the north had not 
been swept for centuries by a hand so forcible, and at the same time so varied, that it awakened 
every tone, whether of joy or woe ; the language was tliat of rustic life ; the scenes of the 
j)oems were the dusty ham, the clay-floored recliy cottage, and the furrowed field ; and 
the characters were cowherds, ploughmen, and mechanics. The volume was embellished 
hy a head of the poet, from the hand of the now venerable Alexander Nasmyth ; and in- 
troduced hy a dedication to the noblemen and gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt, in a 
style of vehement independence, unknown hitherto in the history of subscriptions. The 
whole work, verse, prose, and portrait, won public attention, and kept it : and though 
some critics signified their displeasure at expressions which bordered on profanity, and at 
a licence of language which they pronounced impure, by far the greater number united their 
praise to the all hut general voice ; nay, some scrupled not to call him, from his perfect 
ease and nature and variety, the Scottish Shakspeare. No one rejoiced more in his suc- 
cess and his fame, than the matron of Mossgicl. 

Other matters than his poems and socialities claimed the attention of Bums in Edin- 
burgh. He had a hearty relish for the joyous genius of Allan Ramsay; he traced 
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out his residences, and rejoiced to think that while he stood in the slio]> of his own book- 
seller, Creech, the same floor had been trod by the feet of his great forerunner. He 
visited, too, the lowly grave of the unfortunate llobert Fergusson ; and it must be 
recorded to the shame of the magistrates of Edinburgh, that they allowed him to 
erect a headstone to his memory, and to the scandal of Scotland, that in such a memorial 
he had not been anticipated, lie seems not to have regarded the graves of scholars or 
philosoidicrs ; and he trod the pavements where the warlike princes and nobles had walked 
without any emotion. lie loved, however, to sec places celebrated in Scottish song, and 
fields where battles for the indejiendcncc of his country had been stricken ; and, with 
money in his pocket which his poems had produced, and with a letter from a wdtty but 
weak man. Lord Bnclian, instructing him to pull birks on the Yarrow, broom on the 
Cowden-knowes, and not to neglect to admire the ruins of Dryhrugh Abbey, Burns set 
out on a border tour, accompanied by Hubert Ainslic, of Berry well. As the poet had 
talked of returning to the plough, Dr. Blair imagined that he was on his way back 
to the furrowed field, and wrote him a handsome farewell, saying he w^as leaving 
Edinburgh with a character which had survived many temptations ; witli a name wliich 
'would be jdaced with the Ramsays and the Fergussons, and with the hopes of all that, in 
a second volume, on 'v^liicli his fate as a poet would very much tlej>ond, he might rise yet 
highesr in merit and in fame. Burns, who received this comnuuiication when laying his 
leg over the saddle to he gone, is said to have muttered, “ Aye, but a man's first book is 
sometimes like his first babe, licaltliicr and stronger than those which follow.'' 

On the 0th of May, 1707? Burns reached Bt'rrywdl : be recorded of the l.'iir<l, that ho 
was clear-headed, and of Miss Ainslie, that she was amiable and handsome — of Dudgeon, 
the author of The Maid that tends the Goats," that he had penetration and modesty, 
and of the preacher, Bowniakcr, that he was a man of strong lungs and vigorous remark. 
On crossing the Tweed at Coldstream he took off his hat, and kneeling down, repeated 
aloud the two last verses of the “ Cotter's Saturday Night on returning, he drank tea 'wltli 
Brydone, the traveller, a man, he said, kind and benevolent : he cursed one Colo as an 
English Hottentot, for having rooted out an ancient garden belonging to a Romish ruin ; 
and he wrote of Macdowal, of Caverton-mill, that by his skill in rearing sheep, he sold his 
flocks, ewe and lamb, for a couple of guineas each : that he washed his sheep before 
shearing — and by his turnips improved sheep-husbandry; he added, that lands were 
generally let at sixteen shillings the Scottish acre ; the fanners rich, and, compared to 
Ayrshire, their houses magnificent. On his way to Jedburgh he visited an old gentleman 
in whose house was an arm-chair, once the property of the author of “ The Seasons;" he 
reverently examined the rclique, and could scarcely be persuaded to sit in it : ho was a 
w'arm admirer of Thomson. 

In Jedburgh Bums found much to interest him : the ruins of a splendid cathedral, and 
of a strong castle — and, what was still more attractive, an amiable young lady, very hand- 
some, with “ beautiful hazel eyes, full of spirit, sparkling with delicious moisture,” and 
looks which betokened a high order of female Inind. He gave her his portrait, and 
entered this remembrance of her attractions among his memoranda : — “ My heart is 
thawed into melting pleasure, after being so long frozen up in the Greenland bay of in- 
difference, amid the noise and nonsense of Edinburgh. 1 am afraid my bosom has nearly 
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as mucii tinder as ever. Jed, pure be thy streams, and hallowed thy sylvan banks : 
sweet Isabella Lindsay, may peace dwell in thy bosom uninterrupted, excci)t by the 
tumultuous tlirobbings of rapturous love !" "With the freedom of Jedburgh handsomely be- 
stowed by tho 'magistrates, in his pocket. Burns made his way to Wauchope, the 
residence of Mrs. Scott, who had welcomed him into the world as a poet in verses lively 
and graceful : he found her, he said, “ a lady of sense and taste, and of a dc'cision peculiar 
to female authors.” After dining with Sir Alexander Don, who, ho said, was a clever 
man, but far from a match for his divine lady, a sister of bis patron Glcneairn, lie spent 
an hour among tho beautiful ruins of Drybiirgh Abbey ; glanced on the splendid remains 
of Melrose ; passed, unconscious of the future, over that ground on which have arisen tho 
romantic towers of Abbotsford; dined with certain of the Souters of Selkirk ; and vLsit(‘d 
the old keep of Thomas the Rliypier, aAd a dozen of the hills and streams cel(*brated in 
song. Nor did he fail to pay his respects, aftt'r returning through Diinso, to Sir James 
Hall, of Dunglass, and his lady, and was much pleased with the scenery of tlujir romantic 
j)lacc. lie was now joined by a gentleman of the name of Kerr, and crossing the Tweed 
a second time, penetrated into England, as far as the ancient town of Newcastle, where he 
smiled at a facetious Northumbrian, who at dinner caused the beef to be eaten before tho 
broth was served, in obedience to an ancient injunction, lest the hungry Scotch should 
come and snatch it. On his way back he saw, what proved to bo i)r(>phetic of his own 
fortune — the roup of an unfortunate farmer s stock ; he took out his journal, and wrote 
with a troubled brow, “ Rigid (;conomy, and decent industry, do you preserve me from 
besing the principal dramatis persona*^ in such a scene of horror.” lie extended his tour to 
Carlisle, and from thence to the banks of the Nitb, where ho looked at the farm of Ellisland, 
with the intention of trying once more his fortune at the plough, should poetry and pa- 
tronage fail him. 

On his way through the West, Bums spent a few days with his mother at Mossgiel r 
he had loft her an unknown and an almost banished man : he returned in fame and 
in sunshine, admired by all wdio aspired to be thought tasteful or refined. lie felt 
ofrended alike with the patrician stateliness of Edinburgh and the idebcian servility 
of the husbandmen of Ayrshire ; and dreading the influence of the unlucky star which 
Lad hitherto ruled his lot, he bought a pocket Milton, he said, for the purpose of 
studying the intrci)id independence and daring magnanimity, and noble defiance of hard- 
ships exhibited by Satan ! In this mood he reached Edinburgh — only to leave it again on 
three hurried excursions into the Iliglilands. The route which he took and the sentiments 
which tho scenes awakened, arc but faintly intimated in the memoranda >vhich he made 
His first journey seems to have been perfomicd in ill-humour; at Stirling his jacobitism 
provoked at seeing the ruined palace of the Stuarts, broke out in some unloyjil lines, 
which he had the indiscretion to write with a diamond on tho window of a public inn. 
At Carron, where he was refused a sight of tho magnificent foundry, he avenged himself 
in epigram. At Inverary he resented some real or imaginary neglect on the part of his 
Grace of Argyll, by a stinging lampoon ; nor can bo be said to have fairly regained his 
serenity of temper, till he danced his wrath away with some Highland ladies at Dum- 
barton. 

His second excursion was made in the company of Dr. Adair, of Harrowgate : the relui?- 
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tant dooTB of Carron foundry were opened to him, and he expressed his wonder at the 
blazing furnaces and broiling labours of the place : he removed the disloyal lines from the 
window of the inn at Stirling, and he paid a two days' visit to Hainsay of Oclitertyre, a 
distinguished scholar, and discussed with him future topics for the muse. “ I have been 
in the company of many men of genius," said Ramsay afterwards to Currie, “ some of 
them poets, but never witnessed such flashes of intellectual briglitncss as from him — the im- 
pulse of the moment, sparks of celestial fire." From the Forth he went to the Devon, in 
the county of Clackmannan, where, for the first time, he saw the beautiful Charlotte Ham- 
ilton, the sister of his friend Gavin Hamilton, of Mauchline. “ She is not only beautiful," 
he thus writes to her brother, “ but lovely : her form is elegant, her features not regular, 
but they have the smile of sweetness, and the settled complacency of good nature in the 
highest degree. Her eyes are fascinating ; at once expressive of good sense, tenderness 
and a noble mind. After the exercise of our riding to the Falls, Charlotte was exactly 
Dr. Donne's mistress : — 

Her pure and eloquent blood 
Spoke in her checks, and so distinctly wrought, 

That one would almost say her body thought.” 

Accompanied by this charming dame, he visited an old lady, Mrs, Bruce, of Clackman- 
nan, who, in the belief that she had the blood of the royal Bruce in her veins, received 
the poet with something of princely state, and half in jest, conferred the honour of 
knighthood upon him, with her ancestor’s sword, saying, in true jacobitical mood, that 
she had a better right to do thsit than some folk had ! In the same pleasing company 
he visited the famous cataract on the Devon, called the Cauldron Linn, and the Rum- 
bling bridge, a single arch thrown, it is said by the devil, over the Devon, at the height of 
a hundred feet in the air. It was the complaint of his companions that Bums exhibited 
no raptures, and poured out no unj)remeditated verses at such magnificent scenes. But 
he did not like to be tutored or prompted : “ Look look !” exclaimed some one, as Carron 
foundry belched forth fiames — look. Burns, look ! good heavens, what a grand sight ! — 
look !" “ I would not look — ^look, sir, at your bidding,” said the hard, turning away, 

“ were it into the mouth of hell !” When he visited, at a future time, the romantic Linn of 
Creehope, in Nithsdale, he looked silently at its wonders, and sliowed none of the hoped- 
for rapture, “ You do not admire it, I fear," said a gentleman who accompanied him : 

I could not admire it more, sir,” replied Bums, “ if lie who made it were to desire me 
to do it." There are other reasons for the silence of Bums amid the scenes of the Devon : 
he was charmed into love by the sense and the beauty of Charlotte Hamilton, and rendered 
her homage in that sweet song, “ The Banks of the Devon,” and in a dozen letters written 
with more than his usual care, elegance, and tenderness. But the lady was neither to be 
won by verse nor by prose : she afterwards gave her hand to Adair, the poet’s companion, 
and what was less meritorious, threw his letters into the fire. 

The third and last tour into the North was in the company of Nicol, of the High-School 
of Edinburgh: on the fields of Bannockburn and Falkirk — places of triumph and of woe to 
Scotland, he gave way to patriotic impulses, and in these words he recorded them : — 
** Stirling, August 26, 1787: this morning I knelt at the tomb of Sir John the Graham, 
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the gallant friend of the immortal Wallace; and two hours ago 1 said a fervent prayer 
for old Caledonia, over the hole in a whinstone where Robert the Bruce fixed his 
royal standard on the banks of Bannockburn,” lie then proceeded northward by 
Ochtertyre, the water of Earn, the vale of Glen Almond, and the traditionary grave of 
Ossian. He looked in at princely Taymouth ; mused an hour or two among the Birks of 
Aberfeldy ; gazed from Birnam top ; paused amid the wild grandeur of the pass of Kil- 
liccrankie, at the stone which marks the spot where a second patriot Graham fell, and 
spent a day at Blair, where he experienced the graceful kindness of the Duke of Athol, 
and in a strain truly elegant, petitioned him, in the name of Bruar Water, to hide the 
utter nakedness of its otherwise picturesque banks, with plantations of birch and oak. 
Quitting Blair he followed the course of the Spey, and passing, as he told his brother, 
through a wild country, among cliffs gray with eternal snows, and glens gloomy and 
savage, reached Findhorn in mist and darkness ; visited Castle Cawdor, where Macbeth 
murdered Duncan ; hastened through Inverness to TJrquhart Castle, and the Falls of 
Fyers, and turned southward to Kilravock, over the fatal moor of Culloden. He admired 
the ladies of that classic region for their snooded ringlets, simple elegance of dress, and 
expressive eyes : in Mrs. Rose, of Kilravock Castle, ho found that matronly grace and 
dignity which he owned he loved ; and in the Duke and Duchess of Gordon a renewal 
of that more than kindness witli which they had welcomed him in Edinburgh, But 
while he admired the palace of Fochabers, and was charmed by tho condescensions of the 
noble proprietors, he forgot that he had left a companion at the inn, too proud and 
captious to he pleased at favours showered on others : he hastened back to the inn with 
an invitation and an apology : he found the fiery pedant in a foaming rage, striding up 
and down the street, cursing in Scotch and Latin the loitering postilions, for not yoking 
the horses, and hurrying him away. All apology and explanation was in vain, and 
Burns, with a vexation winch he sought not to conceal, took his seat silently beside the 
irascible pedagogue, and returned to the South by Broiighty Castle, the banks of End- 
ermay and Qucensf(^^^y. He jiarted with the Highlands in a kindly mood, and loved to 
rccal tlic scenes and tlie people, hotli in conversation and in song. 

On Ills return to Edinburgh he had to bide tlic time of his bookseller and the public : 
the impression of his poems extending to two thousand eight hundred copies w'as sold 
widely : much of the money had to come from a distance, and Bums lingered about tho 
northern metropolis, expecting a settlement with Creech, and with the liope that those 
w'ho dispensed his country's patronage might remember one who then, as now, was 
reckoned an ornament to the land. But Creech, a parsimonious man, was slow in his 
payments; tlie patronage of the country was swallowed up in the sink of politics; 
and though noblemen smiled, and ladies of rank nodded their jewelled heads in approba- 
tion of every new song he sung and every witty sally he uttered, they reckoned any 
further notice or care superfluous : the poet, an observant man, saw all this ; but hope 
was the cordial of his heart, he said, and he hoped and lingered on. Too active a genius 
to remain idle, he addressed himself to the twofold business of love and verse. Re- 
pulsed by the stately Beauty of the Devon, he sought consolation in the society of one, 
as fair, and infinitely more witty; and as an accident had for a time deprived him of the 
use of one of his legs, he gave wings to hours of pain, by writing a series of letters to this 
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Edinburgh enchantress, in which he signed himself Sylvandcr, and addressed her under 
the name of Clarinda. In tlicsc compositions, which no one can regard as serious, and 
which James (Jrahame the poet called “ a romance of real Platonic afleetion,” amid mneli 
aflectation both of language and sentiment, and a desire to say line and startling 
things, we can see the proud heart of the poet throbbing in the dread of being neglected 
or forgotten by bis country. > The love wliicb he oilers up at the altar of wit and beauty, 
seems assumed and put on, for its rapture is artificial, and its brilliancy that of an icicle : 
no woman was ever wooed and won in that Malvolio way ; and there is no doubt that 
]Mrs. ISPLeboso felt as much offence as pleasure at this boisterous display of regard. 
In aftertimes he loved to remember her : — ^when wine circulated, Mrs. JMac Avas his fa- 
vourite toast. 

During this season he began his lyric contrihutions to the Musical Museum of 
Johnson, a Avork Avhich, amid many imperfections of taste and arrangement, contains 
more of the true old music and genuine old songs of Scotland, than any other collection 
with wliich I am acquainted. Burns gathered oral airs, and fitted them Avith Avoids 
of mirth or of avoc, of tenderness or of humour, Avith unexampled readin(*ss and felicity; 
he eked out old fragments and sobered down licentious strains so much in the olden 
sjiirit and f(‘eling, that the new cannot he distinguished from the ancient ; nay, he 
inserted lines and lialf lines, Avith such skill and nicety, that antiquarians are perjih’xed 
to settle which is genuine or which is simulated. Yet with all this he abated none of 
the natural mirth or the racy humour of the lyric muse of Scotland : he did not like 
her the less because she Avalked like some of the maidens of licr strains, high- 
kilted at times, and spoke with the freedom of innocence. In these communications 
we observe how little his horder-jaunt among the fountains of ancient song contributed 
either of sentiment or allusion, to his lyrics; and liow deeply his strains, whether 
of i>ity or of merriment, Averc coloured by what he bad seen, and heard, and 
felt in the Highlands. In truth, all that lay beyond the Forth was an undiscovered land 
to him ; while the loAvland districts were not only familiar to his mind and eye, but all 
their more ronuiiitic vales and hills and streams were already miisical in songs of such 
excellence as induced him to dread failure rather than hope triumph. Moreover, 
the Highlands teemed with jacobitical feelings, and scenes hallowed by the blood or 
the sufferings of men heroic, and pcrliaps misguided ; and the poet, willingly yielding to an 
impulse which was truly romantic, and bclicA’ed by thousands to be loyal, penned his 
songs on Drumossie, and Killiecrankic, as the 8j)irit of sorrow or of bitterness prevailed. 
Though accompanied, during his northern excursions, by friends whose socialities and 
conversation forbade deep thought, or even serious remark, it will be seen by those 
who read his lyrics with care, that his wreath is indebted for some of its fairest flowers 
to the Highlands. 

The second Avintcr of the poet's abode in Edinburgh had now arrived : it opened, as 
might haA’^c been expected, with less rapturous welcomes and with more of frosty civility 
than the first. It must be confessed, that indulgence in prolonged socialities, and in com- 
pany AA’hich, though clever, could not he called select, contributed to this ; nor must it be 
forgotten that his love for the sweeter part of creation was now and then carried beyond 
the limits of poetic rc^spect, and the delicacies of courtesy ; tending to estrange the austere 
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f and to lessen the admiration at first common to all. Other causes may he assigned for 
this wane of popularity : he took no care to conceal his contempt for all who depended 
on mere scliolarslnp for eminence, and he had a. perilous kii ick in sketching with a sar- 
castic hand the characters of the learned and the grave. Some indeed of tlie high literati 
of the north — Home, the author of Douglas, was one of them — spoke of the po as a 
chance, or an accident : and though they admitted that he was a poet, 5"ct ho was not om: of 
settled grandeur of soul, brightoned by study. Burns was probably aware of this : he 
takes occasion in some of his letters to suggest, that the hour may be at hand wdicn lie 
shall he accounted by scholars as a meteor, rather than a fixed light, and to suspect that 
the praise bestowed on bis genius was partly owing to the humility of bis condition. 
From his lingering so long about Edinburgh, the nobility began to dread a second volume 
\y subscription, the learned to regard Irim as a fiiTcc Tliehan, who resolved to carry 
all the outw'orks to the teinplcj of Fame without the labour of making regular a|)i)roaches ; 
while a third party, and not tlie least numerous, looked on him with distrust, as one who 
hovered between Jacobite and Jacobin; who disliked the loyal-mind(‘d,and loved to lampoon 
the n'igning family. Besides, the marvel of the inspired ploughman had begun to sub- 
side ; the bright gloss of novelty was w’orn off, and his fault lay in his unwillingness to 
SCO that he had made all the sport which the Philistines expected, and w^as required to 
make room for some “salvage” of the season, to paw, and roar, and shako the mane. 
The doors of the titled, which at first opened spontaneous, like those in Milton s heaven, 
were now unclosed for him with a tardy courtesy : lie was received with measured 
stateliness, and seldom requested to repeat his visit. Of this changed aspect of things he 
complained to a friend : but his real sorrows were mixed with those of the fancy : — he told 
Mrs. Dunlop w'ith what pangs of heart he was conqiellcd to take shelter in a corner, lest 
the rattling equipage of some ga])ing blockhead should mangle him in the mire. In 
this land of titles and wealth such querulous sensibilities must have been frequently 
offended. 

Burns, wdio had talked lightly hitherto of resuming the idoiigh, began now to think 
seriously about it, for he saw it must come to that at last. Miller, of Dalswiiiton, a 
gentleman of scientific acquirements, and who has the merit of applying the impulse of 
steam to navigation, had offered the poet the choice of his farms, on a fair estate which he 
had purchased on the Nith : aided hy a wx*stland fanner, he selected Ellislaiid, a beautiful 
sj)ot, fit alike for the steps of ploughman or poet. On intimating this to the magnates 
of Edinburgh, no one lamented thaji a genius so bright and original should be driven to 
win his bread with the sweat of his brow : no one, with an indignant eye, ventured to tell 
those to whom the patronage of this magnificent empire was confided, that they were 
misusing the sacred trust, and that posterity would curse them for their coldness or neglcet: 
neither did any of the rich nobles, whose tables he had adorned by his wit, offer to enable 
him to toil free of rent, in a land of which he was to be a permanent ornament ; — all were 
silent — all were cold — the Earl of Glcncaini alone, aided hy Alexander Wood, a gentle- 
man who merits praise oftencr than he is named, did the little that was done or attempted 
to be done for him : nor was that little done on the peer s part without solicitation ; — “ I 

1^, wish to go into the excise thus he WTote to Glencairn ; “ and I am told your lordship's 
interest will easily procure me the grant from the commissioners ; and your lordship's 

i 
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patronage and goodness, which have already rescued me from obscurity, wretchedness, 
and exile, emboldens me to ask that interest. You have likewise put it in my power to 
save the little tie of home that sheltered an aged mother, two brothers, and three sisters 
from destruction. I am ill qualihed to dog the heels of greatness with 'the impertinence 
of solicitation, and tremble nearly as much at the thought of the cold promise as the cold 
denial." The farm and the excise exhibit the poet's humble scheme of life : the money of 
the one, he thought, would support the toil of the other, and in the fortunate management 
of both he looked for the rough abundance, if not the elegancies suitable to a poet's 
condition. 

While Scotland was disgraced by sordidly allowing her brightest genius to descend to 
the plough and the excise, the poet hastened his departure from a city which had witnessed 
both his triumph and his shame : he bade farewell in a few well-chosen words to such of 
the classic literati — the Blairs, the Stewarts, the Mackenzies, and the Tytlers — as had 
welcomed the rustic bard and continued to countenance him ; while in softer accents he 
bade adieu to the Clarindas and Clilorises of whose charms lie had sung, and, having 
wrung a settlement from Creech, he turned his steps towards Mossgiel and Mauchline. 
He had several reasons, and all serious ones, for taking Ayrshire in his way to the Nith : 
he desired to see his mother, his brothers and sisters, who had partaken of his success, 
and vrere now raised from pining penury to comparative affluence : he desired to see those 
who had aided him in his early struggles into the upper air — perhaps those, too, who had 
looked coldly on, and smiled at his outward aspirations after fame or distinction ; but 
more than all, he desired to see one whom he once tand still dearly loved, who had been a 
sufferer for his sake, and whom he proposed to make mistress of his fireside and the sharer 
of his fortunes. Even while whispering of love to Charlotte ITamilton, on the banks of 
the Devon, or sighing out the affected sentimentalities of platonic or pastoral love in the 
ear of Clarinda, his thoughts wandered to her whom he had left bleaching her 
webs among the daisies on Mauchline braes — she had still his heart, and in spite of her 
own and her father s disclamation, she was his wife. It was one of the delusions of this 
great poet, as well as of those good jicople, the Armours, that the marriage had been dis- 
solved by the destruction of the marriage-lines, and tliat Robert Bums and Jean Armour 
were as single as though they had neither vowed nor written themselves man and wife. 
Be that as it may, the time was come when all scnijiles and obstacles 'W(?re to bo removed 
which stood in the way of their union : their hands were united by Gavin Hamilton, 
according to hiw, in April, 17B0 ; and even the Reverend Mr. Aiild, so mercilessly 
lampooned, smiled forgivingly as the poet satisfied a church wisely scrupulous regarding 
the sacred ceremony of marriage. 

Though Jean Armour was but a country lass of humble degree, she liad sense and in- 
telligence, and personal charms sufficient not only to win and fix the affections of the 
poet, but to sanction the praise which he showered on her in song. In a letter to Mrs, 
Dunlop, he thus describes her : “ The most placid good nature and sweetness of disposition, 
a warm heart, gratefully devoted with all its powers to love me ; vigorous health and 
sprightly cheerfulness, set off' to the best advantage by a more than commonly handsome 
figure : these I think in a woman may make a good wife, though she should never have 
read a page but the Scriptures, nor liave danced in a brighter assembly tlian a penny-pay 
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wedding.” To the accomplished Margaret Chalmers, of Edinburgh, he adds, to complete 
the picture, I have got the handsomest figure, the sweetest temper, the soundest consti- 
tution, and kindest heart in the country : a certain late publication of Scots' i)ocms she 
has perused very* devoutly, and all the ballads in the land, as she has the finest wood- 
note wild you ever heard.” With his young wife, a punch bowd of Scottish marble, 
and an eight-day clock, both presents from Mr. Armour, now rcconculed to his eminent 
son-in-law, with a new plough, and a beautiful heifer, given by Mrs. Dunlop, with about 
four hundred pounds in his pocket, a resolution to toil, and a hope of success. Burns 
made his appearance on the banks of the Kith, and set up his staff at Ellisland. This 
farm, now a classic spot, is about six miles up the river from Dumfries ; it extends to up- 
wards of a hundred acres : the soil is kindly ; the holrnland portion of it loamy and rich, 
and it has at command fine walks on the river-side, and views of the Friar's Carsc, Cowe- 
hill, and Dalswinton. For a while the poet had to hide his head in a smoky hovel : till a 
house to his fancy, and offices for his cattle and his crops were built, his accommodation 
was sufficiently humble ; and his mind taking its hue from his situation, infused a bitter- 
ness into the letters in which he first made known to his western friends that he had fixed 
his abode in Nithsdale. “ I am here,” said he, at the very elbow of existence : the only 
things to be found in perfection in this country are stupidity and canting : prose they 
only know in graces and prayers, and the value of these they estimate as they do their 
plaiden-wcbs, by the ell : as for the muses, they have as much an idea of a rhinoceros as 
of a poet.” “ This is an undiscovered clime,” he at another period exclaims, “ it is un- 
known to poetry, and prose never looked on it save in drink. I sit by the fire, and listen 
to tlic hum of the spinning-wheel : I hear, but cannot see it, for it is hidden in the smoke 
which eddies round and round me before it seeks to escape by window and door. I have 
no converse but wiili the ignorance which encloses me : no kenned face but that of my old 
mare, Jenny Geddes — my life is dwindled down to mere existence,” 

When the poet's new house was built and plenishcd, and the atmosphere of his mind 
began to clear, he found the land to be fruitful, and its people intelligent and wise. In 
Hiddel, of Friar's Carse, he found a scholar and antiquarian ; in Miller, of Dalswinton, a 
man conversant with science as well as with the world ; in M‘Murdo, of Drumlanrig, a 
generous and accomplished gentleman ; and in John 8yme, of Rycdale, a man much after 
his own heart, and a lover of the wit and socialities of polished life. Of these gentlemen 
V Riddel, who was his neighbour, was the favourite : a door was made in the march-fence 
which separated Ellisland from Friar’s Carsc, that the poet might indulge in the retirement 
of the Carsc hermitage, a little lodge in the wood, as romantic as it was beautiful, while A 
pathway was cut through the dwarf oaks and birches which fringed the river bank, to 
enable the poet to saunter and muse without lett or interruption. This attention was 
rewarded by an inscription for the hermitage, written with elegance as well as feeling, 
and which was the first fruits of his fancy in this unpoetic land. In a happier strain ho 
remembered Matthew Henderson : this is one of the sweetest as well as happiest of his 
i poetic compositions. He heard of his friend's death, and called on nature animate and in- 
animate, to lament the loss of one who held the patent of his honours from God alone, and 
y who loved all that was pure and lovely and good. “ The Whistle” is another of his Ellis- 
huid compositions : the contest which he has recorded with such spirit and humour took 
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place almost at his door : the heroes were Fergusson, of Craigdarroch, Sir Rohcrt Laurie, 
of Maxwclltown, and Riddel, of the Friars Carso : the poet was present, and drank bottlo j 
and bottle about with the best, and when all was done he seemed much disposed, as an ‘ ' 
old servant at Friar s Carse remembered, to take up the victor. 

Bums had become fully reconciled to Nithsdale, and was on the mos# intimate terms 
with the muse when he produced Tam o* Shaiiter, the crowning glory of all his poems. 

For this marvellous tale we are indebted to something like accident : Francis Grose, the ‘ 
antiquary, happened to visit Friar’s Carse, and as he loved wine and wit, the total want 
of imagination was no hindcrance to his friendly intercourse with the poet : “ Alloway’s 
auld haunted kirk” was mentioned, and Grose said ho would include it in his illustrations 
of the antiquities of Scotland, if the bard of the Boon would write a poem to accompany 
it. Burns consented, and before he left the table the various traditions which belonged to 
the ruin were passing through his mind. One of these was of a farmer, who, on a night 
wild with wind and rain, on passing the old kirk was startled by a light glimmering inside < 

the walls : on drawing near he saw a caldron hung over a fire, in which the heads and 
limbs of children were simmering : there were neither witch nor fiend to guard it, so he ’ 

unhooked the caldron, turned out the contents, and carried it homo as a trophy. A 
second tradition w’as of a man of Kyle, who, having been on a market night detained late 
in Ayr, on crossing the old bridge of Boon, on his way home, saw a light streaming through ♦ 

the gothic window of Alloway kirk, and on riding near, beheld a hatch of the district ' 

witches dancing merrily round their master, the devil, who kept them ‘‘loiiping and 
flinging” to the sound of a bagpipe. He knew several of the old crones, and smiled at 
their gambols, for they were dancing in their smocks : but one of them, and she happened 
to be young and rosy, had on a smock shorter than those of her companions by two spans 
at least, which so moved the farmer, that he exclaimed “ Weel luppan Maggie wi’ the 
short sark !” Satan stopped liis music, the light was extinguished, and out ruslied the 
hags after the farmer, w’ho made at the gallop for the bridge of Boon, knowing that they 
could not cross a stream : he escaped ; but Maggie, w^ho was foremost, seized his horses 
tail at the middle of the bridge, and pulled it off in her efforts to stay him. 

This poem was the work of a single day : Bums walked out to his favourite musing 
path, which runs towards the old tower of the Isle, along Nithsidc, and was observed to walk 
hastily and mutter as he went. His wife knew by these signs that he was engaged in 
composition, and watched him from the window ; at last, wearying, and moreover won- * 
dering at the unusual length of his meditations, she took her children with her and went 
to meet him ; but as he seemed not to sec her, she stept aside among the broom to allow 
him to pass, which he did with a flushed brow and dropping eyes, reciting these lines 
aloud 

" Now Tam ! O, Tam ! had thae been queans, 

A* plump and strapping in their teens, 

Their sarks, instead o' creeshie Bannen, 

Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen I 
Thii* breeks o* mine, my only pair, 

That ance were plush, o’ gude blue hair, 

I wad hae gien them aff my hurdles 
For ae blink o’ the bonnie burdies !” 
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He embcllialied this wild tradition from fact as well as from fancy : along the road which 
_am came on that eventful night his memory supplied circumstances which prepared him 
for the strange sight at the kirk of Alloway. A poor chapman had perished, some winters 
before, in the snow ; a murdered child had been found by some early hunters ; a tippling 
farmer had fallen from his horse at the expense of his neck, beside a “ meikle stane ;** and a 
melancholy old woman had hanged herself at the bush aboon the well, as the poem 
relates : all these matters the poet pressed into the service of the muse, and used 
them with a skill which adorns rather than oppresses the legend. A pert lawyer from 
Dumfries objected to the language as obscure : “ Obscure, Sir !” said Bums ; “ you know 
not the language of that great master of your own art — the devil. If you had a witch for 
your client you would not be able to manage her defence !** 

He wrote few poems after his marriagd, but ho composed many songs : the sweet voice 
of Mrs. Bums and the craving of Johnson s Museum will in some measure account for 
the number, but not for their variety, -vshich is truly wonderful. In the history of that 
mournful strain, “ Mary in Heaven," we read the story of many of his lyrics, for they 
generally sprang from his personal feelings : no poet has put more of himself into his poetry 
than Burns. “ Robert, though ill of a cold," said his wife, “ had been busy all daj^— « 
a day of September, 17^19? with the shearers in the field, and as he had got most of the 
corn into the stack-yard, was in good spirits; but when the twilight came he grew sad 
about something, and could not rest : he wandered first up the water-side, and then 'went 
into the stack-yard : I followed, and bc'ggod him to come into the house, as he was ill, 
and the air was sharp and cold. He said, ‘ Aye, aye,* but did not come : ho threw him- 
self down on some loose sheaves, and lay looking at the sky, and particularly at a 
large, bright star, which shone like another moon. At last, but that was long after 
I had left him, ho came home — the song was already composed.” To the memory 
of Mary Cami)bell he dedicated that touching ode ; and he thus intimates the continu- 
ance of his early aflection for “ The fair-haired lass of the west," in a letter of that 
time to Mrs. Dunlop. “If there is another life, it must be only for the just, the benevo- 
lent, the amiable, and the humane. What a flattering idea, then, is a world to come ! 
There shall I, with speechless agony of rapture, again recognise my lost, my ever dear 
Mary, whoso bosom was fraught with truth, honour, constancy, and love.” These 
melanclioly w’ords gave way in their turn to others of a nature lively and humorous : 
“ Tam Glen," in which the thoughts flow as freely as the waters of the Nith, on whose 
banks he wrote it ; “ Findlay," with its quiet vein of sly simplicity ; “ Willie brewed a 
peck o" maut," the first of social, and “ She's fair and fause,” the first of sarcastic songs, 
with “ The deil's awa wi' the Exciseman," are all i^roductions of this period — a period 
'which had besides its own fears and its own forebodings. 

For a while Burns seemed to prosper in his farm : he held the plough with his own 
hand, he guided the harrows, he distributed the seed-corn equally among the furrows, and 
he reaped the crop in its season, and saw it safely covered in from the storms of winter 
vnth “ thack and rape his wife, too, superintended the dairy with a skill which she had 
brought from Kyle, and as the harvest, for a season or two, was abundant, and the dairy 
yielded butter and cheese for the market, it seemed that “the luckless star" which 
ruled his lot had relented, and now shone unbuding and benignly. But much more is re- 
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quired than toil of hand to mahe a successful fanner, nor will the attention bestowed only 
by fits and starts, compensate for carelessness or oversight : frugality, not in one thing 
but in all, is demanded, in small matters as wdl as in great, while a careful mind and a 
vigilant eye must superintend the labours of servants, and the whole system of in-door 
and out-door economy. Now, during the three years which Burns stayed in Ellisland, 
he neither WTOught with that constant diligence which farming demands, nor did he bestow 
upon it the unremitting attention of eye and mind which such a farm required : besides 
his skill in husbandry was but moderate — ^the rent, though of his own fixing, was too 
high for liim and for the times ; the ground, though good, was not so excellent as he might 
have had on the same estate — he eni}>Ioyed more servants than the number of acres de- 
manded, and spread for them a richer board than common : when we have said this we 
need not add the expensive tastes induced by pobtry, to keep readers from starting, when 
they are told that Burns, at the close of the third year of occupation, resigned his lease to 
the landlord, and bade farewell for ever to the plough. He was not, however, quite 
desolate ; ho had for a year or more been appointed on the excise, and had superintended 
a district extending to ten large parishes, with applause ; indeed, it has been assigned as 
the chief reason for failure in his farm, that when the plough or the sickle summoned him 
to the field, he w’as to be found, cither pursuing the defaulters of the revenue, among the 
valleys of Dumfrieshire, or measuring out pastoral verse to the beauties of the land. He 
retired to a house in the Bank-venncl of Dumfries, and commenced a town-life : he com- 
menced it with an empty pocket, for Ellisland had swallowed up all the profits of his 
poems : he had now neither a barn to produce meal nor barley, a bam-yard to yii'ld a fat 
hen, a field to which he could go at Martinmas for a mart, nor a dairy to supjdy milk 
and cheese and butter to the table — ^he had, in short, all to buy and little to buy with. 
He regarded it as a compensation that he had no farm-rent to provide, no bankruj^tcics to 
dread, no horse to keep, for his excise duties w^ere now confined to Dumfries, and that the 
burthen of a barren farm was removed from his mind, and his muse at liberty to renew 
her unsolicited strains. 

But from the day of his departure from “ the barren” Ellisland, the downward course 
of Burns may be dated. The cold neglect of his country had driven him back indignantly 
to the plough, and he hoped to gain from the furrow^ed field that independence which it 
was the duty of Scotland to have provided ; but he did not resume the plough with all 
the advantages he possessed when he first forsook it : he l»ad revelled in the luxuries of 
polished life — his tastes had been rendered expensive as well as pure : he had witnessed, 
and he hoped for the pleasures of literary retirement, while the hands wdiich had led 
jewelled dames over scented carpets to supper- tables loaded with silver, took hold of the 
hilts of the xdough with more of reluctance than goodwill. Edinburgh, with its lords 
and its ladies, its delights and its hopes, spoiled him for farming. Nor were his new 
labours more acceptable to his haughty spirit than those of the plough : the excise 
for a century had been a word of opprobrium or of hatred in the north : the duties which 
it imposed were regarded, not by peasants alone, as a serious encroachment upon the 
ancient rights of the nation, and to mislead a gauger, or resist him, even to blood, was 
considered by few as a fault. That the brightest genius of the nation — one whose tastes 
and sensibilities were so peculiarly its own — ^should be, as a reward, set to look after run» 
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nun and smuggled tobacco, and to gauge ale-wife* s barrels, was a regret and a marvel to 
many, and a source of bitter merriment to Bums himself. 

The duties of his situation were however performed punctually, if not with pleasure : 
he was a vigilant officer ; he was also a merciful and considerate one : though loving a 
joke, and not at all averse to a dram, he walked among suspicious brewers, captious alo- 
wives, and frowning shopkeepers as uprightly as courteously : he smoothed the ruggedest 
natures into acquiescence by his gaiety and humour, and yet never gave cause for a mali- 
cious remark, by allowing his vigilance to slumber. He was brave, too, and in tlie cap- 
ture of an armed smuggler, in which he led the attack, showed that he neither feared 
water nor fire : he loved, also, to counsel the more forward of the smugglers to abandon 
their dangerous calling ; his sympathy for the helpless poor induced him to give them now 
and then notice of his approach ; he has been known to interpret the severe laws of the 
excise into tenderness and mercy in behalf of the widow and the fatherless. In all this 
ho did but his duty to his country and his kind : and his conduct was so regarded by 
a very competent and candid judge. ‘‘ Let me look at the books of Burns," said Maxwell, 
of Terraiighty, at a nuicting of the district magistrates, “ for they show that an upright 
officer may be a merciful one.** With a salary of some seventy pounds a year, the chance 
of a few guineas annually from the future editions of his poems, and the hope of rising at 
some distant day to the more lucrative situation of supervisor, Bums continued to live 
in Dumfries ; first in the Baiik-venncl, and next in a small house in a humble street, since 
called by his name. 

In his earlier years the poet seems to have scattered songs as thick as a summer eve 
scatters its dews ; nor did he scatter them less carelessly : he appears, indeed, to have 
thought much less of them than of his poems : the sweet song of Mary Morison, and 
others not at all inferior, lay unregarded among his papers till accident called them out to 
shine and be admired. Many of these brief but happy compositions, sometimes with his 
name, and oftener without, he threw in dozens at a time into Johnson, where they were 
noticed only by the captious Ritson : but now a work of higher j)retcnce claimed a share 
in his skill : in September, 17^2, he was requested hy George Thomson to render, for his 
national collection, the poetry worthy of the muses of the north, and to take coiii])assion on 
many choice airs, which had waited for a poet like the author of the Cotters Saturday 
Night, to wed them to immortal verse. To engage in such an undertaking, Burns re- 
quired small persuasion, and while Thomson asked for strains delicate and polished, the 
poet characteristically stipulated that his contributions were to he without remuneration, 
and the language seasoned with a sprinkling of the Scottish dialect. As his heart 
was much in the matter, he began to pour out verse witii a readiness and talent 
unknown in the history of song : his engagement with Thomson, and his esteem for 
Johnson, gave birth to a scries of songs as brilliant as varied, and as naturally easy as 
they were gracefully original. In looking over those very dissimilar collections it is not 
difficult to discover that the songs which he wrote for the more stately work, while they 
are more polished and elegant than those which he contributed to the less pretending one, 
are at the same time less happy in their humour and loss simple in their pathos. “ What 
^ pleases fne as simple and naive,** says Burns to Thomson, “ disgusts yoif as ludicrous and 
I low. For this reason " Fye, gie me iny coggie, sirs,* ‘ Fye, let us a* to the bridal,' with 
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^^eral others of that cast, are to me highly pleasing, while ‘ Saw ye my Father delights 
me with its descriptive simple pathos we read in these words the reasons of the dif- 
ference between the lyrics of the two collections. 

The land where the poet lived furnished ready materials for song : hills with fine 
woods, vales with clear waters, and dames as lovely as any recorded in verse, were 
to be had in liis walks and his visits ; while, for the purposes of mirth or of humour, 
characters, in whose faces originality was legibly written, were as numerous in Nithsdale 
as he had found them in the west. He had been reproached, while in Kyle, with seeing 
charms in very ordinary looks, and hanging the garlands of the muse on unlovely altars; 
he was liable to no such censure in Nithsdale ; he poured out the incense of poetry only 
on the fair and the captivating: his Jeans, his Lucys, his Phillises, and his Jessies were 
lalh'S of such mental or jicrsonal charms as the Reynolds’s and the Lawrences of the timo 
WDiild have rejoiced to lay out their choicest colours on. But he did not limit himself to 
the charms of those whom he could step out to the walks and admire : his lyrics give 
evidence of the wandering of his thoughts to the distiint or the dead — ^lie loves to re- 
member Charlotte Ilamilton and Mary Campbell, and think of the sighs and vows 
on the Devon and the Doon, while his harpstrings were still quivering to the names of 
the Millers and the M‘Murdos — ^to the charms of the lasses with golden or with flaxen 
locks, in the valley. where he dwelt. Of Jean M‘Miirdo and her sister Phillis he loved 
to sing ; and their beauty merited his strjiins : to one who died in her bloom, Lucy 
Johnston, he addressed a song of great sweetness ; to Jessie Lewars, two or throe songs 
of gratitude and x)raisc : nor did he forget other beauties, for the accomplished Mrs. 
Riddel is remembered, and the absence of fair Clarinda, is lamented in strains both impas- 
sioned and pathetic. 

But the main inspirer of the latter songs of Bums was a young woman of humble 
birth : of a form equal to the most exquisite proportions of sculpture, with bloom on 
her cheeks, and merriment in her large bright eyes, enough to drive an amatory 
poet crazy. Her name was Jean Lorimer ; she was not more than seventeen when the 
poet made her acquaintance, and though she had got a sort of brevet-right from an 
officer of the anny, to use his southron name of Whelpdalc, she loved best to be addressed 
by her maiden designation, while the poet chose to veil licr in the numerous lyrics, to 
which she gave life, under tlie names of “ Chloris,” “The lass of Craigie-burnwood,” and 
“ The lassie wi’ the lintwhite locks.” Though of a temper not much inclined to conceal any- 
thing, Burns complied so tastefully with the growing demand of the age for the exterior de- 
cencies of life, that w hen the scrupling dames of Caledonia sung a new song in her praise, they 
were as unconscious whence its beauties came, as is the lover of art, that the shape and the 
gracefulness of the marble nymph which he admires, are derived from a creature who sells 
the use of her charms indifferently to sculpture or to love. Fine poetry, like other arts called 
fine, springs from “ strange places,” as the flower in the fable said, when it bloomed on the 
dunghill ; nor is Burns more to be blamed than was Raphael, who painted Madonnas, and 
Magdalens w’ith dishevelled hair and lifted eyes, from a loose lady, whom the pope, ” Holy 
at Rome — here Antichrist,” charitably prescribed to the artist, while he laboured in the 
cause of tlio church. Of the poetic use which he made of Jean Lorimer s charms. Bums 
givesthis account to Tliomson. “ The lady on whom the song of Craigie-burnwood was made 
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18 one of the finest women in Scotland, and in fact is to me in a manner what Sterne’s Eliza 
was to him — a mistress, or friend, or what you will, in the guileless simplicity of Platonic 
love. I assure you that to my lovely friend you are indebted for many of my best songs. Do 
you think that the sober gin-horse routine of existence could inspire a man with life and 
love and joy — could fire him with enthusiasm, or melt him with pathos, equal to thege 
nius of your book ? No ! no ! Whenever I want to be more than ordinary in song — ^to b» 
in some degree equal to your diviner airs — do you imagine I fast and pray for the celes- 
tial emanation ? Quite the contrary. I have a glorious recipe ; the very one that for his 
own use was invented by the divinity of healing and poesy, when erst he pi^ed to the 
flocks of Admetus. I put myself in a regimen of admiring a fine woman ; and in pro- 
portion to the adorability of her charms, in proportion are yon delighted with my verses. 
The lightning of her eye is the godhead* of Parnassus, and the witchery of her smile, the 
divinity of Helicon.” 

;Most of the songs which he composed under the influences to which I have alluded are 
of the first order ; “ Bonnie Lesley,” ‘‘ Highland Mary,” Auld Rob Morris,” “ Duncan 
Gray,” “ Wandering Willie,” “ Meg o’ the Mill," “The poor and honest sodger,” “Bonnie 
Jean,” “ Phillis the fair,” “ John Anderson my Jo,” “ Had I a cave on some wild distant 
shore,” “ Whistle and I’ll come to you, my lad,” “ Bruce' s Address to his men at Ban- 
nockburn,” “ Auld Lang Syne," “ Thine am I, my faithful fair,” ^ Wilt thou be my 
dearie,” “ O Chloris mark how green the groves,” “ Contented wi* little, and cantie wi' 
mail’,” “ Their groves of sweet njyrtle,” “ Last May a braw wooer came down the lang 
glen,” “O M ally’s meek, M ally’s sweet,” “Hey for a lass wi’ a tocher,” “Here’s a 
health to aiic I loo dear," and the “ Fairest maid on Devon banks.” Many of the latter 
lyrics of Burns were more or less altered, to put them into better harmony with the airs, 
and I am not the only one who has wondered that a bard so impetuous and intractable 
in most matters, should have become so soft and pliable, as to make changes which too 
often sacrificed the poetry for the sake of a fuller and more swelling sound. It is true 
that the emphatic notes of the music must find their echo in the emphatic words of 
the verse, and that words soft and liquid are fitter for ladies’ lips, than words hissing and 
rough ; but it is also true that in changing a harsher word for one more harmonious the 
sense often sufibrs, and that happiness of expression, and that dance of words which lyric 
verso requires, lose much of their life and vigour. The poet’s favourite walk in composing 
his songs was on a beautiful green sward on the northern side of the Nith, opposite Lin- 
cluden ; and his favourite posture for composition at home was balancing himself on 
the hind legs of his arm-chair, 

AVhile indulging in these lyrical flights, politics penetrated into Nithsdale, and dis- 
turbed the tranquillity of that secluded region. First, there came a contest for the 
representation of the Dumfries district of boroughs, between Patrick Miller, younger, 
of Dalswinton, and Sir James Johnstone, of Westcrhall, and some two years afterwards, 
a struggle for the representation of the county of Kirkudbright, between the interest of 
the Stewarts, of Galloway, and Patrick Heron, of Kerroiightrce. In the first of these 
the poet mingled discretion with his mirth, and raised a hearty laugh, in which both 
parties joined ; for this sobriety of temper, good reasons may be assigned : Miller, the 
elder, of Dalswdnton, had desired to oblige him in the aifair of Ellisland, and his firm 
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and considerate friend, M‘Murdo, of Drumlanrig, was chamberlain to his Grace of 
Queensbury, on whose interest Miller stood. On the other hand, his old Jacobitical 
affections made him the secret well-wisher to Westcrhall, for up to this time, at least till 
add disappointment and the democratic doctrine of the natural equality of man influenced 
him, Burns, or as a western rhymer of his day and district worded the reproach — Rob was 
a Tory. His situation, it will tlicrefore be observed, disposed him to moderation, and ac- 
counts for the milk incss of his Epistle to Fintry, in which he marshals the chiefs of the 
contending factions, and foretells the fierceness of the strife, without pretending to 
foresee event. Neither is he more explicit, though infinitely more humorous, in 
his ballad of “ The Five Carlins,” in which ho impersonates the five boroughs — 
Dumfries, Kirkcudbright, Lochmaben, Sanquhar, and Annan, and draws their charac- 
ters as shrewd and calculating dames, met in much WTath and drink to choose a 
representative. 

But the two or three years which elapsed between the election for the boroughs, 
and that ibr the county adjoining, wrought a serious change in the temper as well 
as the opinions of the poet. His Jacobitism, as has been said, was of a poetic kind, 
and put on but in obedience to old feelings, and made no part of the man : he w'as in 
his heart as democratic as the kirk of Scotland, which educated him — ho acknow- 
ledged no other l^pcriority but the mental : “ ho was di>poscd, too,” said Professor 
Walker, “ from constitutional temper, from education and tlio accidents of life, to a jea- 
lousy of power, and a keen hostility against every system which enabled birth and 
opulence to anticipate those rewards which ho conce*iV(‘d to belong to genius and 
virtue.” When we add to this, a resentment of the injurious treatment of the dis- 
pensers of public patronage, who had neglected his claims, and showered pensions and 
places on men unworthy of being named with him, wc have assigned causes for the 
change of side and the tone of asperity and hittenicss, infused into “ The Heron 
Ballads.” Fonnerly honey was mixed with his gall ; a little praise sweetened his cen- 
sure : in these election lampoons he is fierce, and even venomous : — no man lias a head 
but what is em])ty, nor a heart that is not black : men descended without reproach 
from lines of heroes are stigmatized as cowards, and the honest and conscientious are 
reproached as miserly, mean, and dishonourable. Such is tlie spirit of jiarty. “ I 
have privately,” thus writes the poet to Heron, “ printed a good many copies of 
the ballads, and have sent them among friends about the country. You have 
already, as your auxiliary, the sober detestation of mankind, on the heads of your 
opponents ; and I sw'car by the lyre of Thalia, to muster on your side all the votaries of 
honest laughter and fair, candid ridicule.” The ridicule was imcandid, and the 
laughter dishonest. The poet was unfortunate in his political attachments: Miller 
gained the boroughs which Burns wished he might lose, and Heron lost the county which 
he foretold ho would gain. It must also be recorded against the good taste of the poet, 
that lie loved to recite “The Heron Ballads,” and reckon them among liis happiest 
compositions. 

From attacking others, the poet was — in the interval between penning these election 
lampoons — called on to defend himself : for this he seems to have been quite unprepared, 
though in those yeasty times he might have expected it. “ I have been surprised, con- 
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founded, and distracted," he thus writes to Graham, of Fintry, “ by Mr. Mitchell, the col- 
lector, telling mo that he has received an order from yonr board to inquire into my 
political conduct, and blaming me as a person disaifected to Government. Sir, you are 
a husband and a father : you know what you would feel, to see the much-lovcd wife of 
your bosom, and your helpless, prattling little ones, turned adrift into the w'orld, degraded 
and disgraced, from a situation in which they had been respectable and respected. I 
would not tell a deliberate falsehood, no, not though even worse horrors, if worse can be, 
than those 1 have mentioned, hung over my head, and I say that the allegation, what- 
ever villain has made it, is a lie ! To the British constitution, on Kevolution principles, 
next after rny God, I am devotedly attached. To your patronage as a man of somo 
genius, you have allowed me a claim ; and your esteem as an honest man I know is 
my due. To these. Sir, pennit me to appeal : by these I adjure you to save mo from 
that misery which threatens to overwhelm me, and which with my latest breath I will 
say I have not deserved." In this letter another, intended for the eye of the Com- 
missioners of tlio Board of Excise, was enclosed, in which he disclaimed entertaining the 
idea of a British republic — a wild dream of the day — but stood by the principles of the 
constitution of 16118, with the wish to see such corruptions as had crept in, amended. This 
last remark, it appears, by a letter from the poet to Captain Erskine, after vrards Earl of 
Mar, gave great offence, for Corbet, one of the superiors, was desired to inform him, “that 
his business was to act, and not to think ; and that whatever might be men or measures, 
it was his duty to be silent and obedient." The intercession of Fintry, and the explana- 
tions of Burns, were so far effectual, that his political offence was forgiven, “ only I 
understand," said he, “ that all hopes of my getting officially forward are blasted,” The 
records of the Excise Office exhibit no trace of tliis memorable matter, and two noble- 
men, who were then in the government, have assured me that this harsh proceeding 
received no countenance at head-quarters, and must have originated with somo ungene- 
rous or malicious person, on whom the poet had spilt a little of the nitric acid of his 
wrath. 

That Burns was numbered among the republicans of Dumfries I well remember : but 
then those wlio held different sentiments from the men in power, were all, in that loyal 
town, stigmatized as democrats : that he either desired to see the constitution changed, or 
his country invaded by the liberal French, who proposed to set us free with the 
bayonet, and then admit us to the “ fraternal embrace,” no one ever believed. It is true 
that he spoke of premiers and peers with contempt ; that he hesitated to take off his hat in 
the theatre, to the air of “God save the king;" that ho refused to drink the health of Pitt, 
saying he preferred that of Washington — a far greater man; that he wrote bitter words 
against that combination of princes, who desired to put down freedom in France; that he 
said the titled spurred and the wealthy switched England and Scotland like two hack-horses; 
and that all the high-places of the land, instead of being filled by genius and talent, 
were occupied, as were the high-places of Israel, with idols of wood or of stone. But all 
this and more had been done and said before by thousands in this land, whose love of their 
country was never questioned. That it was had taste to refuse to remove his hat when 
other heads were bared, and little better to refuse to pledge in company the name of 
Pitt, because he preferred Washington, cannot admit of a doubt; but that he deserved to 
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be written down traitor, for mere matters of whim or caprice, or to be turned out 
of the unenvied situation of “ gauging auld vrives' barrels,” because be thought there 
were some stains on the white robe of the constitution, seems a sort of tyranny new in the 
history of oppression. Ilis love of country is recorded in too many undying lines to 
admit of a doubt now : nor is it that chivalrous love alone which men call romantic ; 
it is a love which may be laid up in every man s heart and practised in every man’s life ; 
the words are homely, but the words of Bums are always expressive : — 

The kettle of the kirk and state 
Perhaps a clout may fail in*t. 

But deil a foreign tinkler loon 
Shall over ca’ a nail in*t. 

Be Britons still to Britons true, 

Ainang ourselves united ; 

For never but by British hands 
Shall British wrongs he righted.’^ 

But while verses, deserving as these do to become the national motto, and sentiments 
loyal and generous, w^ere overlooked and forgotten, all his rash words about freedom, 
and his sarcastic sallies about thrones and kings, were treasured up to his injury, by 
the mean and the malicious. His steps were w’atched and his words weighed ; when 
he talked with a friend in the street, he was supposed to utter sedition ; and wdien ladies 
retired from the table, and the wine circulated with closed doors, he was suspected of trea- 
son rather than of toasting, wdiich he often did with much humour, the charms of wx)man ; 
even when he gave as a sentiment, “May our success be equal to the justice of our cause,” 
he was liable to be challenged by some gunpowder captain, who thought that wc de- 
served success in war, whether right or wrong. It is true that he hated with a most 
cordial hatred all who presumed on their own consequence, wlictlier arising from wealth, 
titles, or commissions in the army ; officers he usually called “ the cpauletted puppies,” 
and lords he generally spoke of as “ feather-headed fools,” who could hut strut and 
stare and be insolent. All this was not to be endured meekly : seorn was answered 
with scorn ; and having no answer in kind to retort his satiric flings, his unfriends 
reported that it was unsafe for young men to associate with one whoso principles were 
democratic, and scarcely cither modest or safe for young women to listen to a poet 
whose notions of female virtue were so loose and his songs so free. These sentiments 
prevailed so far that a gentleman on a visit from London, told me he was dissuaded 
from inviting Burns to a dinner, given by way of welcome back to his native place, 
because be was the associate of democrats and loose people ; and when a modest dame 
of Dumfries expressed, through a friend, a wish to have but the honour of speaking to 
one of whose genius she was an admirer, the poet declined the interview, wdth a balf- 
serious smile, saying, “ Alas ! she is handsome, and you know the character publicly 
assigned to me.” She escaped the danger of being numbered, it is likely, with the Annas 
and the Ghlorises of his freer strains. 

The neglect of his country, the tyranny of the Excise, and the downfall of his 
hopes and fortunes, were now to bring forth their fruits — the poet’s health began to 
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decline. His drooping looks, his neglect of liis person, his solitary sauntcrings, his 
escape from the stings of reflection into socialities, and his distempered joy in the company 
of beauty, all spoke, as plainly as with a tongue, of a sinking heart and a declining body. 
Yet though he was sensible of sinking health, hope did not at once desert him : he 
continued to pour out such tender strains, and to show such flashes of wit and humour, 
at the call of Thomson, as are recorded of no other lyrist : neither did ho, when in 
company after his own mind, hang the head, and speak mounifully, but talked and 
smiled and still charmed all listeners by his witty vivacities. 

On the 2fjth of June 1706, he writes thus of his fortunes and condition to his friend Clarke, 
“ Still, still the victim of affliction ; were you to see the emaciated figure who now holds the 
pen to you, you would not know your old friend. Whether I shall ever get about again is 
only known to Him, the Great Unknown, whose creature I am. Alas, Clarke, I begin 
to fear the worst ! As to ray individual self I am tranquil, and would despise myself if 
I were nOt : but Tlurns*s poor widow and half-a-dozen of his dear little ones, helpless 
or]jlians ! Here I am as weak as a woman s tear. Enough of this ! 'tis half my disease. 
I duly received your last, enclosing the note; it came extremely in time, « and I am 
much obliged to your punctuality. Again I must request you to do me the same 
kindness. Be so very good as by return of post to enclose me another note : I trust 
you can do so without inconvenience, and it will seriously oblige me. If 1 must go, I 
leave a few friends behind me, whom I shall regret while consciousness remains. I know 
I shall live in their remembrance. O, dear, dear Clarke ! that I shall ever see you again 
is I am afraid highly improbable.” Tliis remarkable letter proves both the docliniiig 
health, and the poverty of the poet : his digestion was so bad that he could taste neither 
flesh nor fish : porridge and milk he* could alone swallow, and that but in small quan- 
tities. When it is recollected that he had no more than thirty shillings a week to keep 
house, and live like a gentleman, no one need wonder that his wife had to be obliged to 
to a generous neighbour for some of the chief necessaries for her coming confinement, 
and that the iioet had to beg, in extreme need, two guinea notes from a distant friend. 

His sinking state was not unobserved by his friends, and Syme and M^Murdo united 
with Dr. ]\laxwell in persuading him, at the beginning of the summer, to seek 
health at the Brow- well, a few miles east from Dumfries, wdiere there were pleasant 
walks on the Solway-side, and salubrious breezes from the sea, which it was expected 
would bring the health to the poet they had brought to many. For a while, his 
looks brightened up, and health seemed inclined to return : his friend, the witty and 
accomplished Mrs. Riddel, who was herself ailing, paid him a visit. “ I was struck,” 
she said, “ wuth his appearance on entering the room : the stamp of death was impressed 
on his features. His first words were, ‘ Well, Madam, have you any commands for the 
other world V I replied that it seemed a doubtful case which of us should be there 
soonest ; he looked in my face with an air of great kindness, and expressed his concern 
at seeing me so ill, with his usual sensibility. At table he ate little or nothing : wc had 
a long conversation about his present state, and the approaching termination of all his 
earthly prospects. He showed great concern about his literary fame, .and particularly 
the publication of his posthumous works ; he said he was well aware that his death 
would occasion some noise, and that every scrap of his writing would be revived against 
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him, to the injury of his future reputation ; that letters and verses, written with un- 
guarded freedom, would he handed about by vanity or malevolence, when no dread of his 
resentment would restrain them, or prevent malice or envy from pouring forth their 
venom on his name. I had seldom seen his mind greater, or more collected. There was 
frequently a considerable degree of vivacity in his sallies ; but the concern and dejection 
I could not disguise, damped the spirit of pleasantry he seemed willing to indulge.*' This 
was on the evening of the 5th of July ; another lady who called to see him, found him 
seated at a window, gazing on the sun, then setting brightly on the summits of the green 
hills of Nithsdale. “ Look how lovely the sun is,** said the i)oet, “ but he will soon have 
done with shining for me.** 

Tic now longed for home : his wife, whom he ever tenderly loved, was about to be confined 
in child-bed : his papers were in sad confusioli, and required arrangement; and he felt 
that desire to die, at least among familiar things and friendly faces, so common to our 
nature. He had not long before, though much reduced in pocket, refused with scorn an 
offer of fifty pounds, which a si)eculating bookseller made, for leave to publish his looser 
compositions ; he had refused an offer of the like sum yearly, from Perry of the Morning 
Chronicle, for poetic contributions to his paper, lest it might embroil him wdth the ruling 
powers, and he had resented the remittance of five pounds from Thomson, on account of 
his lyric contributions, and desired him to do so no more, unless he wished to quarrel 
with him ; but his necessities now, and they had at no time been so great, induced him 
to solicit five pounds from Thomson, and ten pounds from his cousin, James Burncss, of 
Montrose, and to bog his friend Alexander Cunningham to intercede with the Commission- 
ers of Excise, to depart from their usual practice, and grant him his full salary ; for without 
that, he added, ‘‘ if I die not of disease, I must pdrish with hunger.** Thomson sent the 
five pounds, James Burncss sent the ten, but the Commissioners of Excise refused to be 
either merciful or generous. Stobic, a young expectant in the customs, was both ; — he per- 
formed the duties of the dying poet, and refused to touch the salary. The mind of Bums 
was haunted with the fears of want and the terrors of a jail; nor were those fears without 
foundation ; one Williamson, to whom he was indebted for the cloth to make his volunteer 
regimentals, threatened the one ; and a feeling that he was without money for either his 
own illness or the confinement of his wife threatened the other. 

Burns returned from the Brow- well, on the 18th of July : as he walked from the 
little carriage which brought him up the Mill hole-brae to his own door, he trembled 
much, and stooped with weakness and pain, and kept his feei with difficulty : his looks 
were woe-worn and ghastly, and no one who saw him, and there were several, expected 
to see him again in life. It was soon circulated through Dumfries, that Bums had 
returned worse from the Brow- well ; that Maxwell thought ill of him, and that, in truth, 
he was dying. The anxiety of all classes was great, differences of opinion were forgotten, 
in sympathy for his early fate : wherever two or three were met together their talk was 
of Burns, of his rare wit, matdiless humour, the vivacity of his conversation, and the 
kindness of his heart. To the poet himself, death, which he now knew was at hand, 
brought with it no fear ; his good-humour, which small matters alone ruffled, did 
not forsake him, and his wit was ever ready. He was poor — he gave his pistols, 
which he had used against the smugglers on the ^olw'ay, to his physician, adding with a 
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smile, that he had tried them and found them an honour to their maker, which was more 
than he could say of the bulk of mankind ! He was proud — he remembered the indiflFbr- 
ent practice of the corps to which ho belonged, and turning to Gibson, one of his fellow - 
soldiers, who stood at his bed-side with wet eyes, “■ John,” said ho, and a gleam of 
humour passed over his face, “ pray don’t let the awkward-squad fire over me.” It was 
almost the last act of his life to copy into his Common-place Book, the letters which 
contained the charge against him of the Commissioners of Excise, and his own eloquent 
refutation, leaving judgment to be pronounced by the candour of posterity. 

It has been injuriously said of Bums, by Coleridge, that the man sunk, but the poet 
was bright to the last : he did not sink in the sense that these words imply : the man 
w^as manly to the latest draught of breath. That lie was a poet to the last, can be 
proved by facts, as well as by the word of the author of Christabel. As he lay silently 
growing weaker and weaker, he observed Jessie Lewars, a modest and beautiful young 
creature, and sister to one of his brethren of the Excise, watching over him with moist 
eyes, and tending him with the care of a daughter, he rewarded her with one of those 
songs which are an insurance against forgetfulness. The lyrics of the north have 
nothing finer than this exquisite stanza : — 

“ AUho’ thou maun never bo mine, 

Altbo’ even hope is denied, 

*Tis sweeter for thee despairing, 

Tiian aught in the world beside.** 

His thoughts as ho lay wandered to Charlotte Hamilton, and he dedicated some 
beautiful stanzas to her beauty and her coldness, beginning, “ Fairest maid on Devon 
banks.” 

It was a sad sight to see the poet gradually sinking ; his wife in hourly expectation of 
her sixth confinement, and his four helpless children — a daughter, a sw'eet child, had died 
the ycjar before — with no one of their lineage to soothe them with kind words or minister 
to their wants. Jessie Lewars, with equal prudence and attention, w’atclicd over them 
all : she could not help seeing that the thoughts of the desolation which his death w'ould 
bring pressed sorely on him, for he loved his children, and hoped mucli from his boys. 
He wrote to his father-in-law, James Armour, at Maiiclilinc, that he w^as dying, his wife 
nigh her confinement, and begged that his mother-in-law would hasten to them and speak 
comfort. He wrote to Mrs. Dunlop, saying, ‘‘ I have written to you so often without 
receiving any answer, that I would not trouble you again, but for the circumstances in 
which I am. An illness which has long hung about me in all probability will speedily 
send me beyond that bourne whence no traveller returns. Your friendsliip, wdih which 
for many years you honoured me, was a friendship dearest to my soul : your con- 
versation and your correspondence w^erc at once liiglily entertaining and instructive — with 
what pleasure did I use to break up the seal ! The remembrance yet adds one pulse 
more to my poor palpitating heart. Farewrell !” A tremor pervaded his frame ; his 
tongue grew ])arched, and he was at times delirious : on the fourth day after his return, 
when his attendant, James Maclurc, held his medicine to his lips, he swallowed it eagerly, 
rose almost wholly up, spread out his hands, sprang forward nigh the whole length of the 
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bed, fell on his face, and expired. He died on the 21st of July, when nearly thirty -seven 
years and seven months old. 

The burial of Burns, on the 25th of July, was an impressive and mournful scene : half 
the people of Nithsdalc and tlic neighbouring parts of Galloway had crowded into Dum- 
fries, to see their poet mingled with the earth,” and not a few had been permitted to 
look at his body, laid out for interment. It was a calm and beautiful day, and as the 
body -was borne along the street towards the old kirk-yard, by his brethren of the volun- 
teers, not a sound was heard but the measured step and the Si^lemn music : there was no 
impatient crushing, no ficrc() elbowing — ^the crowd which filled the stnict seemed conscious 
what they were now losing for ever. Even while this pageant was passing, the widow 
of the poet was taken in labour ; but the infant bom in that unhappy hour soon shared 
his father’s grave. On reaching tlic northern nook of the kirk -yard, where the grave was 
made, the mourners halted ; the coffin was divest(‘d'of the niort-cloth, and silently lowered 
to its resting-place, and as the first shovel-full of earth fell on the lid, the volunteers, too 
agitated to be steady, justified the fears of the poet, by three ragged vollies. He who 
now writes this very brief and inipcrfi'ct account, was present : he thought then, as he 
thinks now, that all the military array of foot and horse did not hannonizo with either 
the genius or the fortunes of the poet, and that the tears which he saw on many checks 
around, as the earth was re])laccd, were worth all the splendour of a show which inock(‘d 
with unintended mockery th<' burial of the poor and neglected Burns. The body of the 
poet was, on the 5th of June, 1(115, removed to a more commodious spot in the same 
burial-ground — ^liisdark, waving locks looked then ficsh and glossy — to afford room for a 
marble monument, which embodies, with ncitlun* skill nor gnice, that well-known passage 
in the dedication to the gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt : — TI hj poetic genius of my 
country found me, as the prophetic bard, Elijah, did Klisha, at the plough, and tlircw her 
inspiring mantle over me.” Tlie dust of the hard was again disturbed, when the body of 
JMrs. Burns w'as laid, in April, 1(134, beside the remains of her hushand : his skull was 
dug up by the district craniologists, to satisfy their minds by measurement that ho was 
equal to the comi)Osition of “Tam o* Shanter,” or “Mary in Heaven." This done, they 
placed thfc skull in a leaden box, “ carefully lined with the softest materials,” and re- 
turned it, we hope for ever, to the hallowed ground. 

Thus lived and died Robert Burns, the chief of Scottish poets : in his person he was 
tall and sinewy, and of such strength and activity, that Scott alone, of all the poets I 
have seen, seemed his equal : his forehead was broad, his hair black, with an inclination 
to curl, his visage uncommonly swarthy, his eyes large, dark, and lustrous, and his voice 
deep and manly. His sensibility was strong, his passions full to overflowing, and he 
loved, nay, adored, whatever was gentle and beautiful. He had, when a lad at the 
plough, an eloquent word and an inspired song for every fair face that smiled on him, 
and a sharp sarcasm or a fierce lampoon for every rustic who thwarted or contradicted 
him. As his first inspiration came from love, he continiicd through life to love on, and 
was as ready with the lasting incense of the muse for the ladies of Nithsdalc as for tho 
lasses of Kyle : his earliest song was in praise of a young girl who reaped by his side, 
when he was seventeen — his latest in honour of a lady by whose side lie had wandered 
and dreamed on the banks of the Devon. He was of a nature proud and suspicious, and 
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towards the close of his life seemed disposed to regard all above him in rank as men who 
unworthily possessed the patrimony of genius ; ho desired to see the order of nature 
restored, and worth and talent in precedence of the base or the dull. He had no medium 
in his hatred or His love ; he never spared the stupid, as if they were not to be endured 
because he was bright ; and on the heads of the innocent possessors of titles or wealth he 
was ever ready to shower his lampoons. He loved to start doubts in religion which he 
knew inspiration only could solve, and he spoke of Calvinism with a latitude of language 
that grieved pious listeners. lie was warm-hearted and generous to a degree, above all 
men, and scorned all that was selfish and mean with a scorn quite romantic. lie was a 
steadfast friend and a good neighbour : while he lived at Ellisland few passed his door 
witliout being entertained at hia table ; and even w-hen in poverty, on the Millliole-brae, 
th(i poor seldom left his door but with ble*ssings on their lips. 

Of his modes of study he has himself iiifonncdus, as well as of the seasons and places in 
which he loved to muse, lie composed wdiile he strolled along the secluded banks of the 
Doon, the Ayr, or the Nith ; as the images crowded on his fancy his pace became 
quickened, and in liis liighcst moods he 'was excited even to tears. Ho loved the winter 
for its h^aflcss trees, its swelling floods, and its winds which swept along the gloomy 
sky, with frost and snow on their wings ; but he loved the autumn more — ^he has neglected 
to say why — the irinsc was then more liberal of her favours, and he composed with a 
happy alacrity unfelt in all other seasons. He filled his mind and heart with the mate- 
rials of song — and retired from gazing on 'woman's beauty, and from the excitement of 
lior charms, to record his impressions in verse, as a painter delineates on his canvas the 
looks of those who sit to his pencil. His chief place of study at Ellisland is still remem- 
bered : it extends along the river-bank towards the Isle : there the neighbouring gentry 
love to walk and peasants to gather, and hold it sacred, as the place where he composed 
I'am o' Sbantcr. llis favourite place of study, when residing in Dumfries, was the ruins 
of Lineluden College, made classic by that sublime ode, “The Vision," and that level and 
elovery s'ward contiguous to the College, on the northern side of the Nith : the latter 
place was his favourite resort ; it is known now’^ by the name of Burns's musing ground, 
and there ho conceived many of his latter lyrics. In case of interruption he completed 
the verses at the fireside, where he swung to and fro in his arm-chair till the task was 
done : lie then submitted the song to the ordeal of his 'wdfe's voice, wliich was both 
sweet and clear, and while she sung he listened attentively, and altered or amended 
till the whole was in harmony, music and words. 

The genius of Bums is of a high order : in brightness of expression and unsolicited 
ease and natural vehemence of language, he stands in the first rank of poets : in choice of 
subjects, in happiness of conception, and loftiness of imagination, he recodes into the 
second. lie owes little of his fame to his subjects, for, saving the beauty of a few ladies, 
they were all of an ordinary kind : ho sought neither in romance nor in history for themes 
to the muse ; he took up topics from life around which were familiar to all, and endowed 
them with character, with passion, with tenderness, with humour — elevating all that he 
touched into the regions of poetry and morals. Ho went to no far lands for the purpose 
of surprising us with wonders, neither did he go to crowns or coronets to attract the stare 
of the peasantry around him, by things which to them were as a book shut and sealed ; 
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The Daisy” grew on the lahtls which he ploughed ; “ The Mouse” built her frail nest on 
his own stubble-field ; “ The Haggis” reeked on his own table ; “ The Scotch Drink” of 
which he sang was the produce of a neighbouring still ; “ The Twa Dogs,” which con- 
versed so wisely and wittily, were, one of them at least, his own collies ^ The Vision” is 
but a picture, and a brilliant one, of his own hopes and fears ; “ Tam Samson” was a friend 
whom he loved ; “ Doctor Hornbook” a neighbouring pedant ; “ Matthew Henderson” 
a social captain on half-pay ; “The Scotch Bard” who had gone to the West Indies 
was Burns himself ; the heroine of “ The Lament” was Jean Armour ; and “ Tam o' 
Shanter” a facetious farmer of Kyle, who rode late and loved pleasant company, nay, even 
“ The Deil” himself, whom he had the hardihood to address, was a being whose eldrich croon 
had alarmed the devout matrons of Kyle, and had wandered, not unseen by the bard himsdf, 
among the lonely glens of the Doon. Bums was one of the first to teach the world that 
high moral poetry resided in the humblest subjects : whatever he touched became elevated; 
his spirit possessed and inspired the commonest topics, and endowed them with life and 
beauty. 

His songs have all the beauties and but few of them the faults of his poems : they flow 
to the music as readily as if both air and words came into the world together. The 
sentiments arc from nature, they arc rarely strained or forced, and the words dance in 
their places and echo the music in its pastoral sweetness, social glee, or in the tender and 
the moving. He seems always to write with woman s eye upon him : he is gentle, per- 
suasive and impassioned : he appears to watch her looks, and pours out his praise or his 
complaint according to the changeful moods of her mind. He looks on her, too, with a 
sculptor s as well as a poet's eye : to him who works in marble, the diamonds, eme- 
ralds, pearls, and elaborate ornaments of gold, but load and injure the harmony of 
proportion, the grace of form, and divinity of sentiment of liis nymph or his goddess — so 
with Burns the fashion of a lady's bodice, the lustre of her satins, or the sparkle of her 
diamonds, or other finery with which wealth or taste lias loaded lier, are neglected as idle 
frippery ; while her beauty, her form, or her mind, matters which arc of nature, and not of 
fashion, are remembered and praised. He is none of the millinery bards, who deal in 
scented silks, spider-net laces, rare gems, set in rarer workmanship, and who shower dia- 
monds and pearls by the bushel on a lady's locks : he makes bright eyes, flushing cheeks, the 
magic of the tongue, and the “ pulses' maddening play” jjcrform all. 11 is songs are, in 
general, pastoral pictures : he seldom finishes a portrait of female beauty without enclosing 
it in a natural frame- work of waving w'^oods, running streams, the melody of birds, and 
the lights of heaven. Those who desire to feel Burns in all his force, must seek some 
summer glen, when* a country girl searches among his many songs for one which sym- 
pathizes with her own heart, and gives it full utterance, till wood and vale is filled with 
the melody. It is remarkable that the most naturally elegant and truly impassioned 
songs in our literature were written by a ploughman in honour of the rustic lasses 
around him. 

His poetry is all life and energy, and bears the impress of a warm heart and a clear 
understanding ; it abounds with passions and opinions — vivid pictures of rural happines 
and the raptures of successful love, all fresh from nature and observation, and not as they 
are seen through the spectacles of books. The wit of the clouted shoe is there without its 
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coarseness : there is a prodigality of humour without licenfiousness, a pathos ever natural 
and manly, a social joy akin sometimes to sadness, a melancholy not unallied to mirth, 
and a sublime morality which seeks to elevate and soothe. To a love of man he added 
an affection for the flowers of the valley, the fowls of the air, and the beasts of the field : 
he perceived the tie of social sympathy which united animated with unanimated nature, 
and in many of his finest poems most beautifully he has enforced it. Ills thoughts are 
original and his style new and unborrowed : all that he has written is distinguished by a 
happy carelessness, a befUnding elasticity of spirit, and a singular felicity of expression, 
simple yet inimitable ; he is familiar, yet dignified, careless, yet correct, and concise, yet 
clear and full. All this and much more is embodied in the language of humble life — a 
dialect reckoned barbarous by scholars, but which, coming from the lips of inspiration, 
becomes classic and elevated. 

The prose of this great poet has much of the original merit of his verse, but it is seldom 
so natural and so sustained : it abounds with fine outflashings and with a genial warmth 
and vigour, but it is defaced by false ornament and by a constant anxiety to say fine and 
forcible things. He seems not to know that simplicity was as rare and as needful a • 
beauty in prose as in verse ; he covets the pauses of Sterne and the point and antithesis 
of Junius, like one who believes that to write jirosc well he must be over lively, ever 
pointed, and ever smart. Yet the account which ho wrote of himself to Dr. Moore is one 
of the most spirited and natural narratives in the language, and composed in a stylo ' 
remote from the strained and groped-for witticisms and put-on sensibilities of many of his 
letters ; — “ Simple,” as John Wilson says, “ we may well call it ; rich in fancy, over- 
flowing in feeling, and dashed off in every other paragraph with the easy boldness 
of a great master.” 




PREFACE 


(The first edition, printed at Kilmarnock, Julj', 178G, by John Wilson, bore on the title-page thesr simple 
words; — Poems, chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, Itobcrt Burns;” the Ibllowing motto, marked “ Auony' 
inoiis,” but eviilently the poet’s own coinpobilioii, was more ambitious:-— 

** The simple Baid, nnbrokc by rules of art, 

He pours the wild cllusions of the heart: 

And if inspired, ’tis nature’s pow’rs inspire — 

Hers all tlie melting tliiill, and hers the kindling fire.”] 


^ The following trifles uro not the production of the Poet, wlio, with all the advantages of 
learned art, and juudiaps amid the elegancies and idlenesses of upper life, looks down 
‘ for a rural theme with an eye to Tlieocritiis or Virgil. To the author of this, these, and 
other celobratod names tlieir countrymen, are, at least in their original language, a 
fountain shat up, and a booh sealed. Unacquainted with the necessary requisites for com- 
mencing poet by rule, be sings tbe sentiments and manners he felt and saw in himself and his 
^ rustic compeers around him in liis and their native language. T'hoiigh a rhymer from his 
earliest years, at least from the earliest imjmlse of the softer passions, it was not till very 
- lately that the applause, perhaps the partiality, of friendship awakened his vanity so far as 
to make him think any thing of his worth show'ing : and none of the following works were 
composed with a view to the press. To amuse himself with the little creations of Ins own 
faiic}’^, amid the toil and fatigue of a laborious life ; to transcribe tlie various feelings — the 
loves, the griefs, the hopes, tlie fears — in his own breast; to find some kind of eoiinlcrpoise 
to the struggles of a world, always an alien scene, a task uncouth to the poetical mind — 
these were his motives for courting the Muses, and in these he found poetry to be its own 
reward. 

Now that he appears in the public character of an author, he does it with fear and trem- 
bling. So dear is fame to tbe rhyming tribe, that even he, an obscure, nameless Bard, 
shrinks aghast at the thought of being branded as — an impertinent blockhead, obtruding bis 
, nonsense on tbe world ; and, because be can make a shift to jingle a few doggerel Scotch 
i rhymes together, looking upon himself ns a poet of no small consequence, forsooth ! 

I It is an observation of that celebrated poet, Shenstone, whose divine elegies do honour to 
lour language, our nation, and our species, that ‘‘ Ilumifity has depressed many a geniu.s to 
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a hermit, but never raised one to fame !” If any critic catches at the word genius^ the author A 
tells him, once for all, that he certainly looks upon himself as possessed of some poetic abi- 
lities, otherwise his publishing in the manner he has done would be a manoeuvre below the 
worst character, which, he ho])es, his worst enemy will ever give him. But to the genius of a 
Kamsay, or the glorious dawnings of the poor, unfortunate Fergusson, he, with equal unaf- 
fected sincerity, declares, that even in his highest pulse of vanity, he has not the most distant 
pretensions. These two justly-admired Scotch i)octs he has often had in his eye in the follow- 
ing pieces, but rather with a view to kindle at their flame than for servile imitation. 

To his Subscribers, the Author returns his most sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow 
over a counter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the Bard, conscious how much he owes 
to benevolence and friendship for gratifying him, if he deserves it, in that dearest wish of 
every poetic bosom — to he distinguished. He begs his readers, particularly the learned and ^ 
the polite, who may honour him with a perusal, that they will make every allowji»ice for ‘ 
education and circumstances of life; but if, after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, h-^ 
shall stand convicted of dulness and nonsense, let him be done by as he would in that case do 
ly others— let him be condemned, without mercy, to contempt and oblivion. 
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SSI i at c V. 

A DinG£. 

f This is one of the earliest of the poet’s imirdod compositions: It 
tvah wntten tieiore the death of Ins iothert and is called by Gilbert 
UurnSf * a jus'enile priHluctitm.’ To walk iiy a nver while flooded* 
or through a wood on a rough winter day* and hear tiic storm howl* 
iiig among tlie leafless trees, evoltctl the iMict’s thoughts. ** In 
such a season,” he saul, jubt alter a tram of luisfortuncs, 1 com« 
poMid Winter, a Utr/rt'.”] 

The wintry west extends his blast. 

Ami Jiail and rain docs blaw ; 

Or the stormy north sends dri^^Ilg forth 
The blinding sleet and snaw 5 
While tunihliji|<f brown, the bum conics down, 
And roars frac bank to brae , 

And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

** The Bwcopinjy blast, the sky o’ercast,”* 

The joyless winter day 
lict others fear, to me more dear 
Than all the pride of May : 

The tcmpest*s howl, it sooths my soul, 

My jrriefs it seems to join ; 

The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

Thou Pow'er Supreme, whose mighty scheme 
These woes of mine fulfil, 

Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 

Because they are Thy will I 
Then all I wont (O, do thou grant 
This one request of mine !) 

Since to enjoy Thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign ! 


ir. 

THE 

DEATH AND 1> Y 1 N G W O K D S 

OK 

Ipoov iDUatUe, 

THE AUTHOR’S ONLY RET YOWE. 

AN UNCO MOURNKW* TAf.h. 

[Tins tail* is jwrdy true ; the p<K*t’s pot ewe got entanglc'il In her 
tether, and tumbled into a ditch ; tlie face of ludicraub and awkwaid 
wirmw with which tins was related by Hughtx', the henl-boy, amused 
liumssn ninch, who evas on his way to thepb'ugh, that nc iinmetlf. 
atclv composed the {lorni, and rejicatcfl It to liib brother Gilheit when 
they met in the evening ; tiic field where the {hwc held the plough 
and the ditch inhi wliicb poor Alailie fell arc still pointed oiih] * 

As Mailie, an* her lambs tliegither. 

Were aeday nibbling on the tether 
Uijon her cloot she coost a hitch, 

An* owre she warsl’tl in the ditch : 

There, groaning, dying, she did lie. 

When Hughoc^ he cam doytiu by. 

Wi’ glowing e’en an’ lifted haii's. 

Poor Iliigiioe like a statue stan’s ; 

He saw her days were near-hand ended, 

But, wacs my heart ! he could na mend it * 

Ho gaped wide but naething s{>ak — 

At length poor Mailie silence hrak. 

“ Q thou, whose lamentahic face 
Appears to mourn my woefu* case ! 

My dying words attentive hear, 

An’ bear them to my master dear. 

“ Tell him, if e’er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 

O bid him never tie them mair 
Wi’ wicked strings o’ hemp or liair ! 

But ca’ them out to park or hill. 

An* let them wander at their will ; 
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So may hiij flock increase, and grow 
To scores o* liuubs, au’ packs of w(»o’ ! 

“ Tell him he was a master kin’ 

An* ay was gucle to me an' mine ; 

An* now my dying chaige I gic luni, 

My helpless lambs, 1 trust tliem wi* him, 

“ O, bid him save their harmless lives 
Frae dogs, and tods, an* butchers* knives ! 

Ijiit gie them guid cow-iiiilk their fill. 

Till they bo fit to fend theinsel ; 

An* tent tliem duly, e’en an* mom, 

Wi’ teats o’ hay, an’ ripi)S o’ corn. 

“ An* may they never learn the gaets 
Of ither vile, wanrestfu* pets ! 

To slink thro’ slui)s, an’ reave an’ steal 
At stacks o’ peas<», or stocks o’ kail. 

So may they, like their great forbears, 

For moiiiea year come thro' the slieei-s; 

So wives will gie them bits o’ bread. 

An’ bairns greet for them when they’re dead. 

“ My poor toop-lamb, my son an’ heir, 

O, hid him breed him ujj wi’ care ; 

An' if he live to he a beast. 

To pit some bavins in his breast ! 

All’ warn him wbat I winna name, 

To stay content wi’ yowes at hame. 

An’ no to rin an’ wear Ids cloots, 

Like ither mcnselcss, graceless brutes. 

** An’ nicst my yowie, silly thing, 

Glide keep tliee frae a tether string ! 

O, may thou ne’er forgather up 
Wi’ ony hlastit, mooi'hind tooj>, 

But ay keeji mind to inoop an’ mell 
Wi’ sheep o’ credit lUto thysel ! 

“ And now, my bairns, wi* my last breath 
I loa’e iiiy hlessin wi’ you baitli : 

An’ when you think upo’ your mitliei. 

Mind to be kind to ane anither. 

“ Now, honest Hughoc, diniia fail 
To tell my master a* iny tale ; 

An’ bid him burn this cursed tether, 

An’, for thy pains, thou’ sc get my blather.” 

This said, poor Mailic turn’d her head, 

And clos’d her een ainang the dead. 

in. 

53cor i^lailtc's Iclegs 

[Hums, when he calls on the hanis of Avr and Doon to jinn in the 
lament for Mailie, ititiinaat. that lie rcKauishirnaelf as a pocc. HoiKf; 
calls it a very e’et^ant inorsi. 1 : hut cays that it resembles too closely 
**Thc Ewieand the Crool.etl llom," to be admired as ori|final; the 
Shepherd inip,ht have mncnihcrul thnt they both resemble Seaipill's 
** Liie and Death of the Piper of Killjarcham."] 


Gur bardie’s fate is at a close. 

Past a’ remead ; 

1*116 last sad capc-stauc of his woes ; 

Poor Mailic’s dead. 

It’s no the loss o* Avarl’s gear. 

That ccrultl sue bitter draw the tear. 

Or nudv our bardie, dowio, wear 

Th(» niourning weed : 
He’s lost a friend and noelior dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

Thro’ a’ the toun she trotted by him ; 

A lang half-mile she could descry Jiiin ; 

Wi* kindly bleat, when she tlid sjiy iiim, 

Sht‘ ran wi’ speed : 

A'friend mair faithfu* ii(‘'er cam nigh him 
Tlian Mailie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o’ sense, 

Au* could behave hersel wi’ mensc : 

I'll sayH, she nevt‘r brak a fence, 

'J’hro* thiiwi.sli greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spenee 

Sin’ Mai lie’s dead. 

Or, if he M-auders up the howe, 
ll(*r living image in her yowe. 

Comes bleating to him, owre the kiiowe. 

For bits o* bi iwl . 

An’ down the briny pearls rovvo 

For JMailie dead. 

Slie was nac get o’ moorland tips,' 

Wi’ tawted ket, au’ hairy hips; 

For her forbears were brought in sliips 

Frae yout the Twoed 
A bonier floesh ne’er cross’d the clips 

Than Muilie’s dead. 

Wae worth the man wha fij st did shape 
That vile, wanehancie thing — a rape ! 

It inaks guid fellows girn an’ gape, 

Wi* chokiii dread; 

An’ Robin’s bonnet wave wi’ crape. 

For MaiUe dead. 

O, a’ ye bards on bonnic Doon . 

An’ wha on Ayr your chanters tune I 
Come, join the inelancholious croon 

O’ Robin’s reed ! 
nis heart will never get ahoon ! 

Ilis Mailic’s dead ! 


' VAlllA'J lOlJ. 

‘ She was uac get o’ i iiriteil rams, 

\Vi’ w(Mi’ like goats tut’ legs like trains* 
She u as tlie flower o' t an lie lambs* 

A fainouB breed 1 

Now Uobln, grectin, clu‘ws tlie hums 
()’ Mailie dead.’ 


Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 

Wi* saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
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rv, 

?Epis>tU to Dabie, 

A U'iUTUrR PORT. 

rin the siiininur of 17 ^, Hums, uliik .it uurk in re* 

pi'atcsl this Kpistic tu his hrurhei (..illH-it, vrliii waa inuoh plcaMd 
with the perfcirtiiatiu.', wliuh he «in,itl'Usl isjual d not mipmur to 
MiiiK* Ilf Alian l<aiiisa>’s Kpistles, amlMucI it it were pniictxl he liad 
no doubt that it would be well received by ot taste 1 

— Jftiiu n \ I I / /{ I. j 


While winds frae aff I3cri-Loitiond blaw 
And bar tlie doors wi* driving snaw. 

And hiiig ns owre tlio ingle, 

1 set me down to p.tss tlie time, 

And spin a verse or Iwa o* rhyme. 

In bainely w estlin jingle. 

While frosty winds bl.iw in the drift, 
lien to the ehinila lug, 

1 grudge a wee the great folks’ gift, 

'J’hat live sae* bieu an’ snug : 

1 tent less .and want Jess 
'riieir roomy lire-side ; 

Blit banker .and canker 
To see their cursed pride. 

11 . 

It’s luirdly in a body’s power 
To keep, at timt*s, frae being sour, 

’J’o see iiow tilings are sliar’d ; 

JJow best o' ehiels are whiles in naiit, 
Wliile cools on countless thousands rant. 
And Uen na how to wair’t ; 

But Davie, lad, ne’er fash your head, 
T'Jio’ we hue little gear. 

We’re fi'. to win our daily liread, 

As lang’s >ve’rc hale and iicT : 

“ Muir spier na, nor fear na,”' 
Auld age ne’er mind a feg, 

The last o't, the warst oH, 

Is only hut to heg. 

111 . 

To lie in kilns and burns at e’en 
When banes arc craz’d, and bluid is lliin, 
Th, doubtless, great distress ! 

Yet then content could make us blest ; 
Ev’n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste 
O’ truest liapjiiness. 

'J'lie honest heart that's free frae a’ 
Intended fraud or guile, 

IJowevor Fortune kick the ba’, 
lias ay sonu* ca.use to smile : 

And mind still, yen’ll find still, 

A comfort this nae sma’ ; 

Nae mair tJien, we’ll care thc'i, 

Nae farther wo can fa’ 


What tho’, like commoners of air, 

Wo wander out wo know not Avhere, 

But eitlnu* boiiso or hall ? 

Yet nature’s charms, the hills and woods, 
The sweeping vales, and foaming hoods, 
Are free alike to all. 

Ill days when daisies dta-k the ground. 

And blackbirds whistle clear, 

With honest joy our hearts will hound 
To see the coining year: 

On hnies when wc please, then. 
We’ll sit and soAAtb a tune; 

Syne rhyme till’t we 11 time till't, 
And sing 't when Ave hue done. 


It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It’s no ill wealth like Lon ’on bank. 

To purchase peaici* and i (*sl ; 
it's no in makin inuckle mair; 

It's no ill books, it's no in lear, 

'I’o make us truly blest ; 

If haptiiness hae not her seat 
And centre in the breast, 

We may be avIsi^, or rich, or gnail, 

But m*ver can ]»e blest : 

Nae treasurers, nor jihasures, 

Could make us bap])y lang ; 

The heart ay's the ]»art ay 

That mak(*s us j’ight or Avrang. 

VI. 

Think ye, tliat sic as yon and I, 

Wha drudge and drive thru’ wet an’ diy 
Wi’ never-ceasing toil; 

I'liink yc, are aac less blest than they, 
W^lia scarcely tent us in tln'ir Avay, 

As hardly Avorth their a\ bib* ? 

Alas! bow .aft, in haughty mood 
God’s creatures tlioy ojipross! 

Or else, neglecting a’ that’s guid, 

They riot in excess ! 

Baith careless and fe.arless 
Of either heaven oi- hell ! 
b’steeming .and deeming 
Its a’ an idle tale ! 

VII. 

Then let us clieerfu’ acquiesce; 

Nor make our scanty ])leasiiia‘s less, 

By ])ining at oiir state ; 

And, cA’cn should misfortunes (Mnne, 

1, hero Avha sit, h.aenu*t wi’ some. 

All’s tliankfu’ for them yet. 
i 'J’Im'V gic the Avit of .age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursi*!' ; 

Tlu*y make us see the nakeii truth, 

The real guid ami ill. 

' Tho’ losses, ami crosses, 

j Be lessons right sevj re, 

There’s Avit tliere, ye'll get tin le 
Ye’ll find n.io other a\ Jiere, 
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But tent me, Davie, ace o’ hearts ! 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes, 
And flatt’iy I detest,) 

This life has joys for you and I ; 

And joys that riches ne’er could buy : 

And joys the very host. 

There’s a* the pleasures o’ the heart, 

The lover an’ the frien* ; 

Ye hae your Meg your dearest part, 

And 1 my darling Jean ! 

It warms me, it charms me, 

To mention hut her name : 

Jt lieats me, it heets me, 

And sets me a’ on flame ! 

IX. 

O, all yo pow'rs wlio rule ahov(' ! 

O ’rhou, whose very self art love ! 

Tliou know’st my words sincere ! 

Tlie life-blood streaming thro’ my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear ! 

WJien heart-corroding care and grief 
Deprive iny soul of rest, 

Ilor dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 

Thou Being, All-seeing, 

O hear my fervent pray’r ! 

Still take her, and make her 
Tliy most peculiar care ! 

X. 

All hail, ye tender feelings dear ! 

The smile of love, the friendly tear, 

'Phe syinjjathetic glow ! 

Long since, this world’s thorny ways 
Had numbered out my weary d.ays. 

Had it not been for you ! 

Fate still has blest me with a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 

And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender still. 

Tt lightens, it brightens 
Tlic tenebrific scene, 

To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean ! 

XI. 

< ), bow that name insjiires my stjdo ! 
words como skelpin, rank and file, 
Amaist before I ken ! 

The ready measure rius .as fine. 

As rinebiis and the famous Nine 
Were gloAvrin owre my jien. 

^ly s]»aviet Tegasns will limp, 

’Till ance he’s fairly bet ; 

And then be'll hileb, and stilt, and jimp. 
An’ rin an nnco fit : 

But least thou, the* beast then 
Should rue this hasty ride. 

I’ll light now, and dight now 
His sweaty, wizen’d hide. 


V. 

Scconh l£p{$stle to Dabte, 

A dhotheh poet. 

[David Sillar. to whom these epistles are addressed, was at Uiai 
time master of a counciy school, and was w«lccane to Bums both as 
a scholar and a writer of verse. This epistle he prefixed to his poems 
printed at Kilmarnock in the year ]7S!I : he loved to speak of his early 
romrarle, and supplied Walker wdth soma very valuable aiiecdoteA : 
he died one of tlic magistrates of Indnc, on the 2nd of May. KKil). at 
the age of seventy.] 

AULD KIBOK, 

I’m three times doubly o’er your debtor, 

Fo. you auld-furrent, frien 'ly letter ; 

Tlio* I inauii say’t, I doubt ye fiat tor, 

Yc siM'iik sac fair. 

For my puir, silly, rhymin’ (datter 

Bonic less maun sair. 

ITale be your heart, halo he your fiddle ; 

Lang may your elbuek jink and diddle. 

To cheer yon thro’ tlie weary widdlo 
O’ war'ly cares, 

Till bairns’ bairns kindly cuddle 

Your aiild, gray Iiaii*s. 

Blit Davie, lad, I’m red ye’re glaikit ; 

I’m tauld tlie Muse ye bao negleckit ; 

An’ gif it’s sac, ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 

Sic liauns as you sud ne'er be faikot, 

Be baiu’t wlui like. 

For me, I’m on Paniassiis’ brink, 

Hivin’ the words to gar tliem clink ; 

Whyles daez’t wi' love, wliyles daez’t wi’ drink, 
Wi’ jads or masons ; 

An’ whyles, but ay owre latc', I think 

Braw sober lessons. 

Of a’ the thoughtless sons o’ man, 

Common’ me to the Bardie cl.an ; 

Except it be some idle plan 

O’ rhymin’ clink, 

The devil-haet, that I sud ban. 

They ever think. 

Nao thought, nac view, nae scheme o’ livin’, 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin’; 

But just the pouchie put the iiieve in, 

An’ while ought’s there, 
Tlien hiltie skiltic, we g,ae scrievin’. 

An’ fash nao mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it’s aye a treasure. 

My cliief, amaist my only pleasure, 

At hame, a-ficl’, at wark, or leisure, 

The Muse, poor hizzie 1 
The’ rough an’ raploch be her measure, 

She’s seldom hazy. 

Haud to the Muse, my dainty Davie ; 

The worl’ may play you monie a stiavie ; 
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But for the Muse, she’ll never leave ye, 
Tho’ e’er sa puir, 

Na, even tho’ limpin’ wi’ the spavie 

f Frae door to door. 


Wi’ you, myself I gat a fright 

Ayont tiie lough ; 

Ye, like a rash-buss, stood in sight, 

Wi’ waving sough. 


VI. 

to tfie 

** O Prince ! O Chief of many throned Pow’rt 
That led th* embattled Seiaphim to war." 

Miltos. 


['fhe beautiful and relenting spirit in which this fine poem finishes 
jpioved the heart of one of the coldest of our critics. ** It was, I 
pink." says ( lilbert Uums, ** in the winter of 1 7S4, as we were going 
arith carts fur coals to the family fire, and I could yet pednt out the 
Wu^cular spot, that Rolicrt first repeated to me the *• Addrchs to the 
|ml." Ttut idea of the address was suggested to him by running 
arer in his mind the many ludicrous accounts we have of that august 
Snonage."] 


Tiiou ! whatever title suit theo, 
lAuld ITornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 

'^lia in yon cavern grim an* sootie, 

' Closed under hatches 

Ppairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches ! 




Bear me, auld Hangic, for a wee, 

B.n’ let poor damned bodies be ; 

I’m sure sma’ pleasure it can gie, 

E’en to a deil. 

To skelp an’ scaud poor dogs like mo, 
An* hear us squccl ! 


Breat is thy pow’r, an* great tliy fame ; 
Far kend an’ noted is thy name ; 

An’ tho’ yon lowiii heugh’s tliy hamc, 
Thou travels far ; 

An*, faith ! thou’s neither lag nor lame, 
Nor blate nor seaur. 


Whyles, ranging like a roaring lion, 

For prey, a’ holes an’ corners tryin ; 

Whyles on the strong-wing’d tempest flyin, 
Tirlin the kirks ; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin, 

Unseen thou lurks. 

jTve heard my reverend Graunie say, 

In lanoly glens ye like to stray ; 

©r where auld-ruin’d castles, gray, 

Nod to tho moon, 

Ye fright the nightly wand’rer’s way 
Wi* eldritch croon. 

When twilight did my Graunie summon. 

To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bumiiiiii, 
Wi’ eerie drone ; 

Or, rustlin, thro* the boortries comin, 

Wi* heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 

The stars shot down wi* sklentin light. 


The cudgel in my nievo did shake, 

Each bristl’d hair stood like a stoke, 

When wi’ an eldritch, stoor qiiaick — quaick- 
Among the springs, 

Awa ye squatter* d, like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 

Tiet warlocks grim, an* wither’d hags. 

Tell how wi* you, on ragweed nags. 

They skim tho inuirs an* dizzy crags, 

Wi* wicked speed ; 

And in kirk-yards renew their leagues 
Owre howkit dead. 

Thence oountra wives, wi* toil an’ pain. 

May plunge an’ plunge the kim in vain : 

For, oh 1 the yellow treasure’s taen 
By witching skill ; 

An’ dawtit, twal-pint hawlde’s ga^ 

As yell’s the bill. 

Thence mystic knots' mak great atbiisei.;. "r 
On young guidmen, fond, keen, an’ crouse ^ 
When the best wark-liime i’ tlie house, 

By cantrip wit, 

Is instant made no worth a louse, 

J ust at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snowy hoord, 

An’ float the jinglin icy-boord, 

Then water-kelpies haunt the foord. 

By your direction ; 

An* nighted trav’Uers are allur’d 

To their destruction. 

An* aft your moss-traversing spunldes 
Decoy the wight that late an* drunk is. 

The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkeys 
Delude his eyes. 

Till in some miry slough he sunk is. 

Ne’er mair to rise. 

When masons’ mystic word an’ grip 
In storms an’ tempests raise you up. 

Some cock or cat your rage maun stop. 

Or, strange to tell ! 

Tho youngest brother yo wad whip 

Aff straught to hell t 

Lang syne, in Eden’s bonie yard. 

When youthfu* lovers first were pair’d, 

An’ all the soul of love they shar’d. 

The raptur’d hour. 

Sweet on the fragrant, flow’ry sward, 

In shady bow’r : 

Then yon, yc auld, snick-drawing dog ! 

Ye came to Paradise incog. 

An’ play’d on man a cursed brogue, 

(BliCck be your fa’ 1) 

An’ gied the infant warld a shog, 

’Moist ruin’d a’. 
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D'ye mind that day, when in a hlzx, 

Wi' reekit duds, an’ reestit gizz, 

Ye did present your smoutic phiz 

’Maiig better folk, 

An* sklented on the man of Uzz 

Your spitefu’ joke ? 

An* how ye gat him i* your thrall, 

An’ hrak him out o’ house uii’ hall. 

While scabs an* botches did Inm gall, 

Wi’ bitter claw. 

An* lows’d his ill tongu'd, wicked scawl, 

Was warst ava ? 

But a* your doings to rehearse. 

Your wily snares and an* fechtin fierce, 

Sin* that day Michael did you pierce, 

Down to iliis lime, 

Wad ding a’ Lallan tougue, or Krso, 

In prose or rhyme. 

An* now, auld Cloots, I ken ye’re think in, 

A certain Bardie*s ran tin, drinkin, 

Some luckless hour will send him liuklii 
To your black pit ; 

But, faith ! he’ll turn a corner jinkiu, 

An’ cheat you yeU 

But, faro you weel, auld Nickio-ben ! 

O wad ye tak n thought an* men* ! 

Ye aiblins might — 1 dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake — 

I*m wae to tliiuk upo* yon den, 

Ev’n for your sake ! 

VII, 

THE AULD EARMEJUS 

NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION TO HIS 

iiliiHi i«arc iWlaggir, 

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED R11»P OF CORN 
TO HANSEL IN THE NEW YEAR. 

[** Whenever Btims hasnecasiem/’ says Hogg, ** tnacldrcss or men- 
tion any subordinate being, however mean, even a mouse or a flower, 
then tiicre is a gentle pathos in It that awakens the finest feelings 
nf the heart.” The Auld Farmer of Kyle has the spirit of a knight- 
errant, and loves his mare according to the rules of chivalry; and 
well he might : she earned him safely home from markets, triumph- 
antly from wedding-brooses; she plouglied the stiflTestland ; facc<l the 
Steeliest brae, and, moreover, bore home his bonnie bride wltli Avub- 
sciousness of thelcivebxiess of the load.J 

A QUID New'-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 
llae, there’s a rip to thy auld baggie : 

Tho’ thou’s liowe-backit, now, an* knaggie, 
l*ve seen the day 

Thou could hae gaeu like onie staggie 
Out-owre the lay. 

Tho* now thou*s dowie, stiff, an" crazy, 

All* thy auld hide as white*s a daisy, 
l*ve seen thee dappl*t, sleek, and gMzie, 

A bonny gray : 

He should been tight that daur*t to raize thee 
Ance in a day. 


Thou ance was i’ the foremost rank, 

A filly, buirdly, steeve, an* swank, 

An* set wool down a shapely shank, 

As e’er tread yird ; 

An* could hae fiowu out-owre a stank , 

Like ouy bird. 

It’s now some nino-aii ’-twenty year, 

Sin* thou was my guid-father’s Meere; 

He gied me thee, o’ tooiuir clear, 

An* fifty mark ; 

Tho’ it was sma*, *twas wool-won gear, 

All* thou was stark. 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 

Ye then was trottin wi’ your niinnie: 

Tho* ye was trickie, sloe, an* funny. 

Ye ne’er wiis deusie ; 

But hamely, tawie, quiet an’ caiinie. 

An* unco soiisie. 

'riiat day, ye pranc’d wi’ mucklc pridi*, 
When ye bare hamo my bonny bridt: ; 

An* sweet an’ griuscfu' she did ride, 

Wi’ maiden air 1 
Kyle-Slowart I could bragged widfj. 

For sic a pair. 

Tho’ now yc dow but hoyte and hoble, 

An* wintlo like a sauinoiit-coblo, 

That day, ye wjxs a Jinker noble, 

For heels an’ win’ ! 

An* ran thoiii till they a’ did waubh*, 

Far, far, boilin' ! 

Wlicn thou ail' I won' young an* skeigh, 

An’ stabh'-ineals at fairs were dreigh. 

How thou wad prance, an’ snore, an* skn'ii;h, 
An’ tfik the road I 
Town's-bodies ran, an’ stood abeigh, 

An' ea’t thee mad, 

Wlieii thou was eorn’t, an* I was mellow, 
Wc took the road ay like a swsillow : 

At Brooses tiiou had ne’er a fellow, 

For j)ith an* speed ; 

But ev'ry tail thou pay’t them hollow, 

Whare’er thou ga^. 

The sma’, droop-rum jil't, hunter cattle. 
Might aiblins waur’t tliee for a brattle ; 

But sax Scotch miles thou try’t tluur luetth*, 
An’ gar’t them ivhaizle : 
Nae whqi nor synir, but just a wattle 
O* saugh or liazle. 

Thou was a nobhi fittie-lan*, 

As e’er in tug or tow was drawn . 

Aft tliec an* 1, iu aught hours gaun, 

In giiid March-weatlior, 
Ilac turn’d sax rood beside our han*, 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg’t, an* fetch’t, an* fliskit, 
But tliy auld tail thou wad hae wliiskit, 
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An* spread abreed thy weel-fill'd brisket, 

Wi* pith an’ pow’r, 

’TiU spritty knowes wad rair’t and risket, 

• An’ slypet owre, 

Wlinn frosts lay lanp;, an’ snaws were deep, 

An’ threaten’d labour bac;k to keep, 

1 gied tliy cog a wee-bit heap 

* Aboou the timmer ; 

J ken’d my Maggie wad ria sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

I ri cart or car thou never reestit ; 

The steyest biiio thou wad hae fac’t it ; 

'J'liou never lap, an’ sten’t, an’ breastit, 

I’hen stood to blaw ; 
lint just thy step a wee thing hastit, 

Thou snoov’t awa. 

Aly plough is now thy baim-time a* ; 

J^'our gallant brutes as e’er did draw ; 

I'orbyc sax mac, I’ve sell’t awa, 

That thou liast nurst : 

Tlicy drew me thretteen pund an’ twa, 

The vera worst. 

AFonic a sair daurk we twa hae wrought, 

All’ wi’ the weary warl’ fought ! 

All’ monio an anxious day, I thought 
We wad be beat ! 

Yet hero to crazy age we’re brought, 

Wi* something yet. 

And tliink na, my auld, trusty servan’, 

'J'liat now perhaps tliou’s less deservin. 

An’ thy auld days may c?nd in starviii, 

For iny last fow, 

A licapit stimpart. I’ll reserve ane 
Laid by for you. 

We’ve worn to crazy years thegither ; 

We’ll toy to about wi’ ane anither ; 

Wi’ tentie care I’ll flit thy tetlier, 

To some haiii’d rig, 

Wliare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi’ siiia’ fatigue. 

VITI. 

^0 a ?i?aggCjS. 

[The vehemenf nadnmility nf tliis poem ia but a amall part of its 
mont. Tiie haggis of the north ia the mlnccil pie of the south | 
b«ith are characteristic of the people ; the ingredients which ctimpnse 
the former are all ot Scottish giowih, including the liag which con- 
tains them: the ingredients of the latter are gathered chiefly from 
tile four quarters of tlie globe : the haggis is the triumph of poverty, 
the minced pie the triumph of wealtli.J 

Fair fa’ your honest, sonsie face, 

(Ireat chieftain o’ the puddin-race ! 

Aboon tliem a’ ye tak your place, 

Paiiich, tripe, or thairm s 
Weel are ye wordy o’ a grace 

As lang’s my arm. 


The groaning trencher there ye fill, ' 

Your hurdius like a distant hill, 

Your pin wad help to mend a mill 
In time o’ need, 

While thro’ your pores the dews distil > 

Like amber bead. \ 

His knife see rustic-labour dight, \ 

An’ cut you up wi’ ready slight, \ 

Trenching your gushing entrails bright 
Like onic ditcli ; 

And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich ! 

Then liorn for horn they stretch an* strive, 

Doil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 

’Till a’ their woel-swaird kytes belyve 

Arc bent like drums ; 

Hien auld Guidmaii, maist like to rive, 
Uethankit hums. 

Is there that o’er liis French ragout. 

Or olio that wad staw a sow, 

Or fricassee wad mak her spew 

Wi’ perfect sconner, 

Looks down wi’ sneering, scornfu’ view 
On sic a dinner ? 

Poor devil I see him owre his trash, 

As feckless as a wither’d rash. 

His sx>indlc shank a guid whip-lash, 

His nievo a nit ; 

Thro’ bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 

Put mark the rustic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling eartli resounds his tread, 

Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 

lie’ll mak it wliissle ; 

An’ legs, an’ arms, an’ heads will sned, 

Like taps o’ thrissle. 

Ye pow’rs wlia mak mankind your care. 

And dish them out their bill o’ fare, 

Auld Scotland wants nae skinkiiig ware 
That janps in higgles ; 

But, if ye wish her gratefu’ pray’r, 

Gie licr a Haggis ! 


IX. 

^ IPraset. 

URDER THE PRESSURE OF VIOEEKT ANGUISH. 

There was a certain period of my lifie,’' says Bums, ** that my 
aidrit was broke by repeated losses and dieters, which threatened 
and indeed effected the ruin of my fortune. My body, too, was at- 
tacked by that most dreadful distemper, a hypochondria, or con- 
firmed melancholy. In this wretched state, the recollecticm of 
which makes me yet shudder, 1 hung my harp on the willow, 
trees, except in some lucid intervals, in one of which I composed the 
follow^,"] 

O Thou Great Being ! what Thou art 
Surpasses me to know : 

Yet sure 1 am, that known to Thee 
Are all Thy works below. 
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Thy crcaturo here before Thee stands. 
All wretched and distrest ; 

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Obey Thy high behest. 

Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act 
From cimelty or wrath ! 

O, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if 1 must afflicted be, 

To suit some wise design ; 

Then, man my soul with firm resolves 
To bear and not repine ! 


X. 

a ]lJra|icr 

IN THE PUOSPECT OF DEATH. 

[I have heard the third verse of this very moving Prayer quntisl b\ 
scrupulous men as a proof that the imicc imputed his errors to the 
Dcingwho had cndnircd him tvitli wilu and unruly iiasslons. The 
mooning Is very diffcrviit: Burns felt the torrcnt-streiigt)! of passion 
overpowering his resolution, and trusted that Hod would be meici- 
ful CO the emirs of one on wliom he had bestowed sucli o’cnna&tering 
UPfta.] 

O THOU unknown, Almighty Cause 
Of all my hope and fear ! 

In whose dread presence, ere an hour 
Ferliaps I must appear ! 

If I have wander'd in those paths 
Of lile I ought to slum ; 

As something, loudly, in my breast, 
Bemonstrates I have done ; 

Thou know’st that Thou hast formed me, 

With passions wild and strong ; 

And list'niug to their witcliing voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where human weakness has come short, 

Or frailty stept aside. 

Do Thou, All-Good ! for such thou art, 

In shades of doi’kncss hide. 

Wliere with intention I have err’d. 

No other plea I have. 

But, Thou art good ; and goodness still 
Dclighteth to forgive. 

XI. 

Stania^ 

ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

fTheae verses the pnet, In his cnmninn-place book, calls ** Misgiv- 
ings in the Hour of Despondency and Prospect of Death.” He else* 
where says they were composed whcnfaintlag-fits and other alarm- 
ing symptoms of a pleurisy, or some other dangerous disorder, lim 
put nature on the alum.] 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ? 
Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? 


Some drops of joy with dianghts of ill between • 
Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing 
storms : 

Is it departing pangs my soul alapms ? 

Or Death’s uulovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, niy terrors artPiu arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 

And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would Isay, “ Forgive my foul oftbnee!”' 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 

But, should my Author health again dispense, 
Again I might desert fair virtue's way : 
Again iu folly’s path might go astray ; 

Again exalt the hrute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for lieavenly mercy jnny, 
Wlio act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Wlio sin so oft have mourn’d, yet to temptation 
ran ? 

O Thou, great Governor of all below ! 

If 1 may dare a lifted eye to I'hee, 

Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 
Or still the tumult of the riiging sea : 

With that controlling pow’r assist ev'n mo, 
Tho.so headlong furious passions to confine; 
For all unfit I feel my i)Ow'rs to ho. 

To rule their torrent in th’ allowed line ; 

O, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine ! 

xir. 

a minux Xigtit. 

•* Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are 
Tliathidnihepc'ltingof the ituiless storm ' 

How shall your liouselcRs heads and unfed sides. 

Your looped and windi>w’'d nuf^cdacss dcteitd yim. 

Prom seasons sueh as thebe ?" 

Shaksi'kmik 

f This poem,” sa> s my fnend TlinmasCarlvIe, “ is worth several 
homilies on mercy, fur it is the voice ol Merey herself. Burns, in- 
deed, Ines in sym]Hir]iy ■ liis soul rushes forth into all the realms of 
being : nothing that has existence can be indifferent to 

When biting Boreas, fell and dourc, 

Sbarii sliivcrs thro’ the leafless how’r ; 

When Pliuihus gies a short-liv’d glow’r 

Far south the lift, 

Dim-darkcnlug through tlie flaky showV, 

Or whirling drift: 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 

Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 

Wliile bums, wi’ snawy uTccths up-choked. 
Wild-eddying swirl. 

Or through the mining outlet hocked, 

Down headlong liurl. 

Listening, the doors an* winnocks rattle, 

I thought me on the ourie cattle, 

Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O’ winter war. 

And through the drift, deep-lairing sprattle 
Beneath a si:ar. 
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r.lc liaj)t>in|r biril, holpl(‘ss 

in tlio merry iiioiitlis o'spriii^Tj 
|;(‘l)ghtetKme to Jieav tliee sin»^, 

Wluit conics o’ I lice? 

W'liarc wilt thou cow’r tliy cliillcriii^f " hej;. 

All’ clohc tliy c'e':* 

V’v'n you on murd viu" errands toilM. 

Ijinu' troiii ycmr saviijije lioiiies exih'd, 

I’lic blood-stained roost, ainl sli(*i‘[>-eoti‘ sj»(»fic d 
jNly lieart for^t'f.'*, 

Wliile pitiless the teni]>est wild 

Sort! on yon lit' . is. 

Now PlKe!)e, in her inidiii^lit rei^ni, 
i>,'il\ iiiwlUetl, view'ed the dreary plahi ; 

Still evow’din^ 1 lioii gilts, a pen .ive 

Hose ill Hit >ouL 

When on iny ear tins pl.nnti\e stral*i 

Slow', soleniji, stole : — 


I 'd satisfied k(*en nature’s cKiinoi tats call. 
Stretched on his straw he lays hiniselfto 
bleep, 

While through the ragged roof and chinky 
wall. 

Chill o'er his slumbers piles the drifty 
heap ! 

Think oil the dungeon’s grim confine, 
Where guilt and poor mislorfune psne I 
(iiiilt, erring man, r(‘leiitiiig \iew J 
Ih t sh.ill thy legal rag (* pursue 
The wi'etcli, already crushed low 
l>y cruel Ibrtiine’s iiiuh'servial blow ' 
Aiilietion’s sons are brothers in distress, 
A brother to relieve, Iu»w ex<piisite tliO 
bliss 

1 heard nae inair, for Cliaiitiia* 

Shook off the iionthery snaw. 

And hailed the morning wdth a diet* - 
A eottage-rousing craw ! 


“ Tllow', blow, yi* w’inds, \»ith heavua- gust ! 
And fietv.e, thou bitten -Istiiig fro.'^t ; 

1 )esia‘iid, 3 <‘ chilly, siiiollienng snows ! 

Koi all }our rage, asuow’ united, shows 
"Moie hard iinkiiidm'ss, iinreleiituig, 
Vengeful maliet' unreiieiiting, 

'J'luiii lieaYtMi-llluiniiK^d man on brother liiaii 
bestows ; 

JSee st('rn ojij'Vi'sf-'on’B ix'U grip. 

Or ina<l ambitions’ gory hand, 
fc^eiidiiig, like blood-hounds from tlie sli]>, 

Woe, want, and murder o’l'r a land ! 

Kveii in t!u‘ )w\weful rural vale, 

'I’nilh, we< t»iug, fells tin* mouinfnl tale. 

How pamjier’il luxury, Hatteiyby her hide, 

'I'iie paiasite t'lujioisonnig lu'r eai, 

N\ itii .ill tlu“ senile wn'tches in tJie r(‘.ij‘, 
Looks o'ei proud ])ro]K‘rty, extt iid* d wide ; 

And eyes the siiiij)h‘ rustle iiind, 

Whoso tod upiiolds the gbtteriiig shovs, 

A creature of auotlu'r kiiul. 

Souk* coarser substance, nnreJni d, 

Placed for her h/i'dly use thus tar, tliiis vile, 
helow'. 

Whore, w’liere is love’s fond, tender throe. 
With lordly honour’s lofty browg 
'I'he powers you proudly own ? 

Is tlu‘re, beneath love’s noble name, 

C’.iii harbour, dark the selfish aim, 

'I’o bless himself alone ! 

Mark niaidoii innocence a prey 
'I’o love-pretending siiaies, 

'riiis boasted honour turns iiw'ay, 

Muiniiiiig soft pity’s risingsway, 
lb‘g.ir<lU‘ss of the tears and unavailing pvayei-s ! 
Jk‘rlia]»s this Jiour, in misery's scpialid nest, 
SJje strains your infant to her joyless breast, 
Aud with a mother’s fears shrinks at tlie rock- 
ing blast ! 

Oh ye ! wdio, sunk in beds of doAVii, 
bVid not a want but what yourselves create, 
I'liiiik, for a moment, i>n his wM'tclied fate, 
W'hoiii friends and fortune quite disoivn ! 


Hut d«‘ep tills truth iiupri'sscd luy mind 
Through all liis works .ibroail, 

The I lean ''’‘d kind 

'riie most r on. 


XIll. 
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Oi’ all the numerous ills tliat luo t olij* pt‘;ico, 
TJiat press the soul, or wring the juindw’ilh 
anguish, 

Beyond comparison the worst are those 
That to on I* folly or our guilt wi‘ owf. 

In every other circumstance, the mind, 

Has this to buy, ‘ It w\is no deed of mine 
But when to all the evil of misfortune 
This sting is added — ‘ Blame thy foolish stdf !’ 
Or worser far, the pangs of keen remorse ; 

The lor taring, gnawing coiihciousiiess of guilt, — 
Of guilt, perhaps, where we’ve involved otliers; 
The y«»uiig, the iiinoeent, who loudly lov’d us, 
Nay, more, that very love tlieir Cituse ol' ruin ! 
O burning hell ! in all thy store of torments, 
TJier<*’s not a keener lash ! 

LiAcs there a man so film, who, wliile his Iieaxt 
I'eelsall the bitter horrors of his crime, 

Can reason down its agonizing throbs ; 

And, after }>voper purpose of umendmeut, 
i Can iinnly force liis jarring thoughts to peace i 
i O, luqipy ! hapi>y ! enviable man ! 

( > gloi imts znaguuuimity of soul ! 



to 
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XIV. 

A CANTATA. 

fThig Inlinitabl poem, unkfown to (.urrip and unheard nf while | 
the poet livt'd, was first given t» thewnrld. witii other eliametens- 
lic jdeeet. b\ Mr. >vte\vai t of Clasgnw', in the yrar IHOl. Some have 
lurmised that it is not tlie work of I turns; liut the juircntafce i*. rer- 
cain : the original manuSiTipt at tin- titne of ith uitii|i<>sition. in 
was put into the liands of Mr. llu-limond ot M.iuelilinci and atter- 
wards given bt Hums himself to Mr. Wood burn, factor ol tlic laird 
of (Jraigen'4;illan . riie song of “ Kor a’ that, and a’ tliat" was in.srrted 
by the poet, with ins name, in the .Uf/Anv// jl/fiJfcwm of Kehniai v, 
C’romck admired, yet did not, Ironi ovcrniling adviec, print it 
in the RetUjveJit ior whieh he i\ as sharply eensured by Sir .t alter 
Scott, in tlic t^uarterlit Rrrhtv. 'rheseeoeot the |Kierii is iii Maueli- 
line, where Potisie Naiisie had htT change h()u.se. Only one oipy in the 
hand-writing of Burns is supposed to exist; and of it a very accu- 
rate fac-simile has been given.] 

RIXITATIVO. 

When lyart loaws Lcstrow tlic jinl. 

Or wavering like tlie bnuckio-binl, 

Jiedim cuuld IJoroas* blast ; 

When liailst.'inos drive avP bitter skjte 
And infant frosts b('gin to bite, 

111 hoary cranreucli drest ; 

Ae night at e’en a iTiei*ry core 
O* I’iindio, gangrcl bodies, 

In Poosie-Nansie’s bold the spli re. 

To drink their oira daddies : 

Wi’ quaftiiig and laughing, 

They ranted an’ tliey sang ; 

WP jumping and thump. ng, 

The vera girdle rang. 

First, neist the fire, in auld red rags, 

Ane sat, wcol brac'd wi’ mealy bagi?, 

And knapsack a’ in order ; 

His doxy lay within his arm, 

Wi’ usqiiehao an’ blankets warm — 

She bliiiket on h<*r sotlgcr : 

An’ ay he gies the tozie drab 
The tither skelpin’ kis.s, 

While she held iiji her greedy gab 
Just like an aumuus dish. 

Ilk smack still, d'<i eriick still, 

Jibst like a cadg(»r’s whip, 

Then staggering a,nd swaggering 
He roar’d this ditty up — 


Tune — “ Soldiers" Jot/.” 

I AM a son of Mars, 

Who have been in many wars, 

And show my cuts and scars 
Wherever t come ; 

This here was for a wench. 

And tliat other in a trc^nch. 

When welcoming the French 

At the sound of the drum. 

Lai de dandle, &c. 

My 'prenticeship 1 past 
Vl^ere my leader breath'd his last. 


'When the bloody die was cast 

On the heights of Abram; 

I served out iny trade 

When tlie gallant g.inie was phiy’d. 

And the Moro low Avas laid 

At the sound of the drum, 

Lai do daudle, Ac. 

I lastly was wdtli Curtis, 

Among the floating batt’rics. 

And there I left for witness 
An arm and .a limb ; 

Yet let iny c*oiintry need me. 

With Elliot to head me, 

I’d clatter on my stumps 

At the sound of a drum. 

Lai do dautlle, 

And now tho’ 1 must beg, 

Witli a wood(‘n arm and log, 

And many a tatter’d rag 

Hanging over iny bum. 

I’m as happy -with rny Avallet, 

IMy bottle and my callot, 

As when I used in scarlet 
To follow a drum. 

Lai de daudle, 

Wh.it tho’ with hoary iot ks 
I must stand the winter shocks; 
Beneath the woods and rocks 
Oftentimes for a home, 

Wlum the totlier bag 1 sell, 

And the totber bottle tell, 

I could meet a troop of liell, 

At the sound of a drum. 

Lai de daudle, At*. 


RECITATIVO. 

lie ended ; and kchars siieiik, 

Ahooii tile chorus roar ; 

Wliile frighted rations liackA^ard leul 
And seek tlie benniost bore; 

A fairy fiddler frao tho nemk, 

He skirl'd out — encore ! 

But up arose the martial Chuc;k, 

And laid the loud uproar. 

AIR. 

Tune ‘ Soldier Laddie-’^* 

J ONCE was a maid, tho’ I cannot tell Avlien, 

And still iny delight is in proper young nu n ; 

Some one of a troop of dragoons was my dadili 

No Avoiider I’m fond of a sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de dal, &o* 

Tho first of niy loves was a swaggering blade, 

To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 

His leg was so tight, and his cheek was 
ruddy, 

Transpo»^ed I was witli iny sodger laddie. 

Sing, L^ de dai. Ao. 
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i^ut the godly old chaplain left him in the 
iiircli, 

I'he sword * forsook for the sake of the church ; 
Jijl‘ ventur’d the soul, and 1 risk’d the body, 

’Twas then I prov’d false to my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de dal, &c. 

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctiiied sot. 

The regiment at largo for a husband I got ; 

From the gilded spontoon to the file I was 
ready, 

I asked no more but a sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de dal, &c. 

Hut the peace it reduc’d me to beg in despair, 

'rill I met my old boy in a Cunuingham fair ; 
llis rags rogiineiital they flutter'd so gaudy, 
jMy heart it rejoic'd at my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai do dal, 6lc. 

And now I have liv’d — 1 know not how long, 

A ud still 1 can join in a cuxi or a song ; 

Hut whilst with both hands 1 can hold the glass 
steady. 

Here’s to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie. 

Sing, LaL de dal, &.c. 

RECITATIVO. 

Tool' Merry Andrew in the neuk, 

Sat guzziUiig wi’ a tinkler hizzie ; 

They mind’t na w’ha the chorus tcuk, 

Hetwccii l.homselves tliey were sue busy : 

At length wi’ drink and courting dizzy 
He stoiterod up an’ made a fiice ; 

'J’hen turn'd, an’ laid a smack on Grizzie, 

Syne tun’d his pixies wi’ grave grimace. 

AIR. 

Tune — “ Atild Sir 

Sir Wisdom’s a fool when he’s fou. 

Sir Knave is a fool in a session ; 

I !e’s there but a ’xirentice I trow, 

But I am a fool by profession. 

My grannie she bought mo a bcuk. 

And T held awa to the school; 

I fear I my talent niistcuk, 

Hut what will ye hae of a fool ? 

For drink I would venture my neck, 

A hizzie’s the half o’ my ciuft. 

Hut what could ye other expect, 

Of aiie that’s avowedly daft ? 

I ance was ty’d up like a stirk. 

For civilly swearing and quaffing | 

1 unce was abused in the Idrk, 

For touzling a lass i’ my daffin. 

Poor Andrew tliat tumbles for sx)ort, 

Let naebody name wi* a jeer ; 

There’s ov’n I’m tauld i* the court 

A tumbler ea’d the iircmier. i 


Observ’d ye, yon reverend lad 
Maks faces to tickle the mob ; 

He rails at our mountebank squad. 

Its rivalship just i* the job. 

And now my conclusion I’ll tell, 

For faith I’m confoundedly dry ; 
The cliiel that’s a fool for himsel*, 
Gude L — d ! he’s far dafter than I. 


RECITATIVO. 

Then neist outspak a raucle carlin, 

Wha keut fu’ weel to eleek the sterling. 
For monie a pursie she had hooked, 

And had in mouy a well been ducked. 
Her dove bad been a Highland laddie, 
Hnt weary fa’ the waefu* woodic ! 

Wi’ sighs and sobs she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlaiidman. 

AIR. 

Tune — “ O an ye were dead, guidntan*' 

A Highland lad my love was bora, 
llic Ijalland laws be held in scorn ; 

But lie still was faitbfu’ to bis (*lan, 

My gallant braw John lligbliiiidmau. 


CilUUUS. 

Sing, hey my braw John llighlandman ! 

Sing, ho my braw John Higbluiidman I 
There’s not u lad in a’ the Ian’ 

Was matidi for my John llighlandman. 

With his philibeg an’ tartan i>1aid, 

An’ gude claymore down by bis side, 

The ladies hearts be did trepan, 

My gallant braw John Higlilandmaii. 

Sing, hey, &c. 

Wo ranged a’ from Tweed to Spey, 

An’ liv’d like lords and ladies gay ; 

For a Lallaud face he feared none. 

My gallant braw John llighlandman. 

Sing, hey, &c. 

They banished him beyond the soa. 

But ere the bud was on the tree, 

Adown my clieeks the pearls ran. 

Embracing my John llighlandman. 

Sing, hey, &c. 

But, och ! they catch’d him at tho last, 

And bound him in a dungeon fast ; 

My curse upon them every one. 

They’ve bang’d my hraw John Highlaiulinan 
Sing, hey, &c. 

And now a widow, 1 must mourn, 

The pleasures tliat will ne'er return 
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No comfort but a hearty can, 

When 1 think on Jolin JlighlaiiflinaTi. 

Sing, hey, &c*. 

RECITATIVO, 

A pigmy scraper, wi’ his fiddle, 

Wha us'd at ti-ysts and fairs to driddle. 

Her strappaii limb and gaiisj' niid<lle, 

lie ivaehM naliii*her. 
Had lioPd his hear tie like a riddle. 

An’ blawn’t on five. 

Wi’ hand on hainch, an’ upward o’e, 
lie croon’d his gaiiint, one, two, three, 

TJien in an Arioso key, 

TIjo wee Apollo 
Sot off wi‘ Allegretto gh ‘0 

Jlis giga solo. 


Tune — “ Whistle o'er the lar>e o' t.' 

L('t me rjd^e np to dight that tear, 

\nd go wi’ me and be my dear. 

And then your ev<*ry care and fear 
May M’histlc ovnre the lave o'U 


I am a fiddler to my trade, 

An’ a’ the tunes th«tt e’er I play’d, 

The sweetest still to wife or maid. 

Was whistle ow're the lave o’t. 

At kirns and weddings we’se be llicre. 
And < ) ! sae nicely ’s wo will fare ; 
bouse about till Daddio (’are 
Sings whistle owrc the lave o't. 

I am, &e. 

Rac merrily tlie banes we’ll pyke, 

And sun onrsells about tlui dyke, 

And at our leisure, when ye like, 

We II whistle owre the lave o’t. 

I am, &c. 

But bless mo wi’ your heav’n o’ charms 
And wliih; I kitth^ hair on thairms, 

IJ linger, eauld, and a’ sic harms, 

May wliistle owre the lave o’t. 

1 am, &c. 

ttECITATIVO, 

Her charms hail stmek a sturdy caird. 
As weel as poor gut-scraper ; 

He taks the fiddler by tlie beard, 

And draws a roosty rapier — 

He swoor by a’ was swearing worth, 

To speet him like a pliver, 

VTiilt'Ss he wad from that time forth 
Uelinquish her for ever. 


I Wi’ ghastly e’e, poor tweedle-deo 
1 Upon his hunkers bended, 

And pray'd for grace \i'i’ niofu’ face. 

And sue the quarrel ended. ^ 

But tho’ Ills little heart did grieve 
Wlieii round tho tinkler prest her, 

Ht* feign’d to snirtle in his sleeve, 

When thus the caird address’d her; 

Ain. 

Tune — Chut the Caudron.'*' 

My bonny lass, T work in brass, 

A tinkler is my station : 

I’ve travell’d round all Christian ground 
In tills iny oi^upation : 

I’ve ta<‘n the gold, an’ b^'en enrolled 
III many a noble squadron : 

Blit vain tiiey sesireh’d, ulieii off! marehM 
I’o go and clout the caudvon. 

I’ve taen the gold, «V 

Desjuso that shrimp, that wither’d im]i, 

Wi' a’ Jlis noise and caiirin, 

And tak a share wi’ those that hear 
The budget and tin' apron. 

And by that stoii]>, my faith and houj>, 

An’ liy that dear Kilbaigie,' 

If e’er ye want, or inei't wi scant, 

ISIay 1 ne’er weet my craigie. 

An’ by that stciip, is 

IIECITATIVO. 

The caird prevail’d — th’ unblushing fair 
In his embraces sunk, 

BariJy wi’ love o'ercomi' sac* Pair, 

All’ partly slie was drunk. 

! Sir Violiiio, with an air 

That show'd a lUiin of spunk, 

Wish’d unison betwei'ii the jiair, 

An’ made the bottle clunk 

To their heallh that night. 

but nrehin Cupid shot a shaft, 

That play’d a dame a sluivie, 

A sailor rak’d her fore and aft, 

Behint the chicken cavie. 

Her lord, a wight o’ Homer’s craft, 

Tho’ limping wi’ the spavie, 

I Ho hirid’d np, and lap like daft. 

And shor’d them Dainty Davie 

O boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blfule 
As ever Bacchu.s listed, 

Tho’ Fortune sair upon him laid. 

His heart she ever miss’d it. 

He had nac wish but — to be glad, 

Nor want but — wlien lie thirsted ; 

He liated nought but — to bo sad. 

And thus the Muse suggested 

His sang that night. 


* A pel ziUMT (.<11 1 il 'Vtiiiihrjr 
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Ain. 


Tunc — “ For o’ that^ an a that,*' 

1 ijin a l)av<l of no ropjard, 

Wi* gentle folks, an’ a’ that : 

Sint Tloin(‘r-liko, tlieglowran hyke, 

Frac town to town I draw 


CHORUS. 

FoT a' that, an’ a’ that, 

, An’ tAvico as inucklo’s a’ that ; 

I've lost but ano. I've twa bellin’, 

I’ve wife enough for a’ that. 

1 iK'ver drank tTio "Muses’ stank, 
(^nstalia’s burn, an’ a’ that ; 

But tlu'vo it streams, and ricbly reams, 
My Helicon lea’ that. 

For a’ thnt, Ac. 

Cn'Jit love I bear to a’ the f.iir, 

Tlieir humbh* slave, an’ a’ tli.it ; 

Blit lordly will,! hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw t li.it. 

For a’ that, Ac. 

Jii r.iptnres sweet, this hour w<' meet, 

\Vi' mutual love, an a’ that; 

But for lioAv hiiig the tlie may st.mg, 

Lot iiielination law that. 

For a’ that, Ac. 

TIkmt* tricks and craft have put me daft, 
'I'liey’ve tsi’iui mo in, and a’ that ; 

Blit cli’aryour decks, .and here’s the sex f 
J like tlie jads for a’ that. 


ciionus. 

For .l’ that, an’ a’ that. 

An’ twiei'.is muckle’s a’ that; 

My dt*arest bluid, to do them guid. 

They’re welcome till’t for a’ that. 

RECITATIVO. 

fio sung the liard - -and Nansie’s wa’s 

Shook with a thunder of applause, 
lle-echo’d from each mouth: 

■^riiey toom’d their pocks, an’ pawn’d their 
duds, 

'J'liey scarcely left to co’or their fuds. 

To quench their loAvan drouth. 

Then owre again, tlio jovial tlirang, 

Tlie poet did request. 

To loose liis j)ack an’ avjiIc a sang, 

A ballad o’ the best ; 

IJo rising, rejoicing. 

Between his twa Deborahs 
Looks round liiin, an’ found them 
1 inpatient for the chorus. 


AIR. 

Tune — Jolly Mortals, fill your Glasses.'** 
See ! the smoking bowl before us, 
Mark our jovial ragged ring ! 

Hound and round take up the chorus. 
And in raptures let ns sing. 

CHORUS. 

A fig for those Viy law protected ! 

Liberty’s a glorious feast! 

Courts for cowards wore erected, 
Churches built to please the priest. 

What is title ? what is tro.asure ? 

What is reputation’s care ? 

If "wc leail .*i life of pleasure, , 

*Tis no m.'itter hoAV or where ! 

A fig, Ac. 

With the n'july trick and fahlo, 

Bound we waudor all the day; 

And at night, in barn or stable, 

Hug our doxies on the hay. 

A Hg, Ac. 

Does the train-attended carriage 
Througli the country lightiu* rove ® 
Does the sober bed of mairiage 
Witness brighter sci*nes ol’ love ? 

A fig, Ac. 

Life is all a varionnn, 

We Togaj'd not bow it goes ; 

• Let them cant alxnit rlucoriim 

I Who Inivo character.s to lose, 

j A fig, Ae. 

Here’s to budgets, bags, and w.allets ! 

Here's to .all the wandering train ! 
Here’s our ragged brats and callcts ! 

; One and all cry out — Auk'u ! 

A fig for those by law protected ! 

I Liberty’s a glorious feast ! 

i Courts for cowards wore crectial, 

i Churches built to please the priest. 


XV. 

Hcatl) Kith I:r. ?i?orntook, 

A TRUE STORY. 

r John \Vils»)ii, rfiiNcd to tlie iiiiVTOlcome elevation of Lero to this 
poem, M'as, aitlietinu'nf its composition, Kch«H>linn..ter in 'rarboltmi: 
he was, if iv s.tvJ, .i l.iir m liol/ir, and a very worth \ in.in, hut i am of 
Ins knowlt(l;'i in nusluinc - so s.iin, that he advertised his inentB, 
and ollen'd ad\ >«■ itratis. It v as his misfortune to ei 'eounter Hums at 
a mason nu'eiiint, who, prm oked bv a lorift and jwilanrie sjKsih, 
the l>omiiiic, c\rlaimc*J, thcfiiture lampoon (Ltwiiiiip upon him, “ .^it 
down. Dr. IIoiiilKHik." On his way home, the jioet seariKl Inmseli on 
the Icdjte of a liridire, composed tlie piK'in, and o\ creouie witli pot«e 
and drink, fill asleep, and did not awaken till the .sun was shir.ina 
over (ialston Moots. Wilson went afterwanls to Glasftnw, em 
barkelu) iinionn tile and inatriinonial sjifculations, and pms^itfiaa, 
and M still pjosiwnng.J 

Some books are lie,s frae end to end, 

And some great lies were never penn’d : 
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Ev*n ministers, they ha’e been kenn’d, 

In holy rapture, 

A rousing whid, at times, to vend. 

And uairt wP Scripture. 

3jut this that I am gaun to tell, 

Which lately on a night befel. 

Is just as true's the Deil’s in h-11 

Or Dublin city ; 

That e’er he nearer corners ourscl 

*S a muckle pity. 

The dachan yill had made me canty, 

1 was na fou, but just had plenty ; 

1 stacher’d wliyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free tlie ditches ; 

An* hillocks, stones, and bushes, kenii'd ay 

Frae gliaists an’ witches. 

The rising moon began to glow’r 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre : 

To count her horns, wi* a* my povv’r, 

I set inysel ; 

Dut whether slie had three or four, 

1 cou’d na’ telL 

I was come round about the hill, 

And todlin down on Willie’s mill, 

Setting ray staff wi* a’ ray skill, 

To keep me sicker; 
Tho’ leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker, 

I there wi’ something did forgather. 

That put me in an ceric swithcr ; 

An awtii’ scythe, out-owTe ae shouthcr. 

Clear-dangling, hang ; 
A thrcc-taed leister on the itlu'r 

L.‘xy, large an’ long. 

Its stature seem’d lang Scotch ells twa, 

The queerest sliape that e’er I saw. 

For fient a waiiie it had ava ; 

And then, its shanks. 
They wrere as thin, as sharp an’ sma’ 

As cheeks o* branks. 

“ Guid-een,” quo’ I ; “ Friend ! hae ye been 
mawin, 

Wlien ither folk are busy sawin ?” 

It seem’d to mak a kind o’ staii’, 

Ihit nuething spak ; 

At length, says I, “ Friend, wluiro ye gaun, 

Will ye go back?” 

It spak right howe, — “My name is Death, 

But bo na’ fley’d.” — Quoth 1, “ Guid faith. 
Ye’re may be come to stap my breath ; 

But tent me billic ; 

1 red ye weel, take care o’ skaitii. 

Sec, there’s a gully !” 

“ Guidman,” quo’ he, “ put up your whittle, 
I’m no design’d to try its mettle ; 

But if 1 did, I wad be kittle 

To bo mislear’d, 

1 wad na niind it, no, that spittle 

<iut"Owre II. y beard.” 


“ Weel, weel 1” says I, ** a bargain bo’t ; 

Come, gics your hand, an* sae we’re gree’t : 
We’ll ease our shanks an’ tak a seat. 

Come, gies your news ! 
Tliis while ye hae been raony a gate 

At mony a house. 

“ Ay, ay !” quo’ he, an’ shook his head, 

“ It’s e’en a lang, lang time indeed 
Sill’ 1 began to nick tbc thread. 

An’ choke the breath * 

I Folk maun do something for their bread, 

An’ sac maun Deiitli. 

“ Sax thousand years are neai* hand fled 
Sill’ I was to tho hutching hred, 

An* mony a scheme in vain’s been laid, 

To stop oi scar me ; 
Till ane Hornbook’s tii’enup llu* trade, 

An* faith, he’ll ^vaur me. 

“ Ye hen Jock Hornbook i’ the Clacbaii, 

Deil mak liis king’.s-liood in a sjibMichan ! 

He’s grown sac w'cll ac.qiuiini wi’ Biiclniii * 

An’ ilher chaps, 

The weans haud out their fingers hiiigKin 
And pouk my hijis. 

“ See, here’s a scythe, and there’s a dart. 

They hae pierc’d mony a gallant heart ; 

But Doctor Hornbook, wi’liis art 

And cursed skill, 

Has made them baith no wortli a f — t, 

Damn’d haet tliey’ll kill 

“ ’Twas but yestreeen, iiao farther gaen, 

T threw a noliJo throw at aue ; 

Wi’ loss, I’m sure, I’ve hundreds slain ; 

But-deil-ma-care, 

It just play’d dirl on the bane, 

But did nae mail*. 

“ Hornbook was by, wV ready art, 

And bad sae fortified the jiart, 

That when I looked to my <lart. 

It wus sae hliint, 

Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the licart 
Of a kail-inint. 

“ I di’cw my scythe in sic a fury, 

I iiearhand cowpit wi’ my hurry, 

But yet tlie bauld Apothecary 

Withstood the shock 
I might as weel liae tried a ipiany 

O’ hard whin rock. 

“ Ev*!! them he canna get attended, 

Althougli their face he ne’er had ken d it, 

Just sh — in a kail-blade, and send it, 

As soon lie sincdls’t, 

Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 

At once he tcUs’t. 


I. i ) .'vlcdUlcA 











OF ROBERT BURNS. | . > 

“ And tfien a' doctor's saws and whittles, 

Of a dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 

A’ lands o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles, 

He’s sure to hae ; 

Tlieir Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C. 

“ That’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way ; 

Thus goes he on from day to day, 

Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay, 

An’s weel paid for’t ; 
Yet stops me o‘ my lawfu’ prey, 

Wi’ his d-mn*d dirt : 

Calces o’ fossils, earths, and trees ; 

'Pnie ss\l-marinum e* the seas ; 

The 'Iluina of beaus and pease, 

He has’t in plenty ; 
Aqua-fontis, what you please. 

He can content yo. 

“ But, hark ! I’ll tell you of a plot, 

Though diniia ye be speaking o’t ; 

I’ll nail the self-conceited sot, 

As dead’s a herrin’ : 
Nicst time we meet, I’ll wad a groat, 

He gets his tumn’ !” 

“ Por])ye some new, uncommon weapons, 

Orinus spiritus of capons ; 

Or luite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

DistiU’d per sc ; 

Sal-alkali o’ niidgc-tail clippings. 

And mony mac.” 

But just as he began to tell, 

The auld kirk-hammer strak’ the bell 

Some weo short hour ayont tho twal. 

Which rais d us baith: 

I took tho way that pleas’d mysel*, 

And sue did Death. 

“ Waes me for .lolinny Ged’s-JIole* now,” 

Quo’ I, “ If tluit thae news be true ! 
ills bra^v calf- ward wliare gowans grew, 

Sae wliite and bonie, 

Nac doubt they’ll rivo it wi* the plow ; 

Tliey’ll ruin Jolinic !” 

XVI. 

OR, 

The creature grain’d an ehlritch laugh, 

And says, “Ye need iia yoke the plough, 
Kirkyards will soon be idl’d eiieugh, 

T’ak yo nae fear ; 

They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ niony a slieugh 

In twfi-tliree year. 

THE HOLY TULZIB. 

[The actfrt* hj -his Sndeernt drama were Mondie, mhtister of liic- 
cartnun, and HusiclU helper to tin* minister of Kiltnarnot K * thoiigii 
afKistlcsof the *'(>ld Light,” thev forgot their l)rothrrh(KNl in tiia 
vehcmciu’e of controversy, and ivvot. It is haul, to blows. *' I'liia 
imem,” says Uurtis, *' with a cKrtaiii description of the cleigy as well 
as laity, met with a roar of anilaii)!C.’'J 

“ Wharo 1 kill’d ane, a fair strao death, 

By loss o* blood or want of breatli, 

'J’his night I’m free to tak my aith. 

That Honibook’s skill 
lias clad a score i’ their last claith, 

By drap an* pill. 

0 a’ ye pious godly flocks, 

Weel fed on pastures orthodox, 

Wha now will koiq) you frac the fox, 

Ur orryiiig tykc‘s, 

Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks, 

About the dykes ? 

“ An honest wahster to his trade, 

Wluise wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel bred. 
Gat tippenco-worth to mend her head, 

Wlien it was sair ; 

The wife slade cannie to lier bed, 

But ne’er spak mair. 

The twa best herds in a* the wiwt, 

That e’er ga’e gospel horn a blast, 

These five and twenty simmers past, 

0 ! dool to tell, 

Ha’c had a bitter black out-cast 

Atween thernseJ. 

A coiintra laird had ta’en the baits, 

Or some enrmurring in his guts, 

His only son for Hornbook sets, 

An’ pays him welL 

Tlio lad, for twa guid giinmer-pets, 

Was laird himseL ^ 

0, Moodie, man, and wordy RusseU, 

How could you raise so vile a bustle, 

Ye’ll see how New-Light herds will whistle 
And think it fine : 

The Lord’s cause ne’er got sic a twistle 

Sin* I ha’e min’. 

“ A bonnie lass, ye kend her name, 

Some ill-brewn drink had hov’d her wamc ; 

She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

In Hornbook’s care ; 
ffarn sent her aff to her lang liame. 

To hide it there. 

0, sirs ! whae’er wad ha’e expeckit 

Your duty ye wad sae negleckit. 

Ye wlia were ne’er by lairds respeckit. 

To wear tho plaid, 

But by the brutes themselves eleckit. 

To be their geide. 

> 'Hk gi'uv* "digger. 

What flock wi’ Moodie’s flock could rank, 
Sae halo and hearty every shank, 
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Nae poison’d sour Anniiiian stuuk. 

He lot tliem tustc, 

Frae Calvin's well, ay clear they drank, — 
O’ sic a feast ! 

The thummart, wil’-cat, T>rock, and to<l, 
Wool kend his voice thro’ a* the wood, 

He smelt their ilka liole and road, 
llaith out and in. 

And weel he lik’d to shod their hluid. 

And sell their skin. 

"What licrd like llussoll toll’d his tale, 

Jlis voic<» was lieard tliro’ niuir ;uid dale. 
He kend the Lord’s sheo]), ilKa tail, 

O’er a’ the hoi^^ht, 

And saw gin they were siek or Juiio, 

At the first sight. 

He line a mangy sheep could scrub, 

Or nobly fling tbo gospel club, 

And New-Light herds could nicely drub, 
Or pay their skin ; 

Could shako them o’er the burning dub, 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa — O i do X live to soo't, 

Sic famous twa should disugrec't, 

An* names, like villain, hypocrite, 

Ilk ither gi’en, 

Wliilo New-Liglit herds, wi’ laughin’ spite. 
Say iieithcr’s lieiii’ I 

An* ye wha tout the gospel fauld. 

There’s Duncan, deep, and Peebles, »haul, 
Hut chiefly thou, apostltj Auld, 

We trust in thee. 

That thou wilt work tliem, Jiot and cuuld, 
Till tiiey agree. 

Consider, Sirs, liow v/e’rc beset ; 

There’s scarce a now herd that we get 
Hut comes frae ’inang that cursed set 
1 winna name ; 

1 hope fi-ae heav’n to sec them yet 
In fiery fiaine. 

Dalryinple has betm laug our fae, 

]\l‘Gili lias wrought us znoikle wae, 

And that curs’d rascal call’d M‘Qiihae, 

And haith tlic Sliaws, 
That aft lia’e made us black and blue, 

Wi’ veiigefu’ paws. 

Auld Wodrow king has hatch’d mischief, 
"We thought ay death wad bring relief, 

Hut he luis gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him, 

A chield wlia’ll soundly buff our beef; 

I nieikle dread him. 

And inony a uiie that I could tell, 

Wha fain would openly rebel, 

Forbye turn-coats amang oursol, 

There’s Smith for ano, 

1 doubt he’s but a gi-ey-nick quill, 

An’ that ye’ll fin*. 


O ! a’ ye flocks o’er a* the hills, 

Hy mosses, meadows, inouis, and felis. 
Come, join your counsel and your skills 
'J’o cow tlie lairds, 

And get the brutes the pou ('rs tliemsi'ls 
To choose their henb: ; 

Then Orthodoxy yet may pr.inee, 

And Learning in a woody danci*, 

And that fell cur ca’d Cominoii Siuisi*, ' “■ * 
That bit(‘S sae sair, 

He banish’d o’er the sea to France : 

Let liini bark there. 

Then Shaw’s and Dulryinple’s idoeiuence, 
MHj ill’s close nervous exetdlcnce, 
MHiuliae’s pathetic manly sense', 

And guid 

Wi’ Smith, wha thro’ tlie lu'aii can glance, 
IMay a’ pai k aff. 

XVIT. 

iDoljs CJXiUie’s j^rager. 

* Aihl ‘cDil tlic in ft |» I to lirftj." 


> ( mil''. U I t.M.iuiil il till |.iM.t((l I 

J«»!j a< I’ll (»l. Huh W ilift. u.is II N.n. 

wMti CO II iiH'i.fvdl li'intti tn nil lnurs 


•uivt I. .1 “ s.oi<’ Jail he |. nnaii. i to ho “ Jilin! Icn,” ai ct 

II inniii lit u liut *' V M 'otisi" Ju’t, :t n siikI, wijiilt 

oiif> i.J L.icjioai .tj tin jaMsh. 11 . s n.uin. was U illiain tuini., 

0 Tiiou, w!m ill the lieavens dost dwell, 
Wiin, us it jili'iises best tliNsei’, 

Sends art' to hejiM'ii, and U ii to liell, 

A’ for til} gloiy. 

And no for ony gude or ill 

I'liey \c doru; afore tliee ! 

1 bless and praise iliy nuiteiiless uiiglit, 
"Wlian thousands thou hast left iuaiiglit. 
That 1 uni hei'c Mtore thy sight. 

For gills and graee, 

A burniji’ mid a shinin’ light 

To a’ this place. 

Wliat was 1, or my generation, 

"J’liat 1 should get sic exaltation, 
l^wlia deserve sic just danination. 

For brolvcu laws. 

Five thousand years ’fore my creation. 

Thro’ Adam’s cause. 

When frae my mither’s womb I fell, 

'J'hou miglit liae plunged me in ludl, 

To giiasli my gums, to weep and wail, 

In buniiii’ lake, 

Wliar damned devils roar and yell, 

Ciiain’d to a stiike. 
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Yet I am hero a chosen sample ; 

To show thy grace is great and ample ; 

I’m here a pillar in thy temple. 

Strong as a rock, 

A guide, a buckler, an example, 

To a’ thy flock. 

But yet, O Lord ! confess I must, 

At times I*m fash’d wi* fleshly lust ; 

And sometimes, too, wi’ warldly trust. 

Vile self gets in ; 

But thou remembers we are dust, 

Bcfird in sin. 

O Lord ! yestrocn thou kens, wi* Meg — 

Thy pardon I sincerely beg, 

O ! may’t ne’er bo a Uvin’ pla^e 

To my dishonour. 

An’ I’ll ne’er lift a lawless leg 

Again upon her. 

Besides, I farther maun allow, 

Wi’ Lizzie’s lass, three times I trow — 

But Lord, that Friday I was fou. 

When I came iicfir l»or. 

Or else, thou kens, thy servant true 

Wad ne’er hae steer’d her. 

Maybe thou lets this fleshly thorn. 

Beset thy servant e’en and mom, 

Lest heowre high and proud should turn, 
’Cause he’s sao giftt‘d ; 

If sac, thy han’ maun e’en be borne. 

Until tliou lift it. 

• 

Lord, bless thy chosen in this place, 

Foi- here thou hast a chosen race ; 

But God confound their stubborn face, 

And blast their name, 
Wha bring tliy elders to disgrace 

And public shame, 

J-.ord, mind Gawn Hamilton’s deserts, 
lie drinks, and swears, and plays at carts. 
Yet has sae inotiy takin’ arts, 

Wi’ gi'it and sma , 

Frae God’s ain priests the people’s hearts 
He steals awa. 

An’ whan wo chasten’d him therefore. 

Thou kens how he bred sic a splore, 

As set the waiid in a roar 

O’ laughin’ at us ; — 

Curse thou his basket and Ids store, 

Kail and potatoes. 

Lord, hear my earnest cry and pray’r, 
Against the presbyt’ry of Ayr ; 

I'liy strong right hand. Lord, mak it bare 
Upo* tlieir heads, 

Lord weigh it down, and dinna spare, 

For their misdeeds. 

O Lord my God, that glib-tongu’d Aiken, 
My very heart and saul are qualdn’, 


To think how we stood groanin’, shakin’, 
And swat wi’ dread, 

While Auld wi’ hingin lips gaed sneakin’, 
And hung his head. 

Lord, in the day of vengeance try him, 
Lord, visit them wha did employ him, 
And pass not in thy mercy by ’em, 

Nor hear their pray’r ; 
But for thy i>eople*s sake destroy ’em, 
And dinna spare. 

But, Lord, remember me and mine, 

Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine, 

That I for gear and grace may shine, 
Excell’d by nane, 

And a* the glory shall bo thine. 

Amen, Amen ! 


XVIII. 

iEpitap]^ on ?i?olp 

I Wc are informnl by Richmond of M auch1ii)c> that wlion be wai* 
clerk in Gann Haniilton’it ofhev Hums came in one ntominff ai 4 
saidi “ I havejust composed a poem, John, and ii you uill write it 1 
■will rciieat it.” He repeated Holy Willie’s Prayer and Kpicaph : 
HaniUton came in at the moment, and iiaving read them with delight^ 
ran laughing with them in his hand to Robert Aiken. The end cl 
Holy W illic was other than godly : in one of his visits to Mauchline, 
be drank more than was needful, fell Into a ditch on his way hom^ 
and was found dead in the morning.] 

Here Holy Willie’s sair worn clay 
Taks up its last abode ; 

TTih saul has ta’en some other way, 

I fear the left-haud road. 

Stop I there he is, as sure’s a gun, 

Poor, silly body, see him ; 

Nae wonder he’s as black’s the grun, 

Observe wha’s standing wi’ him. 

Your brunstano devilship I see. 

Has got him there before yo ; 

But baud your nine-tail cat a wee, 

Till ance you’ve heard my story. 

Your pity I will not implore, 

For pity ye hae nane ; 

Justice, alas ! has gi’en him o’er, 

And mercy’s day is gacn. 

But hear me, sir, deil as ye are. 

Look something to your credit ; 

A coof like him wad stain your name. 

If it were kent ye did it. 
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XIX. 

Inbcntors ; 

AKbWEIt TO A MANDATE BY THE SlIUVEYOll 
or THE TAXES. 

LWe have heard of a poor play-actor who, by a humorous inven- 
tory of Ilia effects, BO moved the commiasionerB of the income tax, that 
they remitted all claim on him then and forever ; we know not that 
this very humorous inventory of Hums had any such effect tm Mr. 
Aiken, the survejiw of the taxes. It is dated Mosafflei, Kebruory 
82nd, 17 i<f>,” and is remarkable for wit and Bprifrhtliiiess, and for the 
nformadon which it gives us of the poet’s habits, houscholdj and 
agricultural implementBi] 

8ixl, as your mandate did request, 

I send you here a fuithfu* list, 

O* gudos an’ gear, an* a* my gi’aith, 

To which 1*111 deal’ to gi*o my aith. 

ImprimiSf then, for carriage cattle, 

1 liave four brutes o* gallant mettle. 

As ever drew afore a pettlc. 

My Ian* afore’s' a gude auld has been. 

An’ wight an’ wilfu* a* his days been. 

IMy Ian aliin’s* a 'wcel gaun fillie. 

That 'bft has borne me liame frae Killie,^ 

An* your auld burro* moiiy a time, 

3n days when riding was nae crime — 

But ance, whan in my wooing iiridc. 

I lilie a blocklicad boost to ride, 

The wilfu* creature sae I pat to, 

(L — d pardon a’ my sins an’ that too !) 

1 play'd my iillio sic a shavic, 

She’s a* bedeviPd with the spavie. 

My fur ahin’s* a wordy beast. 

As e’er in tug or tow was trac’d. 

The fourth’s a Highland Donald liastic, 

A d — n’d rt*d wud Kilbumic blastie ! 

I^orhye a cowt o’ cowt’s the wale. 

As ever ran afore a taiL 
If lie he spar’d to be a beast, 

Ile’Jl draw me fifteen pun* at least — 

AVhed carriages I ha’e but few. 

Three carts, an’ twa arc feckly new ; 

Ae auld wheelbarrow, inair for token, 

^Ae leg an* haith the trams are broken ; 

I made a polser o’ the spiii’lc, 

’An* my auld mither brunt the trin’le. 

For men I’ve three mischievoufe boys, 

Hull de’ils for rantin’ an’ for noise ; 

A gaiulsinan anc, a tliraslier t’other. 

‘Wee Davock bauds the nowt in fotlier. 

1 inile them as I ought, discreetly, 

An’ aften labour them completely ; 

An* ay on Sundays duly, nightly, 

I on the Questions targe them tightly ; 

Till, faith, wee Davock’s turn’d sae gleg. 

Tho’ scarcely langer than your leg. 

He’ll screed you off Effectual CalHng, 

As fast as ony in the dwalling. 

> TIjc forc-hotw nn the left-hand in the jilougli. 
u ’I'he hlndmoston the lefl><band io the plou^ 

3 Kilmarnoek. 

4 ’I'he hlndmoic hone un thnright^and hi the plouSh. 


£*vc nane in female seEnran* station, 

(Lord keep me ay frae a’ temptation !) 

1 ha’e nae wife — and that my bliss is, 

An’ ye have laid na tax on misses ; 

An’ then, if kirk folks diuua clutcli me, 

1 ken the devils darena touch me. 

Wi’ weans I’m mair tlian weel contented, 
Ileav’n sent me ane mae tlnin I wanted. 

My sonsie smirking dear-bought Bess, 

She stares the daddy in her face, 

Enough of ought yo like but grace ; 

But her, my boniiie sweet wee lady, 

I’ve paid enough for her already, 

An’ gin ye tax her or her mither, 

B’ the L — d ! ye’segot them a’ihcgither. 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 

Nae kind of licence out I’m takin* ; 

Frae this time forth, I do declare 
I’se ne’er ride horse nor hizzie mail*; 

Thro’ dirt and dub for life I’ll paidle. 

Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 

My travel a’ on foot I’ll shank it, 

I’ve sturdy hearers, Gude be thankit. 

The kirk and you may tak’you that. 

It puts but little in your pat ; 

Sao dinna put mo in your biike. 

Nor for niy ten white siiilliiigs hike. 

This list wi’ my ain liand T wrote it, 

’J’lie day and date as under noted ; 

Then know all ye whom it conciaiis, 
Siibscripsi huic Bobeut Bub ns 


XX. 

iFait. 

A rphe of seeming truth and trust 
Hid crafty ohsm’atiun { 

And secret bung, with poison’d crust. 

The dirk of Uefmnatioi> ; 

A mask that like the gorget show’d, 
D^e-varying nn the pigeon ; 

And lor a mantle large* and broad, 

He wrapt him in Keligiun. 

HYPUC'UISY A-nA-MOOA. 


[The scene of this line poem is the churohyard of Mauclilinc, anu 
the subject handled so chnrexly and sharply is the laxity of manners 
lisihle in matters so solemn and terrible as the administration of the 
sacrament. *< Tills was indeed,” says Lockhart, an extraordinary 
performance : no portkan of any sect could whisper that malice nad 
fmnnd its prindp^ Inspiration, or that its chief attraction lay in die 
boldness with which in^viduals, entitled and aocustoincd to respect, 
were held up to ridicule: It was acknowledged, amidst the sternest 
mutteringi nl wrath, that narional nuuineri were once more in the 
hands of a national poet.” ** It is no doubt,” says Hogg, *• a reckless 
piece of satin . but it is a clever one^ and must have cut to the bone. 
But much as 1 admire the poem I must regret tltat it is partly bor- 
rowed ftom Fcrgaison.”j 


Upon a simmer Sunday mom. 
When Nature’s face is fair, 

I walked forth to view the corn. 
An* snutf the caller air. 
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The rising sun owre Galston muirs, 

Wi’ glorious light was glintin’ ; 

'I'lie hares were hirpUn down the fiirs. 

The lav’rocks they were chantin’ 

Fu’ sweet that day. 

As liglitsomely I glowr’d abroad, 

'fo see a scene sae gay, 

Tliree hixzies, early at the road, 

(Jam sUelpin up tiic way ; 

Twa had inanieeles o’ dolciu’ black, 

J3iit ane wi’ lyart lining ; 

The third, tJiat giiod a-wee a-back. 

Was in tlie fiishion shining, 

Fu’ gay tliat day. 

'File twa appear’d like sisters twin, 

In featnn*, fonn, an’ claes ; 

'Fheir vi.ssige wither’d, huig, an’ thin. 

An’ sour as ony shies : 

’File third cam uj), hap-stcp-an’-lowp, 

As light as ony hiinbie, 

All’ Avi’ a curehie low did stoop. 

As soon us o’er she saw int‘, 

Fu’ kind tliat day. 

Wi' bonnet aff, (luoth I, “ Sweet lass, 

I think yo seem to ken me ; 

I ID sim* I’ve seen that boiinie face, 

Ihit yet I canna name ye.” 

sill*, an’ laughin’ as she spak, 

All’ taks me by tlie hands. 

Ye, for my sak'i*, hae gi'en the feck. 

Of a’ the ten commands 

A screed some day. 

“ My name is Fun — your cronic dear, 

The ne.irest friend yo hae ; 

Ad’ this is Sujicrstitiou here, 

An* lliat’s Hypocrisy, 

Pin g;i,iin to Mauehliiie holy fair, 

'Fo spend an hour in dailin : 
dill ye’ll go there, yon runkl’d pair, 

We will get famous laughin’ 

At tliem this day.” 

Chioth T, « With a’ my heart, I’ll do’t ; 

i’ll get my Sunday’s sark on, 

AiT meet you on the holy spot ; 

Paith Ave’se hae fine remarkin’ !” 

'Flien 1 gaed haiiieat crowdie-time 
AiT soon 1 made me read}"; 
h’or roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi monio a wcario body, 

In droves that day 

Ib’ro fanners gash, in ridin’ graith 
(laed hoddin by tlunr cottars ; 

There, swanklos young, in braw braid-claith. 
Are springin’ o’er the gutters. 

'File lassos, skelpin barefit, thrang, 

1 11 silks an’ scarlets glitter ; 

\V i' sweet-milk ch<»ese, in monio a whang, 
AiT farls bak’d wi’ butter, 

Fu’ crump that day. 


When by the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi* ha’pence, 

A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

An’ wc maun draw our tippence. 

Tlien in wc go to see the show. 

On ev’ry side they’r gath’riii’. 

Borne carrying dails, some cliaiiu an’ stools 
An’ some are busy blethriii’ 

Right loud tliat day 

Here stands a shed to fend the show’rs, 
An’ screen our countra gentry, 

'There, racer Jess, and twa-three wh-res, 
Are blinkin’ at the entiy. 

Here sits a raw of iittbn’ jades, 

Wi’ heaving breast and bare neck, 

An* there a batch o’ ivabster lads, 
Blackguarding frae Kiliiiarnock 
For fun tliis day. 

Here some are thinkin’ on their sins, 

An’ some npo’ their chies ; 

Ane (iurses feet that fyl’d his shins, 
Anitlier sighs an’ prays : 

On this liand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi’ screw’d up gi’iice-proud faces ; 

On that a set o’ chaps at watch, 

Thrang Avinkin’ on tho lasses 

'J'o chairs that day. 

O happy is that man an’ blest ! 

Nat* Avondor that it pride him ! 

Wha’s ain dear kiss that he likes best, 
Ooinos clinkin’ down beside him ; 

Wi’ arm repos’d on the chair back, 

I le sAveetly does compose liim ; 

Which, by degi'ecs, slips round her neck, 
An’s loof upon her bosom, 

Unkenn’d that day. 

Now a* tho congregation o’er 
Is silent expectation: 

For Moodio specls the holy door, 

Wi’ tidings o’ damnation. 

Should llornie, as in ancioiit days, 

’JVlaug sons o’ God present him. 

The vera sight o’ Moodie’s face, 

I’o’s ain lict hame had sent him 

Wi’ fright that day. 

Hear Iioav he clears the points o’ faith 
Wi’ rattlin an’ thnmpin’ ! 

Noav meekly calm, now wild in Avrath, 
He's stampin an’ he’s jumpin’ ! 

Ills lengthen’d chin, his turn’d-up snout. 
His eldritch squecl and gestures. 

Oh, liow they fire the heart devout, 

Like canthai*idian plasters. 

On sic a day. 

But, hark ! the tent has chang’d its A^oicp 
I 'Fhere’s peace an’ rest nae laiigcr : 

I For a’ the real judges rise, 
j They canna sit for anger. 
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Smith opens out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals ; 

An’ aff the godly pour in thrangs. 

To gie the jars an’ barrels 

A lift that day. 

Wliat signifies his barren shine. 

Of moral pow’rs and reason ? 

His English style, an* gestures fine. 

Are a’ clean out o’ season. 

Like Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some auld pagan heathen. 

The moral man he does define. 

But ne’er a word o’ faith in 

That’s right that day. 

In guid time comes an antidote 
Against sic poison’d nostrum ; 

I’or Peebles, frae the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 

See, up he’s got the word o’ God, 

An’ meek an’ mim has view’d it, 

^Vhile Cunimon-Sense has ta’eii the road, 
An’ aif, an’ up the Cowgate,* 

Fast, fast, that day. 

Wee Miller, ncist the guard relieves. 

An’ orthodoxy raibles, 

Tho’ in his heart ho weel believes. 

An’ thinks it auld wives’ fables : 

But, faith ! the birkio wants a manse, 

So, cannily he hums them ; 

Altho’ his carnal wit an’ sense 
Like hafflinS'Wise o’ercomes him 

At times that day. 

Now but an’ ben, the Cliaiige-housc fills, 
Wi’ yill-caup commentators: 

Here’s crying out for bakes and gills, 

An’ there tlie pint stowp clatters ; 

While thick an’ thrang, an’ loud an’ lung, 
i’ logic, an’ wi’ scripture. 

They raise a din, that, in the end, 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O’ wrath that day. 

Leeze mo on drink ! it gies us mair 
Than either school or college : 

It kindles wit, it waiiken’s lair, 

It pangs us fou o’ knowledge. 

Be’t whisky gill, or penny wheep. 

Or ony stronger potion. 

It never fails, on drinking deep, 

To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

The lads an’ lasses, blythely bent 
To Tuind baith saul an’ body. 

Bit round the table, weel content, 

An' steer about the toddy. 

On this one’s dross, an’ that one’s leuk. 
They're making observations ; 


While some are cozie i’ the neuk. 

An’ formin’ assignations 

To meet some day. 

But now the Lord’s ain trumpet touts. 

Till a’ the hills are rairin’. 

An’ echoes hack return the shouts : 

Black Bussell is na* spairin’ : 
llis piercing words, like Highlan’ swords^ 
Divide the joints an marrow ; 
llis talk o’ Ilell, whore devils dwell. 

Our vera souls does liarrow' 

Wi’ fright that day. 

A vast, unbottom’d, boundless pit, 

Fill’d fou o’ lowin’ bninstaiie, 

Wha’s ragin fiamc, an’ score bin’ heat. 
Wail melt the hardest wliun-staiie ! 

The half asleep start up wi’ fear. 

An’ think they hear it roarin'. 

When presently it docs ai)pejir, 

’Twas but some neebor snorin’ 

Asleep that day. 

*Twad be owre lang a tale to tell 
How monie stories past. 

An’ how they crowded to tlieyill, 

When thc*y were a’ dismist : 

How drink gaed round, in cogs an’ caiips, 
Ainang the furms an’ benches : 

An’ cheese an’ bread, frae women’s laps 
Was dealt alenit in lunches, 

An’ dawds that daji 

In comes a gaucie, ga.sb guidwife. 

An* sits down by tho fire. 

Syne draws her kebl>uck an’ her knife, 

TJie lasses they are shyer. 

The auld guidmen, about the grac^ 

Frae side to side they hotlier, 

Till some an(» by his bonnet lays. 

An’ gi’es tlicm’t like a tether, 

Fu’ lang tliat day. 

Waesucks! for him that gets iiae lass, 

Or lasses that hae mm thing ; 

Sma’ need has he to say a gi'aei'. 

Or melvie his braw claithiiig ! 

O wives be miiidfu’, ance yoursol 
How bonuie lads ye wanted. 

An’ dinna, for a kebbuck-beel, 
ijet lasses be affronted 

On sic a day ! 

Now Clinkumbell, wi’ rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow an’ croon ; 

Some swagger hame, the best they dow. 
Borne wait the afternoon. 

At slaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lasses strip their slioon : 

Wi’ faith an’ hope, an’ love an’ drink, 
They’re a’ in famous tune 

For crack that day. 


^ A suix t w) ciUkTl. w IulIi faccb the tem ui MauchUnCi 


> Stiakb^re’x HauUec. 
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]|r)W monie hearts this day converts 
O’ sinners and o’ lasses ! 

Tlioir hearts o’ stane, gin night, are gane, 
As saft SIS ony ilesh is. 

'riiere’s some are fou o’ love divino ; 

There's some are fou o’ brandy; 

An’ monie jobs that day begin 
May end in houghmagaudie 

Some ither day. 


XXI. 

(fl^rbination. 

* For»«inBe they little uwe to frugal hcav’n 
To please the mob tliey hide tlie little giv’ 


I 'Phis sarcastic sally was written on the adniissinn of At 
Mai-kiiilay.asoncof the ministers to the Lalgh. or parochial Kirk 
Kilmn'^Hock. on the Utli of April, 17«i- 'I'hat rcvcren<l jiers. 
was an Auld Liglit prnfcasur, and his ordination incensed all tli 
New Ln;iits, hence the bitter levity of tha [kkuii. The!.c dissensior 
have long since passed away : Alackinlay, a pious and kind-heArtei' 
nnecrc man lived ilown all the personalities ot thesatire, and though 
unwcleoincai fii-st, Iicsikiii learned to regard them only as a pi 
the iHiwcrs of the pen-t. 1 


Kti.aiarnock wabsters fidge an’ claw, 

All’ pour your creesliie nations ; 

All’ yiMvlia loathor rax an’ draw 
Of a’ denominations, 

Switli to the Laigh Kirk, ane an’ a’. 

An’ there lak up your stations ; 

’riieii aff to Uegbie’s in a raw. 

An’ pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

Ciirsl Common-sense, that imp o’ hell. 
Cam in wi’ Maggie Lauder ; ' 

Dot Oliphaiit aft made her yell. 

An’ Jliisscll SHirmisca’d her; 

This day Mackinbiy taks the flail. 

And he's the ])oy will blaud her ! 
lie’ll elap a shangan on her tail, 

An’ set the bairns to daud her 

Wi’ dirt this day. 

Mak haste an’ turn king David owre. 

An’ lilt wi* holy clangor ; 

O’ double verse come gie us four, 

An’ skirl uj) the Bangor ; 

This day the Kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves sh^l wrang her, 
For Heresy is in her pow’r. 

And gloriously she’ll whang her 

Wi’ jiitli this day. 


Come, let a proper text be read. 

An’ touch it aff wi’ vigour, 

How graceless Hom.^ leugh at his dad, 
Wliich made Canaan a niger ; 

Or Pliineas* drove the murdering blade, 

Wi’ wh-re-abhorriiig rigour ; 

Or Zipporah,® the scauldin’ jad. 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

1’ th’ inn that day. 

There, try his mettle on the creed, 

And bind him down wi’ caution. 

That stipend is a carnal weed 
He taks but for the fasliion ; 

And gie him o’er the flock, to feed. 

And punish each transgression ; 

Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

(lie them sufiB-cient threshin, 

Sparo them nae day. 

Now, auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail. 

And toss thy horns fu’ canty; 

Nae mair thoul’t rowte out-owre the dale, 
Because iliy pasture’s scanty ; 

For lapfu’s large o’ gospel kail 
Sliall fill thy crib in plenty, 

All’ runts o* grace th© pick and wale. 

No gi’en by way o’ dainty. 

But ilka (lay. 

Nae mair by Babel’s streams we’ll weep. 

To think upon our Zion ; 

And liing our fiddles up to slcexi. 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin’ : 

Come, screw the pegs, wi’ tuiiefu’ cheep. 
And o’er the tharims be tryin’ ; 

Ob, rare ! to see oiir elbucks wlieep, 

An’ a’ like lamb-tails flyin’ 

Fu’ fast tins day ! 

Lang Patronage, wi’ rod o’ aim. 

Has shor’d the Kirk’s undoin’, 

As lately Fenwick, sair forfaim. 

Has proven to its min r 
Our patron, lionest man ! Glencaim, 
lie saw mischief was brewin’; 

And like a godly elect bairn 
He’s wal’d us out a tme ano. 

And sound this day 

Now, Robinson, harangue nae mair, 

But steek your gab for ever ; 

Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they’ll think you clever ; 

Or, nae reflection on your lear. 

Ye may commence a shaver ; 

Or to the Netherton repair, 

And turn a carpet-weaver 

Aff-hond this day. 

Mutrie and you were just a match. 

We never hod sic twa drones : 

Auld Homie did the Laigh Kirk watch. 
Just like a winkin’ baudrons : 


‘ Alluding to a ■ooSlng ballad which uas mane on the admia- 
m of the late reverend and worthy Mr. Lindsay to the Laigh 


1 Genesis, ix. 22. 


9 Numbers, xxv. tL 
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And ay^ he catch' d the tither wretcli, 

To fry them in his caudrons ; 

But now his honour maun dotadi, 

Wi’ a* his brimstone squadrons, 

Fast, fast this day 

See, see auld Orthodoxy’s faes 
She’s swingciri through tlio city ; 

Hark, how ttie uinc-tail’d cat she plays ! 

I vow its unco prt;tty ; 

Tiicre, Learning, with his Greekish face. 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 

And Common Sense is gaiin, she says, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 

But there’s Morality himsel’, 

Embracing all opinions ; 

Hoar, how liegies the tither yell, 

Between his twa companions; 

See, how she peels the skin an’ fell, 

As ane were pcelin onions ! 

Now there — they’re packed aff to hell. 

And banish’d our dominions, 

Henceforth this day. 

O, happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come bouse about the porter I 
Morality’s demure decoys 

Shall here nae inair iind quarter ; 

Mackinlay, Bussell, are the boys, 

That Heresy can torture : 

They’ll gie her on a rape a hoysc, 

And cowe her measure short(*r 

By th’ head some day 

Come, bring the tither mutclikiii in, 

And here’s for a conclusion, 

To every New Light' inotlier’s son, 

From this time forth, Confusion i 
If inair they deave us wi’ their din, 

Or Patronage intrusion, 

Wti'll liglit a spunk, and, cv’ry skin, 

We’ll rin them aff in fusion • 

Like oil, some day. 

XXII. 

©alt 

ro THE UEV. MH. JAMES STEVEX, 
f)n his tiTCC, M ALACHit iv'. 2.—** And ye shall #fo forth, and gniw 
up aa CALVKS of the stall.” 

r'l he lauffh whu Ii this little p»iein raised against Steven was a 
loud one. Hums eompfiscd it during' the sermon to which it relates 
and repeated it lo CaMu Hamilton, with uhom he happened on that 
da) ut uiijc. The Calf tar the name it Boema stuck — rame to Lon- 
don, where the younger brother of Burns heard him preach in Co- 
vent Garden Cba[iel, m 17U0.] 

Right, Sir ! your text I’ll prove it true, 

Though Heretics may laugli ; 

For instance ; there’s yourseP just now, 

God knows, an unco Calf! 

1 *• New Llsfhtf’ is a cant phrase in the West of Scotland, for 
4l0ie Kliglous opinions which Dr. IViyloruf Norwich has dclcn lwi 


And should somopatrou he so kind, 

As bless you wi’ a kirk, 

1 doubt na, Sir, hut tlien we’ll find, 
Ye’re still as great a Slirk. 

But, if the lover’s raptur’d hour 
Shall over he your lot. 

Forbid it, ov’ry heavenly power, 

You e’er should be a Stot ! 

Tlio’, when some kind, connubial dear. 
Your hut-aiul-heii adorns, 

'I'lie like has hocii that you may Avear 
A noble In.'ad of horns. 

And ill your lug, most reverend .Jaiiu-s, 
'To hoar you j-oar and rowte, 

Few moil o’ sense will doubt your claims 
I'o i*ank amang the nowte. 

And Avhen ye’re number’d Avi’ the dead, 
P>rh;vv a grassy liillock, 

Wi' justice they may mark your head — 
‘‘ Here lies a famous Bullock !” 


xxiir. 

Zo <£mtil). 

.idship ' mysterious ec.neut of tlir w 
‘t’uLrot life, Hiiii s.ilr](‘r oi siKiety ' 


iTht James Smuh, m wlinin thus epistle is addres'^-Hl, was at tin 
tiUH ti sni.ill sluipkeeirr iii M.uilIiIiik', and theeiunraiieorr.itliei lol 
hovel n1 the p.Ht m all l.is itieirv i‘\|iisli:ii)iis with “ \ill I'anpiDin 
Inelltat•)l^. ’ lU uiis presi rit in Oosu* Niiiisic’b n hen tin .loll) lU^; 
i?ais fii ,t lUwnul on the taiiev of Burns : tin* eomradis of the poet* ■ 
heart were not fjeneiallv very Mimssful m lifr; sinirh left Alaneli- 
lirie, and c!>t;ililishi.d a raljec-pmituipf tnaniifaetnry at Avon nea. 
J.hilirii^tfAV, 'uheic his Iritiid foond him m all appeaiaine [iii)s)h.tiios 
111 l/hh: hilt tills ivrt'- not to last , hi hiiled in liib bixTiilKtions anil 
went to the AA est Indu-b, and diitl euily. Ills wit was ready, and his 
manners lively and unallei ted.l 

Dear Smith, the sleest, jnnikie thief, 

That <*’or attompti*d stealth or ri<*f, 

Ye surely hae some Avarlock-hretd’ 

OAvre human hearts ; 
For ne’er a bosom yet was priof 

Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an’ moon. 

And ev’ry star that blinks abooii, 

Ye’ve cost me twenty pair o’ shoon 

Just gaiin to see you ; 
And cv’ry itlicr pair that’s done, 

Mairta’en I’m wi’ you. 

That auld capricious carlin, Nature, 

To mak amends for scrimpit stature, 
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She’s turn’d you alf, a human creaturo 

On her first plan; 

And in her freaks, on every featui c 

She’s wrote, the l^Ian. 

Just now I’ve ta’en the fit o’ rliynio, 

My bariiiie noddle’s working prime, 

My tancy yerkit up subliiuo 

AVi’ liasty summon : 
llae ye a loisurc-moment’s time 

To hear what’s cornin’ ? 

Some rhymoJi neighbour’s name to lash ; 

Some rhyme (vain thought !) for ntiedfu' cash : 
Some rhyme to court the couiitra clash, 

An* raise a din ; 

For in(i, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 

Tlio star that rules my luc’klcSs lot, 
lias fated me the russet coat. 

An’ damn’d my fortune to the groat ; 

But in requit, 

J las blest me with a random sliot 

O’ cuuntrawit. 

'J’his while my notion’s ta’on a sklent, 

'I’o try uiv file in guid bbwk i>rerit ; 

But still the inair I’m that way btmt, 

Something cries “Iloolie! 
I r(‘d you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Yc’ll sliawyour folly. 

TJkmv’s ither poets much your betters, 

Fji se(“ii in Greek, det'p men o’ letters, 

Jl.u* tlionglit they had ensur’d their de]}tors, 

A’ future ages : 

Now moths deform in shapeless tatters.. 

Their unknown pages.” 

'I’lien farewell liopes o’ laurel-boughs, 

'fo garland iiiy poetic brows ! 
lleiieelortli i’ll rove where busy ploughs 

Are w'liistliiig thrang. 
All’ teach the lanely heights an’ howt's 
Aly rustic sang. 

I’ll wander on, with tcntless heed 
Ilow never-Iialting moments speed, 

I ill tato shall snap the brittle thread ; 

Then, nil unknown, 

1 11 lay mo with th’ inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 

But wliy o’ death begin a tale ? 

Just now we’re living sound and hale, 

± hen top and mainto2> crowd the sail, 

I leave care o’er side ! 
And large, before enjoyment’s gale, 

Let’s tide the tide. 

I'liis life, sac far’s 1 understand, 

Is a* enehautod fairy land. 


WJierc uleasuro is the magic wand, 

That, wielded l ight. 

Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu’ light. 

TIic magic w^and then let us wield ; 

For, aiico tluit five-ari’ -forty’s speel’d, 

Sec crazy, weary, joyless cild, 

Wi’ ^vrinkl’d f.we. 

Comes hostin’ hirplin’ owre the field, 

Wi’ croepin’ pace. 

When anoe life’s day draws near the gloamin . 
Then faroweel vacjint careless roamin' ; 

An’ faroweel cheerfu’ tankards foamin’. 

An’ social noise: 

An’ fareweel dear, deluding woman ! 

The joy of joys » 

O Lift* ! how pleasant in tliy morning, 

Young Fancy’s rays the hills adorning I 
Cohl-pansing Caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk awsiy, 

Like scliool-boys, at th’ (‘xpocted warning, 

To joy and play. 

Wo wander tliere, wo wander liere, 

We eye the rose upon the brier. 

Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

Among the leaves ; 

And tho’ the puny wound appear, 

Hhort whilo it grioi « */. 

Some, lucky, find a fiow’ry spot. 

For which they never toil’d nor swat; 

They drink the sweet and cat the fat, 

But care or pain ; 

And, hai>ly, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 

With steady aim some Fortune chase; 

Keen hope does ev’ry sinew brace ; 

Thro’ fair, thro’ foul, they urge tlie raci‘, 

And seize the prr^ 

Tlien caniiic, in some cozio place, 

They close tho day. 

And others, like your humble serv an’. 

Tool* Aviglits ! nae rules nor roads observin’; 

To right or left, eternal swervin’, 

They zig-zag on ; 

’Till curst with age, obscure an’ starvin’, 

They often groan. 

Alas ! what bitter toil an* straining — 

But truce with peevish, poor complaining ! 

Is fortune’s fickle Luna waning ? 

E’en let her gang ! 

Beneath what light she has remaining, 

Let’s sing our sang. • 

My pen I here fling to the door, 

And kneel, “ Y'e I’ow’rs,” and w’arni implore^ 
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Tho’ I should wander term o’er, 

In all her cltmos, 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

Ay rowth o’ rhymes. 

Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds, 

Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 

Gie fine bmw claes to fine life-guards, 

And maids of honour ! 
And yill an’ whisky gie to cairds, 

Until they sconncr. 

“ A title, Dempster merits it ; 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

Gie wealth to some be-ledger’d cit, 

In cent, per cent. 

But give me roal, sterling wit, 

And I’m content. 

" While ye are pleas’d to keep mo hale. 

I’ll sit down o’er my scanty meal, 

Be’t watcr-brose, or muslin-kail, 

Wi’ cheerfu’ face, 

As lang’s the muses dinna fail 

To say the grace.” 

An anxious e’e I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nose ; 

I jonk beneath misfortune’s blows 

As weel’s I may ; 

Sworn foe to sorrow, cai*e, and prose, 

I rhyme away. 

0 ye douce folk, that live by rule. 

Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool, 
Compar’d wi’ you — O fool ! fool ! fool I 

How much unlike! 
Your hearts arc just a standing pool, 

Your lives, a dyke I 

Nae hair-brain’ d, sentimental traces. 

In your unletter’d nameless faces 1 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray, 

But gravissimo, solemn basses 

Yc hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye’re wise; 

Nae ferly tho’ ye do despise 
The hairum-scarum, ram-stam boys. 

The rattling squad : 

1 see you upward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road — 

W'hilst I —hut I shall haud me there — 

M i’ you I’ll scarce gang ony where — 

Tlieii, Jamie, 1 shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi* you to male a pair, 

Wharo’er I gang. 


XXIV. 

Zit YTUfon. 

DUAN FIBST.* 

fTlic VL<aun and thr of Ajrr, are said liy Jiidiijr to be “thf 

only pieces by Hums which can be classed undir llic hc.ul of pure Ac* 
tion but Tam o’ Shatter and twenty other of his conuiosicions have 
an equal right to be classed with works of fiction. ’I'lic edition nt 
this poem publislied at fCilmarnockt ditfers in sonic particulars from 
the e^tioti whicli followed m Kdiiiburgh. The maiden wliose fo«it 
was so handsome as to match th.'itof Coila, was a Bess at first, but old 
atTccdon triumphed, and Jean, for whom the honour was, from tho 
first designed, regained her place. The robe of Coila, too, was ex- 
panded, so far indeed that she got more doth than she could well 
carry.] 

The sun had clos’d the winter day, 

The curlers quat their roaring play. 

An’ hunger’d maukin ta’en her way 

'ro kail-yards greeo. 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Wharo she has been. 

The thresher's weary flingin’-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired mo ; 

And when the day had clos’d his c’o. 

Far i* the west, 

Ben i’ the spence, right ponsivclio, 

1 gaed to rest. 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 

I .sat and ey’d tiie spewing reek, 

Tluit fill’d wi’ lioast jirovoking siiiet‘lv, 

T'ho auld clay biggin’; 

An’ heard the restless rattons s(]iieak 

About the riggin*. 

All in this mottle, misty clime, 

I backward mus’d on wastet time, 

How I liad spent my youthfu’ jirime, 

All’ done iiac tiling. 

But stringin’ blethers up in rlijTue, 

For fools to sing. 

Had I to guid advice but harkit, 

I might, by this, liae led a market, 

Or strutted in a bank an’ clarkit 

My casii-account : 

While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarki.. 

Is a’ th’ amount. 

I started, mutt’ring, blockhead ! coof ! 

And lieav’d on liigh my waukit loof, 

To swear by a’ yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, 

That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath — 

When, click ! the string the snick did draw; 
And, jee ! the door gaed to the wa’ ; 

An’ by my ingle-Iowo I saw, 

Now bleczin’ bright, 

A tight outlandisli hizzie, braw, 

Come full in sight. 


1 a term nl O^sian’s for the different divieiims of a dign 

I poem. S/*r hit “ Ciitli-l.oda,’' vol. U. of Macphci^fi'x tr/insliioi 
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Yft flood n.a doubt, I held my whisht ; 

'Flu; inhmt aith, lialf-l’oriu’d, was cnisl.t ; 

1 trlowr’d os eerie’s I’d been dusht 

In some wild glon ; 

When sweet, like modest worth, she blualit, 
And stepped bon. 

(ircoii, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
\y oro twisted, gracefu’ round her brows, 

I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By tiiat same token ; 

All’ come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou’d soon been brokon. 

A “ hair-braiii’d, soritimcutal trjice” 

W as strongly marked in her face ; 

A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

ShoiK' full upon her : 

Her eye, cv’n turn’d on empty spaets 

Beam’d keen with honour. 

Down llow’d her robe, a tartan slieen, 

’'fill half a leg was scriinjily seen : ^ 

And such a leg ! iiiy bonnie .lean 

Could only peer it •. 

Sae straught, sac taper, tight and clean, 

Nane else came near it. 

Her mantle large, of greenish I me, 

My gazing woiidm* chielly drew ; 

J)e(‘]) lights and shades, bold -mingling, thr<‘i 
A lustre gi and ; 

And seem’d to my astonish’d view, 

A well-known lamb 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost; 

'I’here, mountains to the skies were tost : 

Here, tumbling billows mark’d the coast. 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone Art’s lofty boast. 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Doon pour’d down his far-fetch’d floods 
'fhere, well-feJ Irwine SLateiy thuds: 

Aiild liermit Ayr staw tliro’ liis woods, 

Oil to the shore ; 

And many a lesser toirent scuds, 

W ith seeming i oar 

fiow, in a sandy valley spread, 

An ancient borough rear’d ^r head ; 
t>till, as in Scottisli story rdR, 

Sill* boasts a race, 

To ev’ry nobler virtue bred, 

And polish’d grace. 

By stately tow'r, or palace fair, 

Or ruins pendent in the air, 

Bold stems of heroes, hero and there, 

I could discern ; 

^>me seem'd to muse, some seem’d to djuv, 
^Vith feature sti*rn. 


My heart did glowing transport feel, 

To see a race' heroic wheel. 

And brandish round the deep-dy’d steel 
In sturdy blows ; 

W’hile back-recoiling sef’iii’d to reel 

Their suthron foes. 

Ilis Country’s Saviour,* mark him well ! 
Bold Itichardton’s ® heroic swell ; 

Tlie chief on Sark** who glorious fell, 

In high command ; 
And lie whom ruthless fates expel 

Ilis native land. 

Then*, where a scei)tr’d Fietish shade'' 
Stalk’d round his ashes lowly Laid, 

I mai*k’d a martial race pourtray’d 

In colours strong • 
Bold, soldier-fcatur’d, undisinay’d 

Tliey strode aloie; 

Thro’ many a wild i-funantic grove,® 

Nejir many a hormit-fliney’d cove, 

(Fit haunts for friendship or for love,) 

In musing mood, 

j An aged judge, I saw him rove, 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential a\ve ’ 

The learned sire and son I saw, 

To Nature’s God aud Nature’s law 

They ga\c tboii Imi 
This, all its source and end to drav' ; 

'I'hat, to adoie. 

Brydone’s brave wariD I W(*ll could s|:)y, 

1 Bem^ath old Scotia’s smiling ey<‘ ; 
j Who call’d on I’anu', low standing by, 

To band liim on, 

Where many a ratriot-iuimc on high 

And luTo sl)one. 


Dir AN SECOND. 

With musing-dei'p, astonish’d stare, 

1 view’d the heavenly-seeming fair ; 

A whisii’ring throb did wituess bear 

Of kindred sweet. 

When with an elder sister’s air 

She did me gi'cet. 

* 'I’lic allatx;*!. 

2 Sir William Wallace. 

3 AtUin Vi aliarc, of llichciriltnti. cousin U) LticiinmorMl iiii;ecfVt.r 
nl MnttS'.li iii«lv]H*iiilttiic. 

I WaUiux, Laml ufl imjjic, who was sccitiid in uiiiniriaiK* nnfli * 
I)<iiii:iab, Farl ot Oruiiuul, at tliC ftiinous battle un tbv baiiksot sark, 
Urtii.lil amio Hill. That f.-l(iii.uUN Mitnry was pnnciji.illy own ic f 
the judicious lu'iduct and inrn'iiid \alour nt tlic gallart La'.ni t 
wl.n died of his wounds after the action, 
ft I’uiliis, of the I’lets, from whom the district of Kdfe is 
Viudto take its name, lies I'liriwl, as tiad’ton say', uea. u>k f. . 
Hilly seat of the Monti^nncncs of Coil»-ftcld| wlwic Lis bjrial-b'..i(- 
is sull shown. 

0 llaisKimrning, tlu seat of the late Ic.rd Justice I'lerk iP-r 
Thomas Miller of Gleiilec, afterwards 1 lesuleiit uf thi Coiat 
SessLiti ) 

7 IViliine, these, .tot 1’ ufcssoi Diif.iil I Stjuait. 

3 f'eloiicl ^'uU.utoit 
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THE POETICAL WOIIKS 


" All hail I my own inspired bard ! 

In mo thy native Muse regard ! 

Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

Thus poorly low ! 

1 come to give thee such reward 

As we bestow. 

Know, the great genius of this land 
Has many a light aerial band, 

W ho^ all beneath his high command. 

Harmoniously, 

As arts or arms they understand, 

Their labours i)ly. 

“ They Scotia’s race among them sliare ; 
Some lire the soldier on to dare ; 

Some I'ouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption’s heart. 
Some teach the bard, a darling care, 

The tuneful art. 

“ ’Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 

They, ardent, kindling spirits, pour ; 

Or ’mid the venal senate’s roar. 

They, sightless, stand. 
To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

And grace the hand. 

“ And when the bard, or hoary sage, 

Charm or instruct the future age, 

They bind the wild, poetic rage 

In energy, 

Or point the inconclusive page 

Full on the eye. 

‘‘ Hence Fullarlon, the brave and young ; 
Hence Dempster’s zeal-inspired tongiu* ; 
Hence sweet harmonious Beattie sung 

His 'Aliiistrel' lays; 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

The sceptic’s hu} s. 

“ To lower orders are assign’d 
The humbler ranks of human-kind, 

The rustic bard, the lah’ring hind. 

The artisan ; 

All choose, as various they’re inclin’d 

The various man. 

“ When yellow waves the heavy grain. 

The threat’niiig storm some, strongly, rein; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

With tillage-skill ; 

And some instruct the shepherd-train, 

Blythe o’er the hill. 

“ Some hint the lover’s harmless wile ; 

8onu* grace the maiden's artless smile ; 

Some soothe the lab’rer’s weary toil, 

For Inimhle gains, 

And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

His cares and paina 


Some, bounded to a district-space, 

Explore at large man’s infant race, 

To mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic bard : 

And careful note each op’ning grace, 

A guide and guard. 

" Of these am I — Coila my name ; 

And this district as mine 1 claim, 

Wliere once the Campbells, chiefs of fame. 
Held ruling pow’r s 
I mark'd thy embryo-tuneful flame, 

Thy natal hour. 

With future hope, I oft would gaze, 

Fond, on thy little early ways, 

Thy rudely earoll’d, chiming phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes. 
Fir’d at the simple, artless lays, 

Of other times. 

“ I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 

Helighted Avith the dashing roar ; 

Or when tlie north liis fleecy store 

l^rove tlrroiigh the sky, 
1 saw grim Nature’s visage hoar 

Struck thy young o\ e. 

“ Or when the deep green-mantled cartli 
Warm cherish’d ev’ry flow’rets birth. 

And joy and music pouring forth 

In ev’ry gi*ove, 

I saw thee eye the genera! mirth 

With boundless lo\e 

‘‘ When ripen’d fields, and azure skies, 

Called fortli the reajx'r’s rustling noise, 

1 saw thee leave their evening joys. 

And lonely stjilk, 

’I'o vent thy bosom’s swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 

“ When youthful love, warm- blushing, stiung, 
Kc'en-shivcringshot thy nerves along, 

'I’hosc accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

Th* adored Name 
I taught thee hoAv to pour in song. 

To soothe thy flame. 

I saw thy pulse’s maddening play, 

Wild send tliee pl^j^urc’s devious way, 

Misled by Fancy’s meteor-ray, 

By passion driven ; 

But yet tlie light that led astray 

Was light from Heaven 

“ I taught thy iiiauners-painting strains. 

The loves, the ways of simple swains, 

Till now, o’er all iiiy wide domains 

Thy fame extends ; 
And some, the pride of Coila’s plains. 

Become thy friends. 
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Thou const not Icsrn, nor can 1 show, 

To paint with Tliomson’s landscape-glow ; 

Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

With Shenstone's art ; 

Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow, 

Warm on the lieart. 

“ Yet, all beneath the unrivall’d rose, 

1’hc lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 

Tho’ large the forest’s monarch throws 
llis army shade. 

Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

Adown the glade. 

“ Then never murmur nor repine ; 

Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 

And, trust me, not Potosi’s mine, 

Nor king’s reg.*ird, 

( !iin give a bliss o’ermatching thine, 

A rustic bill’d. 

“ To give my counsels all in one, 

'I’hy tuneful dame still careful fan ; 

Ih eservo the dignity of man, 

With soul erect ; 

And trust, the universal plan 

Will all protect. 

\n'l wear thou this,” — she solemn 

And hound the holly round my hc’ud ; 

’J’lie i)oli.sli’d loaves and berries ri'd, 

Did rustling jday ; 

And like a passing thought, slie fled 

111 light away. 


XXV. 

fljallotoern.^ 

'• let tile rich (l<*ri«lo, the pr<m<l disdain, 

The simple idivisurcs ol the Imidy train ; 

'I o me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
tine native charm, than all the gloss of art" 

Golusmitit 

[InTsJ'ocm nintaiiis a livclv ami striking picture of some of the 
snpcistiiious oliscr\ anres of old Scotland: on Halloween the desire 
tf« lixik into futurity was once all but universal in the north; and the 
c harms and spells which Hums describes, form but a portion of those 
employed to enable the peasantry to have a jieepup the dark vista of 
the future. The scene Is laid on the nimantic shores of Ay«, at 
a idriiK r’h firi'-Mde, and the wtors in the rustic dramaare die whole 
household, incliiiliiig su|k‘i niimerary reapers and bandsmen about to 
be disehuiged i join tlie tiiga^'cments (if han est. “ I never can help 
regardnig this,’' says James Hogg, " as rather a trivial poem '"J 

Ui»ox that night, when fairies light, 

On Oassilis i )ownans^ dance, 

Or owrc the lays, in splendid blaze, 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 

‘ Is thought to be a night when witches, devila, and otiie. mis- 
ehiei-maklng beings are all abroad on their lianeful xriidniglit en- 
rands : particularly those al^rial people, the Fairies, are said on that 
bight to hold a grand anniversary. 

* Gertrin little, romantic, rocky green nills, in the neighbourhood 
of tlie uidentseat of the Claris of Cassilb. 


Or for ColeaB the rout Is ta’en, 

Beneath the moon’s pale beams ; 

There, up the Cove,' to stray an* rove 
Amang tho rocks an’ streams 

To sport that night. 

Amang the bonnic winding banks 
Where Doon rins, wimplin’, clear, 
Wlicre Bruce* ance rul’d the martial ranks 
An’ shook his Garrick spear, 

Some meiTy, friendly, countra folks, 
Together did convene, 

To burn their nits, an’ pou their stocks, 

An’ hand their Halloween 

Fu’ blythe that iiiglil 


The lassos feat, an’ cleanly neat, 

Mail* braw than when tliey'ix* fine; 

Their faces blythe, fu’ sweetly kythe. 
Hearts leal, an’ warm, an’ kin’; 

The lads sac' trig, wi’ wooer-habs. 

Wool knotted on their garten, 

Some unco blatc, an’ some wi* gabs. 

Gar lassos' hearts gang startin’ 

Whiles fast at ni^bt 

Then, first and foremost, thro’ the kail, 
Tlieir stocks® maun a’ be sougJit anee ; 

Tliey stock tlieir cen, an’ graij) an’ ^vale, 
For muckle anos an’ straiiglit anes. 

Poor hav’rel Will fell aft* the drift, 

An’ wander’d through the bow-kail, 

An’ pou’t, for want o’ better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sac bow’t that nig 1 1 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or iiant', 
They roar an’ cry a’ throu’tlier ; 

The vera wt*e-things, todlin’, riii 

Wi’ stocks out-owre their slioutluM'; 

An’ gif the custoc’s sweet or sour, 

Wi’ joctclegs they taste them ; 

Syne coziely, aboon tlie door, 

Wi’ caniiie care, tliey’ve placed thiMii 
To lie tliat night. 


* A 1 oted ravem near Colean-hou«e, called the Coi'c of C’olttin 
which, Its well as Caarilis Dow nans, is lamed in countr} story fa 
being a favourite haunt of fhiries. 

The famous lainily of that name, tlie ancestors of Robert, t he 
great deliverer of his country, wore Earls of Curriek. 

;-( The lin>t cctcinony of Halloneen is, pulling each a stock, if 
jilantot kail. They must go out, hand-in-hand, wth eyes -hut* 
and pull the first they meet wltli : its bring big or little straight or* 
emoked, is prophetic of the sixe and shape of the grand object of a 1 
tluir sprits— the husband or wife. If any yird, or earth, stick to tl n 
HNic, tliat is tocher, or fortune ; and the taste of the custoc, tliat t 
the hcait of the ^tem, is indicative of the natural temper and di^iiir- 
sttion. Lastly, the stems, or, to give them thrir ordinary apfielli - 
tion, the runts, are placed somctvhere aliove the head of the door ; 
and the ChristiAn names of the people whom chance brings into tb i 
house, are, according to the priiirity of placing tlie runts, the naim s 
in questiun. 
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Tbe lasses staw frae* mang them a’ 

To pou their stalks o' com ; ^ 

But Rab slips out, an’ jinks about, 

Behint the mucklc thorn : 

He grippet Nelly hard an’ fast ; 

Loud skirl’d a’ the lasses ; 

But her tap-pickle maist was lost. 

When kiuttlin’ in the faiise-housc~ 

Wi* him that night. 

The auld guidwife’s weel hoordct nits " 

Are round an’ round divided, 

An’ monie lads’ an’ kisses’ fates 
Are there that night decided ; 

Some kindle, coiithic, side by side, 

An* burn thegither trimly ; 

Borne start awa wi’ saucy ])ride, 

And jump out-owro the chimlic 

Fu’ high that night. 

Jean slips in twa wi* tentie e’e ; 

Wha ’twas, she wadna tell ; 

But this is Jock, an* this is me, 

She says in to horsel* : 

He blecz’d owre her, an* she owre him, 

As they wad never mair part ; 

’Till, fuff ! ho started up the lum, 

An’ Jean had e’en a sair heart 

To seo’t that night. 

Poor Willie, wi’ his bow- kail runt, 

Was brunt wi’ primsie Mallie ; 

An’ Mary, nae doubt, took the drunt, 

To be compar’d to Willie ; 

Mali’s nit lap out wi* pridefu* fling, 

An’ her ain ht it bnint it ; 

While Willie lap, andswoor, by jiiig, 
*Twas just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 


Nell had the fause-liouse in her min’, 

She pits hcrsel an’ Rob in ; 

In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

'Till white in ase they’re sobbiii’ ; 

Nell’s heart was dancin’ at the view, 

Slie whisper’d Rob to leuk for’t : 

Rob, stownlins, prie’d her bonio mou’, 

Fu* cozic in the ncuk for’t. 

Unseen that night. 


» They go to the bam-yard, and pull each at thm: wvcml timei, a 
sulk of oats. If the third stalk wants the top-pickle, that Is, the 
grain at the top of the stalk, the party in questiun tvill oomc to the 
iiiarriagc-bed any thing but a maid. 

S When the corn is in a doubtful state, by being too green or wet, 
the stack builder by nteans of fdd timber, &c., makes a large apart- 
ment in his stack, with an opening in Che side which is tairest ex- 
posed to the wind : this he calls a fause-house. 

a Burning the nuts isa famous charm. They name (he lad and lass 
to each partieukur nut, as they lay them In the Arc, and according as 
their hum quietly together, or start from beside one another, the 
c lurse and issue ol the coiirtabip will be. 


But Merrau sat behint their backs, 
i ler thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 

Sli(3 lea'cs them gusliin’ at their crackn. 
And slips out by hersel : 

She through the yard the nearest tiiks, 
An’ to the kiln she goes then, 

An* darklins graipit for the banks. 

And in the blue-clue^ throws then, 

Right fear’t that nij 

An* ay she win’t, an’ ay she swat, 

I wat she made nae jaukin’ ; 

’Till something ludd within tlw^ pat, 

Guid L — d I but she was quaukiii’ ! 

But whether ’twas the l)cil liimscl, 

Or wliether ’twas a bauk-on*, 

Or wheihiir it was Andrew Bell, 

She did iia wait on talkin’ 

To spier that nigl-t. 


Wee Jenny to her griiunio says, 

“ Will ye go Avi’ me, graunii^ ? 

I’ll eat the apple“ at tlie glass, 

1 gat frae uncle Johnit* 

She fuff't her jiipe wi’ sic a hint, 

In wrath slu* was sac vap’nn’, 

She notic’t na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worset a]non 

Out tliro’ that niglit. 


* Ye lillle skelpic-li miner’s face ! 

I daur you try sic Ri>ortin*, 

As so(‘k the foul Thic‘f onie place, 
For liim to spae your fortune : 
Nao doubt but yc may get a siglit ! 

Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 

For inoiiie aane lias gotten a flight, 
An’ liv’d an’ died deleei et 

On sic anigiit. 


Ae bairst afore the Sherra-inoor, 

J miiid’t as w'eel’s yestreen, 

1 was a gilpey then, J’m sure 
1 was na jiast fifteen : 

The bimmer liad Ik cu cauld an’ wat. 

An’ stuft’ was unco green ; 

An’ ay a rantin’ kirn we gat, 

An’ just on Halloween 

It fell that night 


1 Whoem would, with success, try this spell, must strictly ol>' 
serve these direcdons Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, and, darkling, 
throw into the pot a clue of blue yam ; wind it in acluc oA tlicoid 
one; and tnwands the latter end, something will hold the thread ; d» 
mand ** wha bauds’” L e. who holds 7 an answer will lie returne^i 
Irom the kiln-pot, wamiTig the Chiisdan and surname of your futui 
spouse. 

it Take a candle, and go alone to a looking-glass ; eat an apple ho- 
fore it, and some traditions say, you should comb your hair all the 
time; tlic face of your conjugal cornpanioD, to be, will l« seen in dir 
glass, ns if iierping ovei your stiouldet. 
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'*Our stibble*rig was Bab M'Graen, 

A clever, sturdy fallow i 
Ilia sin Eppie Sim wi* wean, 

That liv’d in Achmacalla: 
lie ffat hemp-seed,^ I mind it weel, 

And ho made unco light o’t; 

But monie a day was by himacr, 

IIo was sae sairly frighted 

Thatvera night.” 

Then up gat fechtin’ Jamie Flock, 

All’ ho swoor by his conscience, 

That ho could saw hemp-seed a pock; 

b'or it was a* but nonsense ; 

The aiild guidman raught down the pock, 

An’ out a’ handfu* gied him; 

Syno bad him slip frae ’mang the folk, 
Buinetimc when nae ane seeM him, 

An’ try’t that night. 

ITo marches thro’ amang the stacks, 

Tho’ lie was something stuvtin ; 

'Phe graip he for a harrow taks. 

An’ haurls at his curpin ; 

An’ cv’ry now an’ then he says, 

** Iloinp-seod I saw tliee, 

An’ her that is to bo my lass, 

Come after mo, an’ draw thcc 

As fast that night” 

lie w'blstl’d up Lord Lennox’ march, 

To keep his courage cheery ; 

Altho’ his hair began to arch, 

Tie was sae fley’d an’ eerie : 

’'Pill presently lie hears a squeak, 

All’ th(!ri a grane an’ gruntle ; 

Tie by bis sbouther gac a keek, 

An’ tumlil’d wi’ a >vintle 

Out-owre tliat night. 

ITe roar’d a horrid murdor-bhout, 

In dreadfu’ desperation ! 

An’ young an’ auld cam rinnin’ out, 

All’ liear the sad narration ; 
lie swoor ’twas liilchin .lean M'Craw, 

Or eroiicliie MeiTan lluinpliie, 

’Till, stop ! she trotted thro’ them a’ ; 

An' wha was it but Gruinpliic 

Asteer tluit night ! 

Meg fain wad to the barn hao gaen, 

To win three weehts o’ nacthing;* 


* Steal out unperodved, and low a handftil of hemp-ieed, harrow- 
uiK it with any ttriofr you can oonvenieutly diawiUter you, Ropeati 
now and then, « llemp<Ked, I nwthee; hemp-wed 1 law thee : and 
him (or hei-) that li to he my true love, come after me and pou thee."* 
t«ok over your left shoulder, and you wUl we Che appeuanoe of the 
perwm in\'Dked, In the attitude of pulling hemp. Some tradiUoni 
lav. •• Comeafter me, and duiw thee,* tha^ ic, diow thyidf i ia 
which caw it limply appears Qthen omit the hanwwlng, and ny, 
“ Come after me, and harrow thee.* 

^ Thiicbanu vault Ukewlte he pedbmiedj unpendvad, andaloiw. 
\tx'. t ^ to the bain, and opeutmth deon. taldi«tlleinhir thehiviwe. 


But for to meet the deil her lone, 

She pat but little fiuth in: 

She gies the herd a pickle mts, 

An’ twa red cheeUt apples. 

To watch, while for the bam she sets. 

In hopes to see Tam Kipples 

Thatvera night. 

She turns tlie key wi’ cannie thraw, 

An’ owre the threshold ventures ; 

But first on Sawnie gies a oa’ 

Syne bauldly in she enters : 

A ratton rattled up the wa’. 

An’ she cried, L — d, preserve her ! 

An^ ran thro’ midden-hole an’ a’, 

An’ pray’d wi’ zeal and fervour, 

Fu’ fast that night. 

They hoy’t out 'Will, wi’ sair advice ; 

They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 

It clianc’d the stack he faddom’t thrice,* 
Was timmer-propt for thrawin’ ; 

He take a swirlie aidd moss oak, 

For some black, grousome carlin ; 

An’ loot a winze, on* drew a stroke, 

^Till skin in blypes cam haurlin’ 

AfiF’snieves that nigld 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As canty as a kittlin ; 

But, Och ! that night, amang tho shaws, 
She got a fearfu’ settlin’ ! 

She thro’ the whins, an’ by the cairn. 

An’ owre the hill gaed scrieviii, 

Wliere three lairds’ lands met at a burn,® 
To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent that uigli* 

Whyles owre a linn tho bumie plan's, 

As through the glen it wimpl’t ; 

'Wliyles round a rocky scaur it stniys • 
Whyles in a wiel it dimpl’t ; 

Whyles glitter’d to the nightly rays, 

Wi’ bickering, dancing dazzle; 

Whyles cookit undcmcatli the braes, 

« Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that night. 


if }K}ssible; foi there U danger that Che being about to appear Wav 
ihut the doors, and do you some mlichief. Then take that initi u- 
mentuEcdin winnowing the com, which, in our oountry dialect. Wa 
call awci'hC; and go through ill the attitudes of lerting down com 
againstthc wind. Kepeatit three times ; and the third time, an appa- 
rition will pass through the barn, in at the windy door, and out at 
the other, having both the figure in question, and the appeaianci or 
retinue, marking the employment or station In life. 

1 I'ake an c^portuni^ of gtdng unnoticed, to a bcan-stack. and 
flithomit three times round. The last fathom of the last tiroes, fan 
will catch In your arms theappeanmee of your fUtucc conjugal yojt^ 
fdlow- 

S Yon goout, ooeor moK, tar Ala la a aodal spell, to a sou.'^ 
ranstog spring or mulet, when » thiee Isirdif lands mast,'' anu 
dip your left shiit-bleevia Qo to bed in sight of a fire, and hang 
your wet sleeve before H to dry. .Ue awalce: and, some time neai 
jnldtdgbt an apparltii^ bavlBg tlw exact flguiecf the grand ob 
JactinqtteacloD,wfflo(imaaiidtian iiihidesve, aatf todiy tlia othar 
tMtofit. 
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Amang the braokenR on the brae. 

Between her an’ the moon, 

The deil, or else an ontler qney, 

Gat up an’ gae a croon : 

Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near lav’rock-beight she jumpit, 

But mist a fit, an’ in the pool 
Ont-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi’ a plunge tliat night. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane, 

The luggics three * are ranged, 

And ev’ry time great care is ta"en. 

To see them duly changed : 

Auld uncle John, wha wedlock’s joys 
Sin’ Mar’s year did desire. 

Because he gat the toom-disli thrice. 

He heav’d them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 

Wi’ merry Bangs, an’ friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary ; 

An’ unco tales, an’ funnie jokes, 

Their sports were cheap an’ cheery; 

Till butter d so’ns * wi’ fragrant lunt, 

Set a’ their gabs a-steeriii’ ; 

Syne, wi’ a social glass o* strunt, 

Tliey parted aff careerin’ 

Fu’ blytlic that night. 


XXVI. 

i^an h)a0 mabc to i^ourn. 


[Theotlgln of tills Une poem is alluded to by liurns in one of his 
Setters to Mrs. Dunlop : ** 1 had an old grand^inch* ivith whom my 
mother lived in her edrUsh years : the good old man was long 
blind oe he died, during which time his highest enjoyment was to 
sic and cry, ii bile my niotlicr u'oiild sing tlic simple old song of * The 
Life and Age of Man.' " From that truly venerable woman, long 
after the death of her distinguLthed son. Cromeh.in collecting tlie 
HeUques, obtained a copy by recitation of tlie older strain. 'I'tiough the 
tone and sentiment coincide closely tvith ** Man was made to 
Mourn,” I agree with Lockhart, that liurns wrote it in obedience to 
his own habitual feelings.] 


WHEir chill November’s surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare. 

One ev’nuig, as I wandered, forth 
Along the banks of Ayr, 


I Trice three dishes: putclean waterin one, foul water In another, 
and lenve the riiird empty t bUndfold a person and lead him to the 
hearth where the dishes arc ranged j he (or she) dips the left hand* 
If by chance In thedean water, the future husband orudfb will come 
totbebarofmatrimraqr amaid; If lnthefou1« a widow; If In the 
empty didt. It focetdls, tvlth equal oertainQ*, no mazriageat all. It 
u repeated riueeflmee, and every Ume the amngement of the dishes 
Isaltored. 

• Sowena. with tnittar inataad of mSk to tiiem. Is always tfie Hal- 
Isweenivppcr* 


I spy’d a man whose aged step 
Seem’d weary, worn with care ; 

His face was furrow’d o’er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 

Young stranger, whither wand’rest thou 
Began the rev’rend sage ; 

“ Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain. 
Or youthful pleasure’s rage ? 

Or haply, prest with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me to mourn 
The miseries of man. 

The sun that overhangs yon moors, 
Out-spreading far and wide, 

Where hundreds labour to support 
A haughty lordling’s pride : 

I’ve scon yon weary winter-sun 
I’wice forty times return. 

And ev’ry time lias added proofs 
That man was made to mourn. 

‘‘ O man ! whih* in thy earlj* years. 

How prodigal of time I 
Mispending all thy precious hours, 

I'liy glorious youthful prime I 
Alternate follies take the sway; 

Licentious passions burn ; 

Which tenfold force gives nature’s law, 
Tliat man was made to mourn. 

‘‘ Look not alone on youthful prime. 

Or manhood’s active might ; 
iMan then is useful to his kind, 

Supported ill his right : 

But see him on the edge of life, 

With cares and sorrows worn ; 

Then age and want — oh ! ill match’d pair * 
Show man was made to mourn. 

“ A few seem favourites of fate, 

In pleasure’s lap carost : 

Yet, think not all the rich and great 
Are likewise truly blest. 

But, oh ! what crowds in every laud, 

All wretched and forlorn ! 

Thro’ weary life this lesson learn— 

I'liat man was made to mourn. 

“ Many and sharp the num’rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame I 
More pointed still we make ourselves. 
Regret, remorse, and shame ! 

And man, whose heaven-erected face 
The smiles of love adorn, 

Man’s inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

* See yonder poor, o’erlabour’d wight. 

So abject, mean, and vile, 

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil i 
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And see Jiis lordly fellow-worin 
The poor petition spurn. 

Unmindful, though a weeing wife 
And helpless offspring mourn. 

' If I’m design’d yon lordling’s slave — 

15y Nature’s law design’d — 

Why was an independent wish 
IC’er planted in my mind ? 

If not, why am I subject to 
His cruelty or scorn ? 

Or why has man the will and power 
To make his fellow mourn ? 

'‘Yet, let not this too much, my son, 

. Disturb thy youthful breast ; 

This i)artial view of human>kind 
Is surely not the best ! 

I’lie poor, oppressed, honest man 
lad n(‘vcr, sure, been born, 

Had ther<* not been some rect>inpense 
I’o comfort those that mourn ! 

« 0 Death ! the poor man’s dearest frituid- 
Thc kindest and the best ! 

Wclctime the hour, my aged limbs 
Are laid with thee at rest ! 

The gi'oat, the wealthy, fear thy blow, 

From pomp and jdeasnre torn 1 
Blit, oh ! a blest relief to those 
'J'liat weary-laden mourn.” 

XXVIl. 

^0 Hufn* 

f*‘ I have l)cen,’'8ay8 Bums, in hia common-place book, ** taking a 
peep through, as Ynung hricly 8ay% * The dark postern of time long 
elapsed/ *i'\vas a ruulul pmspect ! What a tissue of choughtlcssncHa, 
uvaknesa, and fully 1 inv life reminded me of a ruined templd. What 
btxengOi, what proportion in itnme parts ! what unsightly gaps, what 
strate rums in others !” The fragment. To Hulr, seems to have 
had Its origin in moments such as these.] 


An. hail ! inexorable lord I 
At whose destruction-breathing word, 
The mightiest empires fall ! 

Thy cruel, woe-delighted train. 

The ministei’s of grief and pain, 

A suUen welcome, all ! 

With stem-resolv’d, despairing eye, 
i see each aimed dart ; 

For one has cut my dearest tie, 

And quivers in my heart. 

Then low’ring and pouring. 

The storm no more I dread ; 
Though thick’ning and blaok’ning, 
Round my devoted head. 


And thou grim pow% by life abhorrid, 
Wliile life a pleasure can afford, 

Oh 1 hear a wretch’s prayer ! 

No more 1 shrink appall’d, afraid ; 

I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 

To closo tliis scene of care ! 

When shall my soul, in silent peace, 
Hesign life’s joyless day ; 

My weary heart its throbbings cease. 
Cold mould’ring in the clay ? 

No fear more, no tear more. 

To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace I 


XXVIII 

TO 

3(oI)n ifKouhie of Hilmarnoch. 

OK THK PVBLlt'ATlOK OP HIS X8SAVS. 

[7*^^ fuming cottimentury, by Burns, on the Essays of Goudic in 
the MacgUl controversy, was first published by Stewart, ivith cue 
Jolly Beggars, in ISUl i it is akin In life and spirit to Holy WILia's 
Prayer ; and may be dted as a sample of the wit and tlic force wnu:tk 
the poet brought to the gnnt, but now fSorgotUm, controversy cl toe 
vvest.] 

O GotJDiE ! terror of the Whigs, 

Dread of black coats and rev’rend wigs, 

Sour Bigotiy, on her last legs, 

Girnin*, looks bade, 
Wisbin’ the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize you qnicU 

Poor gapin’, glowrin’ Superstition, 

Waes me ! she’s in a sad condition : 

Fio ! bring Black Jock, her state physician. 
To see her water. 

Alas ! there’s ground o’ great suspicion 

She’ll ne’er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 

But now she’s got an unco ripple ; 

Haste, gie her name up i’ the chapd, 

Nigh unto death; 

Sec, how she fetches at the thrapple. 

An’ gasps for breath. 

Enthusiasm’s piwt redemption, 

Gaen in a gallopin consumption, 

Not a’ the quacks, wi* a’ tbeir gumption. 
Will ever mend her. 
Her feeble pulse gies strong presumption 

Death soon will end hm , 

’Tis yon and Taylori are the chief, 

Wha are to blame for this mischi^, 

But gin the Lord’s ain fobks gat leave, 

A loom tar-barrel. 

An* twa red peats wad send relief, 

An’ end the quarrsL 

Or. TBglortdTNofwieb 
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XXIX. 

TO 

% Haptai^. 

AN C»LU SCOTTISH HAHO. 

AprU Ist, 17U5. 

(first ■EPI8T1.E.) 

r'*Theq>isdetoJnhn Lapmikj” says Gil hen I turns, ** was i 
exactly on the occasion dcscnbi'cl by the author. IttK'kinK, v 
derived from primitive titncb, u hen our country-woincii ciiploied 
thrir spare hours in spinniiif; on tli>' mke or distaif. 'rhi« sit iple In- 
strument is a very portatde one; and well fitted to the scieul iiulin 
tinn of meeting in a i)ei^hlKtui‘’s house; henra the phrasr- of 
rocking, or with the rokc. As the connevion the phiHM' ii 
the implement ivas foiT^tten when the rokc gave idaee to t 
nlng-wlieel, the phrase came to lieiisetl hy Imth se\cs, on soc 
slons, and tneti talk of going with their nikes as well ns won 

WiiiLF In'icrs woodbines budding green, 
An’paitricks scraiebin' loud at e’en, 

An* morning poussic wliiddon seen, 

Inspire iny muse, 

This freedom in an unknown frien’ 

I pray excuse. 

On Fasten-een we bad a rockin’. 

To ca* the crack and weave our stockin’ ; 

And there was muckle fnn an’ jokin’, 

Ye need iia doubt ; 

At length we had a hearty yokin’ 

At sang about. 

There was ac sang, ainang tlio rest, 

Aboon them a* it pleas’d me best, 

That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wif<* ; 

It thirl’d the heart-strings thro* tlio breast, 

A’ to the life. 

I've scarce Iieard ought describ’d sae weel. 
What gen’rous, manly bosoms feel ; 

Thought I, “ Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or lieattie’s wark ?” 
They told me ’twas an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 

It pat me fidgin-fain to hear’t, 

And sac about him there I spier’t. 

Then a’ that ken’t him round declar’d 
lie had ingine, 

That, nano excell’d it, few cam near’t. 

It was sae fine. 

That, set him to a pint of ale. 

An’ either douce or merry tale. 

Or rhymes an’ sangs he’d made himsel, 

Or witty catches, 
’Tween Inveimess and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

fhen np I gat, an’ swoor an aith. 

The’ I should pawn my pleugh and graith. 

Or die a cadger pownies’ death, 

At some dyke-back, 

4x pint rin’ gill TM iirie them baith 

To hear your crack. 


Jhit, first an’ foremost, I should tell, 

Amaist fis soon fis 1 could spell, * 

1 to the crambo-jingle fell, 

Tlio’ rude an’ rough. 

Yet crooning to a body’s sel’, 

Does wool eneiigb. 

I am nac poet in a sense, 

I5ut just a rhymer, like, by chance, 

An’ hae to learning nae pretence, 

Yet wliat the matter 
Whene’er my Muse does on me gUiuu*. 

I jingle at her. 

Your critic-folk may cock their nose. 

And s.iy, ‘‘ How can you e’er propose, 

You, wJia ken hardly verse frae prose. 

To mak a sang ?” 

Dut, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Yo’re may be wrang 

What’s a’ your jargon o* your schools, 

Your Latin names for horns an’ stools ; 

If honest nutiiro uunlc you fools, 

What sairs your gramnia: f 
Ye’d hotter tacn up spades and sliools, 

Or knappin-baimneis. 

A set o’ dull, eone(*ited hashes, 

Confuse their lirains in coll(‘ge classes! 

They gang in stirks and come out asses, 

I’lain triitli to speak ; 

An’ syne they tliink to climb I’annissits 
By dint o’ Greek ! 

Gie me ac spark o’ Nature’s fire ! 

That's a’ the learning 1 desire ; 

Then though I drudge tliro’ dub an' mire 
At pleugh or cart, 

My muse, tliougli haniely in attire, 

May touch the heart. 

0 for a spunk o’ Allan’s glee, 

Or Fergusson’s, the hauld and slee, 

Or bright Lupraik’s, iny friend to bo, 

If I can hit it ! 

That would be lear c;rieugh for me. 

If I could get it ! 

Now, sir, if yo hae friends enow, 

'llio’real friends. I b’Jievc*, are few. 

Yet, if your catfilogue ho fou, 

J’se no insist, 

But gif ye want ae friend that’s true — 

I’m on your list. 

1 winna blaw about inyscl ; 

As ill I like my fauts to tell ; 

But friends on’ folk that wish me ivell. 

They sometimes rooso uiej 
Tho’ I maun own, ns nionie still 

As for abuse mo. 
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There’s ac wee faut they whiles lay to nio, 

I like the lasses — Gude forgie me ! 

For inonie a plack they wheedle frae me. 

At dance or fair; 

May be some ither thing they gie me 

They weel can spai'e. 

But Manchline race, or Mauchline fair ; 

1 should be proud to meet you there ! 

We’se gie ae night’s discharge to care, 

If we forgather. 

An* hae a swax3 o’ rhymin’-ivare 

W i* ane anitlier. 

The four-gill chap, wo’se gar him clutter. 

An’ kirsen him wi’ reekin’ water; 

Syne we’ll sit down an’ tak our whitter, 

To cli(‘or our heart; 

An’ faith, we’se be acquainted better, 

Before we part. 

Awa, ye selfish, warly nice, 

Whu think tliat bavins, sense, fin’ grace, 

ICv’n love an’ fricndshij», should give place 
To catch-the-plack ! 

I diniia like to sec your face, 

Nor hear your crack. 

But ye whom social pleasure charms, 

Whose hearts the tide of kindness wai-ms, 

Who hold your being on the terms, 

“ Each aid the others,” 
Come to my bowl, come to my aims, 

My friends, my brothers ! 

But, to conclude my huig epistle, 

As my auld jfen’s worn to the grissle ; 

Twa lines frae you wad gar me lissle. 

Who am, most fervent. 
While 1 can cither sing or whistle. 

Your friend and servant. 


XXX. 

TO 

3)* Haprnih* 

(second E P I S T I. e.) 

(The .lolin Lapraik tn whom these eoistles are addressed lived at 
I3dfnun in the nci^hbourhocKt of Muirkirk, and was a rustu' wor- 
shipper of the Muse: he uiiluuklly, however, involved himselt iii that 
Western bubble, the A\r Hank, and consoled hltnself by corniKMunt; 
in his distrtwi Uiat song which moved the heart of Hums, begiii- 

tni»K 

** When I upon thy bosom lean." 

He afterwarrls published a volume of verse, of a qualiC) which 
pro\ ed that the inspiration in his song of domestic sorrow was no 
tettlcd power of soul.] 

April i£Ue, 178A 

While new-ca’d kye rowte at the stake, 

An’ powiiics reek in plough or braik, 


This hour on e’enin’s edge I take 

To own I’m debtor, 

To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For his kind letter. 

Forjesket sair, wi’ weary legs, 
iiattlin’ the com out-owre the rigs, 

Or dealing thro’ amang the naigs 

Their ten hours’ bite, 

Afy uwkart muse sair pleads aud begs, 

1 would ua write. 

The tapetless ramfeezl’d liizzie, 

She’s saft at best, and something lazy, 

Quo’ she, “ Ye ken, we’ve been sue busy, 

This month an* mair, 

That trouth, my head is grown right dizzie. 
An’ something sair.” 

Her dowff excuses pat me mad : 

“ Conscience,” says I, “ ye thowlcss jad ! 

1*11 write, an’ that a hearty bland, 

This vera night ; 

So diiiiia ye affront your trade, 

But rhyme it right. 

Shall hauld Lapraik, the king o’ hearts, 

Tlio’ mankind w ere a pack o’ cfirtes, 
lioose you sae weel for your deserts, 

in terms sae friendly, 
Yet ye’ll neglect to shaw your parts. 

An’ thank him kindly *'•' 

Sae I gat paper in a blink 

An* down gaed stumpio in the ink : 

Quoth I, “ belbre 1 slcex) a wink, 

I vow I’ll clos(‘ it; 

An’ if ye winnamak it clink, 

By Jove I’ll prose it !” 

Sac I’ve begun to scrawl, but wdicdlier 
111 rhyme, or prose, or haith thegither, 

Or some hotch-potch that’s rightly neither 
Let time male jiroof ; 

But I shall scribble down some Ididlier 
Just clean aff-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne’er gi-udgc an’ caip, 

Tho’ fortune use you hard an’ sharp ; 

Come, kittle up your moorland-harp 

Wi’ gleesome touch * 
Ne’er mind how fortune waft an’ warp ; 

She’s but a b-teb. 

She’s gien me moirie a jirt an’ fleg, 

Sin’ I could striddle owre a rig ; 

But, by the L— d, tho’ I should beg 
Wi’ lyart pow. 

I’ll laugh, an* sing, an’ shake my leg, 

As lang’s I dow ! 

Now comes the sax an’ twentieth simnipr, 
I’ve seen the bud iipo’ the tinimer, 
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0 Nature ! a’ tliy Bhews an' forms 
To feeling; pensive hearts hac charms ! 
"Whether the summer kindly -vrarms, 

Wi' life an' light, 

Or winter howls, in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night ! 

The muse, nae Poet ever fand her, 

*Till by himsol' he leam'd to wander, 

Adown some trotting burn’s meander. 

An’ no think lang ; 

O sweet, to stray an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

The warly race may drmlge an' drive, 
Ilog-shouther, juiidie, stretch an' strive, 

Let mo fair Nature's face descrive, 

And I, wi' pleasure, 
Sliall let tlie busy, grumbling liive 

Bum owre their treasure 

Pareweel, my “ rh 3 rmc-composing brither !'’ 
We've been owre lang unkemi’d to ither: 

Now let us lay our heads thegitliei*, 

In love fraternal; 

May envy wallop in a tether, 

Black fiend, infernal ! 

Wliile llighlandmcn hate tolls an’ taxes; 
While moorlan’ herds like guid fat braxies ; 
While terra firnia, on her axis 

Diurnal turns, 

Count on a friend, in faith an’ practic**, 

In IlOBEllT BuBN3. 


My memory’s no worth a preen ; 

I liad aiiiaist fo^-gotten clean, 

Ve bade me write you what tliey moan, 

By this New Light, 

'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to fight. 

In days when mankind were but callaiis 
A t grammar, logic, an’ sic talents. 

They took nae pains their s|joecli to balance, 

Or rules to gio, 

But spak their thoughts in plain, braid Lallans, 
Like you or me. 

In thao auld times, they thought the moon, 

•lust like a sark, or pair o’ shoon, 

W'ore by degrees, ’till lier last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing. 
An’ shortly after she was done, 

They gat a new one. 

This past for certain — undisputed ; 

It ne’er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 

'Till chiols gat up an’ wad confute it. 

An* ca'dit wrang; 

Aii'r ucklc din there was about it, 

Baith loud an’ lang. 


Home licrds, weel leam'd upo’ the beiik, 

Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk ; 

For 'twas the auld moon turned a neuk. 

An' out o* sight. 

An' backlins-comin', to the leuk. 

She grew 'mail* bright^,, 

This was deny’d, it was affirmed ; 

The herds au’ hissels were alarmed : 

Tlio rev’rend gray-beards rav’d an' storm’d 

That beardless laddies 
Should think they better were inform’d 

Than their auld daddies. 

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ; 

Frac words an’ aitlis to clours an’ nicks. 

An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi’ hearty crunt ; 

An* some, to learn tliem for tlicir tricks, 

Were bang’d an' brunt. 

Tins game was play’d in monie lands, 

An’ Auld Light caddies bure sic hands, 

That, faith, the youngsters took the sands 
Wi’ nimble sh.anks, 

’I’ill lairds forbade, by strict commands, 

Sic bliiidy pranks. 

But New Light herds gat sic a cowc, 

Folk thought them ruin'd stick-an’-stowe, 

Till Jiow amaist on every knowe, 

Ye'll find anc 2 )lac’d : 
An' some tlieir New Light fair a\ou', 

Just (piite barefac’d. 

Nae doubt the Auld Light flocks are blc.'itin’ ; 
Their zealous lierds ai'c vt*x’d an’ sweatin’ : 
Mysel’, I’ve even seen tliem greetin’ 

Wi’ gimin* sjiite, 

To hctir the moon sac sadly lie'd on 

By word an’ write. 

But shortly they will cowe the loons; 

Borne Auld Light herds in ncebor towns 
Are miud’t in things they ca’ balloons. 

To tak a flight. 

An’ stay ue month amang tJic moons 

And see them rig] it. 

Guid observation they will gie them : 

An wlien the auld moon’s gaiin to lea’c them, 
The hindmost shaird, they’ll fetch it wi’ tliem, 
Just i’ their pouch. 

An’ Avlu'ii the New Light billies see them, 

1 tliiiik they’ll crouch ! 

Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 
Is naething but a “ moonshine matter 
But tho* dull prose-folk Latin splatter 
In logic tulzie, 

1 ho]io we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brulzick 
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XXXIII. 

ADDRESS 


llUgitimate 


['I'hiH liascy and not A’cry docuraus etTnsinii, was uriitinally entitled 
•• The I’oct’s Welcome; or, rtab tite JUiyinei’s Address to his liastard 
Child-” A copy, with the more softened, but less ex| itlc, was 

published by Stewart, in 1801, and is alluded to by llurr iisclf, in 
his inotrraphical letter «» Moore. Uonnie Hetty," the “r ot the 
sunsic-smirking, dcor-lHiught Hess,*' ul the Inventory, lived m Lai- 

igbt ot 

iiks when he pr())K)sed to go to the 'WestlndU's. si to be 

H won icin, and to marry one John llishop, overseer 
u'hriv slic died in 1U17, 1 1 is said she itacmbled Bun quite 
IS any ofthei-cstof his children.] 

Tiiou’s -welcome, ^vcaii, inishaiiter fa’ me, 

If of thee, or of thy Tnamiiiy, 

Shall ever dauuton me, or awe me, 

My swt'ot wee lady. 

Or if 1 bluHli when thou shalt ca’ me 
Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonny Betty, 

1, fatherly will kiss an’ daut thee, 

As dear an’ near my heart 1 set thee 
*Wi* as glide will 
As a' the priests had scon me get thoo 
That’s out o’ hell. 

What tho’ they ca’ me fornicator, 

Au* tease my name in kintry clatter : 

'J'iie mail* they tank I’m kcut the bettor. 

E’en let them clasii ; 

All auld wife’s tongue’s a fecltless matti'r 
To gie ane fash. 

Sweet fruit o’ mouy a merry dint, 

My funny toil is now a’ tint, 

Sill’ thou came to the w^arl asklcnt, 

Which fools may scoff at ; 
111 mj last x>lack thy part’s be iii’t 

Tho better ha’f o’U 

An’ if thou be what I wad hae thee, 

An’ tak the counsel I sail gie thee, 

A lovin’ father I’ll be to thee, 

If tliou be sjiar’d ; 

Thj’o* a* thy childish years I’ll e’e thee, 

An* thiuk’t weel war’d. 

Glide grant that thou may ay inherit 
Thy mither’s person, grace, an’ merit. 

An’ thy poor worthless dady’s spirit, 

Without liis failins ; 

*Twill please me mair to hear an’ see it 

Than stocket mailens. 


XXXIV. 

Kattirc*js Tlalo. 

A POEM HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO O. H. ESQ. 
** Great nature spoke, observant man obey'd.** 

POI'K. 


[This Poem was written by Bums at Mossgiel, and •* liutnbly in. 
scribed to Gavin Hamilton, Esq.*' It is supprued to allude to his in- 
tercourse with Jean Amiour, with the cimiuistances of which he 
seems to have made many of hiBcomraden acquainted. These verses 
u ere well known to many of the admirers of the poet, but tht^ 
remained in nianuscnpc nil given to the world by Sir Hariis Nico- 
las, in Pickering’s Aldiiic Edition of the British Poets.] 


Let other heroes boast their scari^ 

The marlos of sturt and strife ; 

And other poets sing of wars, 

Tlie x>lagues of human life; 

Shame fa’ the fiin ; wi* sword and gun 
To slap mankind like lumber ! 

I sing his name, and nobler fame, 

Wha multiplies our number. 

Great Nature s^ioke, with air benign, 

“ Go on, ye human race ! 

This lower world I you resign ; 

Bo fruitful and increase. 

The liquid fire of strong desire 
I’ve pour’d it in each bosom ; 

Here, in this hand, docs mankind stand, 
And there, is beauty’s blossom.” 

The hero of tliesc artless strains, 

A lowly bard was he, 

Wlio sung his rhymes in Coila’s xdaius 
With meikle mirth an’ glee ; 

Kind Nature’s care had given his share, 
Large, of the flaming current ; 

And all devout, he never sought 
To stem the sacred torrent. 


He felt the powerful, high behest. 

Thrill vital through and through ; 

And sought a correspondent breafit, 

To give obedience due : 

Proi>itiou8 Powers screen’d the young flowers, 
From mildews of abortion ; 

And lo ! the bard, a great reward, 

Has got a double portion ! 

Auld cantie Coil may count the day. 

As annual it returns, 

The thii'd of Libra’s equal sway, 

That gave another B[uni8], 

With future rhymes, on’ other times. 

To emulate his sire ; 

To sing auld Coil in nobler style, 

With more poetic fire. 
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Ye Powers of peace, and peaceful song, 
JLook down with gracious eyes ; 

A.nd bless auld Goil^ large and long. 
With multiplying joys : 

Lang may she stand to prop the land, 
The flow’r of ancient nations ; 

And fi[um6*8l springs her fame to sing, 
Thro* endless generations ! 


XXXV. 

^0 t|}e i&eb. 


[Poenr M*Math was at the period of this efdetlc aarietant to Wod. 
row, minlirtwr of Tarbolton: he was a good preacher, a mode- 
rate man in matters of discipline, and an intimate «f the Cnils- 
flcld Montgomerys. His dependent condition depressed his spirits : 
he grew dissipated; and finally, it is said, enlisted as a common sol- 
dier, and died in a fordgii land.] 

Sept. Wi, 17»5. 

Whii.£ at the stook the shearers cow*r 
To shun the hitter blaudin* show’r, 

Or in gulravage rinnin* scow*r 

To pass the time, 

To you 1 dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

My musie, tir’d wi* mony a sonnet 
On gown, an* ban*, an' douse black bonnet. 

Is grown right eerie now she's done it. 

Lest they should blame her. 
An* rouse their holy thunder on it 

And ouathem her. 

1 own *twas rash, an* rather hardy. 

That I, a simple countra bardie, 

Shou’d meddle wi* a pack sae sturdy, 

'Wha, if they ken me. 

Can easy, wi’ a single wordie, 

Lowse hell upon me. 

But 1 gae mad at their grimaces. 

Their sighin’ cantin’ grace-proud faces. 

Their three-mile prayers, an hauf-milc graces, 
Their raxin* conscience, 
Whase greed, revenge, an* pride disgraces, 
Waur nor their nonsense. 

Tlicre’s Gaun,‘ miska’t waur than a beast, 

Wha has mair honour in his breast 
Than mony scores as guid's the priest 
Wha sae abus’t him. 

An’ may a liard no crack his jest 

What way they’ve use’t him. 


A Givla Hamiltuii Ksq. 


See him, the poor man’s friend in need, 

The gentleman in word an’ deed. 

An* shall his fame an’ honour bleed 

By worthless skellums. 
An' not a muse erect her head 

To cowe the blellums ? 

O Pope, had I thy satire’s darts 
J'o gic the rascals their deserts, 

I’d rip their rotten, hollow hearts, 

An* teU aloud 

Tlieir jugglin’ hocus-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 

I God knows. I'm no the thing 1 shou’d be., 
Nor am I even the thing 1 cou'd he, 

Blit twenty times, I rather wou’d he 
An atheist clean, 

Than under gospel colours hid be 

Just for a screen. 

An honest man may like a glass. 

An lionest man may like a lass. 

But mean revenge, an* malice fause 
lie'll still disdain, 

An' then cry zeal for gospel laws. 

Like some we ken. 

I'liey take religion in their mouth; 

Tliey talk o’ mercy, grocu' an* truth. 

For what? — to gio tiieir malice skoiith 
On some pair wight. 

An* hunt him down, o’er right an’ ruth. 

To ruin straight. 

All hail, Religion ! maid divine! 

Pardon a muse sae mean as mine. 

Who in her rough imjicrfect line, 

Tims daurs to name thee 
To stigmatize false friends of thine 

Can ne’er defame tliee. 

Tho’ hlotcli’d an* foul wi’ mony a stain, 

An’ far unworthy of thy train. 

With trembling voice I tune my strcaiii 
To join with those, 

Who boldly daur thy cause maintain 
In spite o’ foes : 

In spite o’ crowds, in spite o’ mobs. 

In spite of undermining jobs, 

In spite o’ dark banditti stabs 

At worth an' merit, 

By scoundrels, oven wi’ holy robes. 

But hellish spirit. 

O Ayr ! my dear, my native ground, 

Within thy presbyterial bound 
A candid lib'ral band is found 

Of public teachers, 

As men, as Christians too, renown’d, 

An* manly preocliers 
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Sir, in that circle you are nam'd ; 

Sir, in that circle you lare famM ; 

An’ some, by whom your doctrine’s blam’d, 
(Which gies you honour,) 
Even Sir, by them your heart’s esteem’d, 

An’ winning manner. 

Pardon this freedom I have ta’en, 

An’ if impertinent I’ve been, 

Impute it not, good Sir, in one 

Whose heart ne’er wrong’d ye. 
But to his utmost would befriend 

Ought that belong’d yt*. 


XXXVI 
^0 a 

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH THE 
PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1786 . 

fTlus )>cautifu1 pnem was ima^nned w'hile the poet was holding 
thrpliiugh, cm the farm of Mossglcl: the field is still pointed out: 
and a man ealled Diane is still liviiig« who says he uas gaudsman to 
tile iuird at the time, and chased the mouse with the piciugh-pettlei 
for u Inch lie was wbuked hy his young master, who inquired what 
liamithe pcKir mouse had done him. In the night that foliowrd. 
Mums awoke his gaudsmatii who was in the same bed with him, 
rui lied the TKiein as it now itands, and said, <* What think you of our 
mouse now 


Wke, sleckit, cow’riii’, tim’rous beastic, 

(), Avliut a panic’s in thy breostic ! 

'riioii need iia start uwa sae hasty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 

1 wad be laitli to rin an’ chase thee, 

Wi’ murd’riug pattle ! 

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 
ilas broktm nature’s social union. 

An’ justifies that ill opinion. 

Which makes tliee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion. 

An’ fellow -mortal ! 

I doubt na, wbyles, but thou may thieve ; 
Wiiat then ? poor beastie, thou mauu live ! 

A daimen ickcr in a thrave 

’S a sma’ request : 

I’ll get a blessin’ wi’ the lave. 

And never xniss’t ! 

Thy wee bithousie, too, in ruin; 

Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’ ! 

An’ naething, now, to big a new anc, 

, O’ foggage green ! 

An’ bleak December’s win& ensuin’, 

Baith snell and keen i 


Thou saw the fields laid bare on’ waste. 
An’ weary winter cornin’ fast, 

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
’Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro’ thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibbh;. 
Has cost thee raony a weary nibble ! 

Now tliou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble. 
But house or hold, 

To thole the winter’s sleety dribble. 

An’ cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane, 

In proving foresight may be vain ; 

The best laid schemes o’ mice an’ men, 
Gang aft a-gley. 

An’ lea’e us nought but grief and pain, 
For promis’d joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me ! 

The present only toucheth thee ; 

But, Och ! I backward cast my e’e. 

On prospects drear ! 
All’ forward, tho’ I canna see, 

I guess an* fear. 


XXXVII. 

,Scotc]b i9tink. 

** Glc him strong drink, until he wink. 

That’s sinking in despair; 

An’ liquor guid to fire bU bluid. 

That’s piest wi’ grief an’ care ; 

There let him iKiuse, an’ deep carouse, 

Wi’ huinpers flowing o'er. 

Tin he forgeu his loves or debts. 

An’ minds his griefs no mon.” 

bVJ.OMON’B Pkovkbb, xxxi. 6, 7* 


[** I hereendoae you,” says Burns, 20 March, 1786, to his friend 
Kennedy, ** my Scritch Drink ; 1 hope some time before we hear the 
gouk, to have the pleasure of seeing you at Kilmarnock : when I 
intend we shall iutve a gill between us, in a mutchkin stoup.”J 

Let other poets raise a fracas 

’Bout vines, an’ wines, an’ dru’ken Bacchus 

An’ crahbit uames an’ stories wrack us, 

An* grate our lug, 

I sing the juice Scotch bear can mak us, 

In glass or jug. 

O thou, my Muse t guid auld Scotch drink ; 
Whether thro* wimplin’ worms thou jink, 

Or, richly brown, ream o’er the brink. 

In glorious faem, 

Inspire me, till I lisp an* wink, 

To sing thy name ! 
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fjet hnsky wheat the haugfas adorn, 

An' aits set up their awnie horn, 

An* pease an’ beans, at e'en or morn, 

Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou king o’ grain ! 

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood. 

In souple scones, the wale o’ food ! 

Or tumblin’ in the boilin’ flood 

Wi* kail an* beef; 

But when thou pours thy strong heart’s blood. 
There thou shines chief. 

Food fills the wame, an’ keeps us livin' ; 

Tho’ life’s a gift no wUrth receivin’ ; 

When heavy dragg’d wi' pine an’ grievin’ ; 

But, oil’d by thee. 

The wheels o’ life gae down-hill, scrievin’ 

Wi* rattUn* glee. 

Thou clears the head o’ doited Lear ; 

Thou cheers the heart o’ drooping Care ; 

Thou strings the nerves o’ Labour sair. 

At ’s weary toil ; 

Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi’ gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad in massy, siller weed, 

Wi* gentles thou erects thy head j 
Yet humbly kind in time o’ need. 

The poor man’s wine. 

His wee drap parritcli, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art the life o* public haunts ; 

But thee, what were our fairs an’ rants ! 

Ev’n godly meetings o’ the saunts, 

By thee inspir’d, 

When gaping they besiege the tents, 

Are doubly fir’d. 

That merry night we get the com in, ^ 

O sweetly then thou reams the horn in ! 

Or reekin’ on a new-ycar morning 

In cog or bicker. 

An* just a wee drap sp’ ritual burn in, 

An* gusty sucker ! 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath. 

An’ ploughmen gather wi’ their graith, 

O rare ! to see thee fizz an’ freath 

I’ th’ lugget caup ! 

Then Bumewin comes on like Death 
At ev’ry chap. 

Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel ; 

Tlie brawnie, babiie, ploughman chiel, 

Brings hard owrehip, wi’ sturdy wheel. 

The stiong forehammer, 
Till block Aik’ stttddie ring an’ reel 

Wi* dinsome clamour. 


When skirlin’ weanies see tlie light. 

Thou maks the gossips clatter bright, 

How fumblin’ cuifs their dearies slight ; 

Wao worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night, 

Or plack frae them. 

When neebors anger at a plea, 

An’ just as wud as wud can be. 

How easy can the borley-brec 

Cement the quarrel I 
It’s aye the cheapest lawyer’s fee, 

To taste the barreL 

Alako I that e’er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi’ treason ! 

But monie daily weet their wesson 
Wi’ liquors nice, 

An* Iiardly, in a winter’s season, 

E’er spier her prices 

Wao worth that brandy, burning trash ! 

Fell source o’ monic a pain an’ bi'ash ! 

Twins monie a poor, doylt, druken liash, 

O’ half his days ; 

An* sends, beside, auld Scotland’s cash 
To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well, 

Ye chief, to you my tale T tell, 

Poor plackless devils like mysol, 

1 1 sets you ill, 

Wi’ bitter, doavthfu’ wines to mell. 

Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blather wrench, 

An’ gouts torment him inch by inch, 

Wlm twists his griintle wi’ a gluiich 
O’ sour disdain, 

Out owre a glass o’ whiskey i>uiich 

Wi’ honest men ; 

O whiskey ! soul o’ plays an’ pranks ! 

Accept a Bardic’s gratofu’ thanks ! 

When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 
Are iny poor verses ! 

Thou comes they rattle i’ their ranks 

At ilher’s a — s ! 

Thee, Ferintosli ! O sadly lost ! 

Scotland lament frae coast to coast! 

Now colic grips, an’ barkin’ boast. 

May kill us a’ ; 

For loyal Forbes’ charter’d boast. 

Is ta’en awa ! 

Tliae curst horse-leeches o* th’ Excise, 

Wha mak the whiskey stells their prize 
Haud up thy hau’, DeU 1 ance, twice, thrice 
There, seize the blinkers ! 
An* bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor d — n*d drinkers. 
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Fortune ! if then’ll but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a Bcone, an’ whiskey gill, 
An’ rowth o’ rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak’ a’ the rest, 

An’ deal’t about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 


XXXVIIT. 

THE author’s 

'$£atnc0t anb ^^taget 

lO IHB 

SCOTCH REPllKS JS N TATIVUS 

rN THE 

HOUSE OP COMMONS. 

Dearest of distillation ] last and best ' — 

-How art thou lost I " 

Parody ok Milton 


{ “ This Poem was tmtten, savs Hums, ** before the act anent 
ftK> Mcottish disnllcries, of st'sslon for which Scotland aud the 

aiithoi itTurti rheir most frratcful tlianks.” Ikfore the passing of this 
Irnu-nt m t, so sharp was the law in the North, that some distillers 
rclimiuisliod their trade ; the prit'e of barley was affected, and Scot* 
land, already cxiisporated at thereflisal of amilitia, for whieli she was 
R ^K'Citioiier, fje^an to handle her claymore, and was perhaps only 
hJiidered from drawing it by the act mentioned by the poet. In an 
earlv copy of the pociu, he thus alludes to Colonel Hugh Mont* 
gonicry, alterwardb Earl of Egllnton : — 

“ 'I’liee, sodger Hugo, my watrliman stented* 

If hardies t’er arc represented, 

I ken if that ycrc sword were wanted 
Ye’d lend yere hand ; 

Hut when there’s aught to My aiicnc it 
Yere at a stand.” 

The poet was not sure that Montgomery would think the oompU- 
luciit to his ready liand on excuse in full for the allusion to bis un- 
leady tongue, and omitted the stanza.] 


Ye Irish lords, ye knights an* squires, 

Wha represent our brughs an’ shires. 

An’ doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament, 

To you a simple Bardie’s prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

Alas ! my roupet Muse is hearse ! 

Your honour’s hearts wi’ grief ’twad pierce, 
To see her sittin’ on her a — e 

liow i’ the dust. 

An’ scriechin’ out prosaic verse, 

An* like to brust ! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Bcotland an* me*s in great affliction, 

E’er sin* they laid that curst restriction 
Onaquavitm; 

An* rouse them up to strong conviction, 
An’ move their pity. 


Stand forth, an’ tell yon Premier you^, 

The honest, open, naked truth : 

Tell him o’ mine an’ Scotland’s drouth, 

His servants humble s 
The muckle devil blaw ye south. 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an’ gloom ? 

Speak out, an’ never fash your thumb ! 

Let posts on’ pensions sink or soom 

Wi* them wha grant ’em* 
If honestly they canna come, 

Far better want ’em. 

In gath’rin votes you were ua slack ; 

Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 

Ne’er claw your lug, an’ fidge your back, 

An’ hum on’ haw ; 

But niise your arm, an’ tell yonr crack 
Before them a’. 

Paint Scotland greetin’ owre her thrissle. 

Her inutolikin stoup as tooiu’s a whissle ; 

An’ damn’d excisemen in a bussle, 

Seizin’ astell. 
Triumphant crushin’t like a mussel 
Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tither hand present her, 

A blackguard smuggler, right behint her, 

An’ cheek-for-chow, a chuflio vintner, 
rolloaguiiig join. 

Picking her pouch as bare as winter 
Of a’ kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name o’ Scot, 

But feels his heart’s bluid rising hot. 

To see his poor auld mither’s pot 

Thus dung in staves, 

An’ plunder’d o’ her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves 

Alas! I’m but a nameless wight, 

Trode i’ the mire out o* sight ! 

But could 1 like Montgomeries fight. 

Or gab like Boswell, 

There’s some sark-necks I wad draw tight. 

An’ tie some hose well. 

God bless your honours, can ye see’t, 

The kind, auld, cautie carlin greet, 

An’, no get warmly on your feet, 

An* gar them hear it ! 

An* tell them with a patriot heat. 

Ye winna bear it ? 

Some o’ you nicely ken the laws, 

To round the period an* pause, 

An’ wi’ rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues ; 

Then echo thro’ Saint St^hen’s wa's 

Auld Scotland’s wiang* 
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Dempster, a true blue Scot I'se warran’ i 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerrau ; ^ 

An* that glib*gabbet Highland baron, 

The Laird o’ Graham i 
An’ ane, a chap that’s damn’d anldfarran, 
Dimdas liis name. 

Erskine, a spiinkic Norland billic; 

True Campbells, Frederick an’ Hay ; 

An’ Livingstone, the baiild Sir Willie: 

An’ monie ithers, 

Wliom auld Demosthenes or Tally 

Might own for hrillici’S. 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mottle. 

To g<^t auld Scotland back her kettle : 

Or faith ! I’ll wad my ii<*w jdeiigh -pottle. 

Ye’ll Koe’t or king. 

She’ll teach you, wi* a rookin’ whittle, 

Aiiitlier sang. 

This while she’s boon in crankous mood. 

Her lost militia fir’d her bluid ; 

(Deil na they never inair do guid, 

Play’d her that pliskie !) 
An’ now she’s like to rin red-wud 

About lier whiskey. 

An’ L — d, if aiice they pit hcjr till’t, 

Her tartan petticoat slug’ll kilt, 

An’ durk an’ pistol at her belt, 

Sbe’ll tak the streets, 

An’ rin her whittle to tin* hilt, 

I’ th’ first felie meets ! 

For God sake, sirs, then speak her fair. 

An’ straik hoi* t-aimie wi’ the hair. 

An’ to the im.okle house repair, 

Wi’ instant speed. 

An’ strive, wi’ a’ your wit and lear, 

To get reincad. 

Yon ill-tongu’d tinkler, Charlie Fox, 

May taunt you wi’ his jeers an’ mocks ; 

Put gie him’t het, my hearty cocks ! 

E’en cowc the cadie ! 
An’ send him to his dicing box 

An’ sportin’ lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid o’ auld Boconnock’s 
I’ll be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks. 

An* drink his health in auld Nanse Tinnock’s ’ 
Nine times a-week, 

If he some scheme, like tea an’ winuocks. 

Wad kindly seek. 


I Sir Adam PwKuaon. 

> The Dukc of Montrose. 

a A irarthy old hosieu of the author’s In Mauchline, where he 
etudlw politics over a gluskof guid auld Scotch dHtih. 


Could he some commutation broach, 

I’ll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 

He need na fear their foul reproach 
Nor erudition, 

Yon niixtie-maxtie queer liott'li-potch, 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a rauele tongue; 

She's just a devil wi’ a rung ; 

An’ if she promise auld or young 

To tak their jiart, 

Tho’ by the neck she should ho strung, 

She’ll no desert. 

An* now, ye chosen Fivo-and-Forty, 

IM.mv still your mitlicr’s heart support ye; 
Then, though a minister gi-ow dorty, 

An’ kick your ]>laee, 
Ye’ll snap your fingers, jioor an’ lu‘arty, 
Before his face. 

God bless your Iionoiirs a’ your days, 

Wi* sowjis o’ kail and brats o* claise, 

In spite o* a* tlie thievish kaes, 

That haunt St. Jamie’s ! 
Your humble Poet signs an’ prays 

While Jiah his name is. 


^i.’o0tsscdpi. 


Let half-starv’d slaves in warmer ski<\s 

See future wines, rich clust’ring, rise ; 

Their lot anld Scotland ne’er envies, 

But hlythe and frisky, 

She eyes her freeborn, martial boys 

Tak aif tlieir ^\lliskey. 

What tho’ their Phophns kinder wanns, 

While fragrance blooms and beauty eliariiis ! 

When wretches range, in famish’d swarms, 
Tlie scented giw es, 

Or hounded forth, dishonoiu* arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun’s a burden on their shoullier ; 

They downa hide the stink o’ iiowtlier ; 

Their bauldest thought’s a’ hank’riug swither 
To Stan’ or rin, 

Till skelp — a shot — they’re afi^ a’ throwther 
To save their skin. 


But bring a Scotsman frae his hill, 

Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, . 

Say, such is royal George’s wiU, 

Ai’ there’s the foe, 
He has nae thought but bow to*ldll 
Iwa at a blow. 
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Noo canid faint-hc^arted doubtings tease lum 
peath comes, wi’ fearless eye he sees him ; 
Vi'i* bliiidy han’ a welcome gies him ; 

An’ when ho fa’i , 

His latest draught o’ breathin' loa’os him 
In faint huzzas ! 

Sages their solemn (‘on may steek. 

All’ raise a i>hiloso])hic reek. 

An’ physically causes sock, 

In clime an’ sciison ; 
But tell me whiskey’s name in Grrcok, 

I’ll tell the reason. 

Scotland, my auld, respected inithor ! 

• riio’ whiles ye moistify your leather, 
rill wharc yo sit, on craps o’ h(*atlicr 

Ye tine your dam ; 
Freedom and whiskey gang thegithcr ! — 
Tak aff your dram ! 


Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals. 

That frequent pass douce Wisdom’s 
For glaikit Folly’s portals ; . 
r, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 
Would here propone defences, 

Their donsie tricks, their hlaek mistakes, 
Their failings and niiscliances. 


Ye SCO your state wi’ tlioirs eompa^, 
And shudder at the iiiflFer, 

Blit east a moment’s fair r<*gard. 
What niaks the mighty differ ? 
Discount what scant occasion gave. 
That jnirity ye j)ride in, 

And (what’s aft mail* than a’ the lave) 
Yonr better art o’ hiding. 


XXXTX. 

to tl)e tSlnco 

oa Tfiii 

luninLY iiirjUTEOTJs. 


'J’hiuk, when your castigated pulse 
Gies now and thmi a wallop, 

What ragings must his veins convulse, 
That still eternal gallop : 

Wi* wind and tide fair i’ your tail, 
Right on ye scud your sea-w ay ; 
But ill the teetli o’ haith to sail, 
Jtniaki'saii iiiioo leo-ivay. 


My son, these maxims make a rule. 

And luniti them ay thegither; 

The Kisfid Highteous U a fool. 

The lOgid Wiscamther; 

1 he rlcancst corn that e^cr avo* dight 
Mav hac some pylcs o’ enff in ; 

So ne’er alellow-cTcatureslii'hr 
For random fits o’ daflfin.” 

SOLCIMOX. -Krrles. ch. vii. vcr. UJ. 


[” Tlurn*!,’' says Hogg, in anfiteon this Poem, " has-writtOn more 
from hisoAvri heart niHl his own fwlings than any other poet. JGx- 
t^rnal iialure had fim rharma for him; the .sublime shades and hues 
('f heaven and earth never excited liis enthusiasm: but with the se- 
cTcl fountains of pniisioii in the human soul lie was well acquainted." 
Uunis, indeed, was not what is called adescriptiAa; iHM't: yet with 
whateMjuisvte snatches of description arc some ol his {sjems adorned, 
un<l in uiiat fingnuit and ruraantic scenes he cnshr'incs the luatK-s 
And henunesot many of his finest wings ! Who the high, exalted, w- 
luoiis clann-s were, to whom the Poem refers, wc are not told. How 
inuih men FWuul indebted to want of opportuniry to sin, and how 
nnifh ot their ff<K>d naine they mve to the ignnraiii'e ol the world, 
were inquiries in which the poet found pleasure.] 


See social life and glee sit down, 

All joyous and unthinking, 

’Till, quite transmugrify'd, they’re grown 
Debauchery and drinking; 

O would tlicy stay to ealculato 
Th’ eternal consequences ; 

Or your more dreaded hell to state, 
l)-mnatioii of expcnces ! 


Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 
Ty’d up in godly laces, 

Before ye gie poor frc.ilty names, 
Suppose a cJiangt* o' eases ; 

A dear lov’d lad, convt*nience snug, 
A treacherous inclination — 

But, let me whisper, i' your lug. 
Ye’re aihlins iiae temptation. 


O YE wha are sae guid yoursely 
Kao pious and sae holy, 

Ye’ VO nought to do but mark and t^l 
Your noebours’ faiits and folly ! 
Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill, 

^ Kupply’d wi’ store o’ water, 

'I'lie heaped liapper’B ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 


Then gently scon yonr brother man, 
StiU gentler sister woman ; 

Though they may gang a kennin* wrong. 

To step aside is human : 

One point must still be greatly dark, 
The moving w'hy they do it : 

And just as lamely can ye mark. 

How far perhaps they rue it. 
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Who made the heart, ^tis He alone 
Decidedly can try us, 

He knows each chord — ^its various tone, 
Eaeh spring — its various bias : 

Then at the balance let's be niutc. 

We never can adjust it ; 

What’s done we partly may compute. 
But know not what's resisted. 


XL. 

Samsson’^ lalcgn.' 

\n honc&c mail's the noblest work of God.” 

PoPJJ. 

fTaui Samson was a west country seedsman and spartsm84i> whe 
loved a fn>iA soiik> a sodal kI^uisi and relished a shot so well tli 
c\prcased a wish to die and be burled in the moors. On this liin 
Burns wrote the Ele^ry : when 'J’am hcani of this he waited on l 
poet, eausid him hi recite it, and expressed displeasure at beintc 
numbered with the dead : the author, whose wit was. as re^y 
rhj'incs, added die IVr Contra in a moment, much to the delh^ht of hi* 
friend. At his death the four lines of Epitaph were <'ut on his f 
atone *• This poem has always." says Hoft^* “ been a (jreat co 
favourite: it abounds with happy expressions. 

' In vain the Imms cam' down like waters, 

An acre braid.* 

What a picture of a flooded burn ' iv otlier p«K+ would have Kivm 
us a long dcseri|itioii : Burns dashc i doum at once in a style so frra- 
phic no one can mistake it. 

* Perhaps upon his mouldering breast 
Some spicefu’ m<iarfowl bigs her nest.' 

Match that sentence who ean.’’j 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the deil ? 

Or great M‘Kinlay* thrawn liis IjogI ? 

Or llobinson”' again grown weel, 

To preach an’ read ? 

“ Na, waur than a’ I” cries ilka chid, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Kibnamock lang may grunt an’ graiic, 

An’ sigh, an' sab, an’ greet her lane, 

An’ deed her bairns, man, wife, an’ wean, 

In mourning weed ; 

To death, she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

The brethren o’ the mystic level 
May hing tlieir head in woefu’ bevd, 

While by tlieir nose the tears will revel. 

Like ony bead; 

Death’s gien the lodge an unco devel. 

Tain Samson’s dead ! 


• When this worthy old sportsman ^vent out last mulrfmvl season, 
he supposed it was to be, in Ossian’s phrase, tbe last of his flelds,** 
s A preacher, a great favounteivitli the million. Vidr the OrdW 
nation, stanxa 1 1. 

2 Au'icher preacher, an equal favourite with the lew, who was at 
Clkft' rittxt ailing. For him see also the l irdinatum , Itausa IX 


When Winter muffles up his cloak, 

And binds the mire like a rock ; 

When to the lochs the curlers Hock, 

Wi’ glcGSome spceii 
Whawili they station at the cock ? 

Tam Samson’s dead ,l 

He was the king o’ a’ the core. 

To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 

Or up theriuk like Jdiu roar 

In time o’ need ; 

But now he lags on death’s hog-scoro, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail. 

And trouts be-dropp’J wi’ crimson hail. 

And eels wcel keu’d for sotiplo tail, 

And gods for greed. 
Since dark in death's fish-creel we wail 

Tam Samson dead ! 

Rejoice, ye birring patricks a’ ; 

Ye cootie moorcocks, crouscly craw ; 

Ye maukins cock your fud fu’ braw, 

Witliouten dread ; 
Your mortal fae is now awa.*, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

That woefu' morn be ever mourn’d 
Saw him inshootin' graith adorn’d 
While pointers round inipatient burn’d, 

Frae couples freed ; 
But, Och ! hegaed and ne’er return’d ! 

Tam Samson's dead 1 

In vain auld age Ins body batters ; 

In vain tbe gout his ancles fetters ; 

In vain the burns earn’ down like waters, 

An acre braid ! 

Now ev’ry auld wife, greetin’, clatters. 

Tain Samson's dead ! 

Owro many a weary hag he limjnt. 

An* ay the tither shot lie thuiripit, 

Till coward death behind him jnmpit, 

Wi’ deadly feide ; 

Now he proclaims, wi* tout o’ trumpet, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

When at his heart he felt the dagger. 

He reel'd hiti wonted bottle swagger. 

But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi’ wecl-aim’d heed ; 

«« L — d, five 1” he cry’d, an’ owro did stagger, 
Tam Samson’s dead I 

JUc hoary hunter mourn’d a brither ; 

Ilk sportsman youth bemoan’d a father ; 

You auld grey stane, amang the heather, 
Marks out his head, 

Whare Burns lias wrote, in rhyming bletliei 
Taau Samson’s dead * 
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Thorc low he lies, iu lasting rest ; 
rcrliiips upon his moiild’ring breast 
Some spitefu’ miiirfowl bigs Iier nest. 

To liatch an’ breed; 
Alas ! nae inair liu’ll them molest ! 

'J'um Saiiison’s dead ! 

AVlien August winds the heatlier wave, 
And sportsmen wander bj yon grave, 
'J'liree volleys let liis niein’ry crave 

O’ poiither an' lead, 
'Till Echo answer frae her eave 

Tam Samson’s dead 1 

IJeav’n rest lus soul, whareVr he be ! 

Is th’ wish o’ iiioiiy mao than me ; 
lie had twa iauts, or maybe three. 

Yet what rtnnead ? 
Ae social, honest man want we: 

Tam Samson’s dead ! 


lEpUapi). 

Tam Samson’s wool worn clay here lies. 
Ye canting zealots si>are him ! 

If lionest worth in heaven rise. 

Ye’ll mend or ye win near him. 


iPer ©ontra. 

<h), Fame, an’ canter lik<‘ a filly 
Thro’ a’ the streets an’ iieuks o’ Killie,* 

Tell ev’ry social honest billie 

I’o cease his grievin’, 
For yet, unskaith’d by death’s gleg gullie, 

Tam Samson’s livin’. 

XLT. 

Eamcnt, 

OCCASIOK£I> BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE 

OF A 

friend’s amour. 

'* Alas ! how oft docs goodness wound itsdf ' 

And sweet affection pnive tlie s|)ring of woe." 

Hoaik. 

(The hero ana heniinc of this little mournful poctni were Robert 
Horns and .1 can Armour. 'llus was a most melancholy aflCidr," says 
tliejioet in his letter toMnorc, ** which 1 cannot yet bcarsto reflect 
oil, and had very nearly given me one or two of the principal qua- 
lilicatuins for fl place among those who Jiave losttlie chart and mts- 
taken theieckoningof rationality.” Hogg and Motherwell, with an 
ignorance which is easier to laugh at than acanint foi, say this 
Poem was “ written on the occasion of Alexander Cunningham’s 
darling sweetheart slighting him and marrj'iiig another she 
acted a wise part.” With what care they had rcail the great poet 
wliiiin they jointly edited ir is needless to say : and how they could 
read the last two lines of the thinl verse, and commend the lady's 
ivisoiim for slighung her lover, seems a problem which defies defini- 
ti'>n. This tiiisiakc was pointed out by a friend, and corrected in a 
scoind issue of the volume.] 


O THOU pale orb, that silent shines, 
While care-untroubled mortals slee;) ! 


Thou seest a wretch who inly pineE^ 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With woe T nightly vigils keep, 

Ik'iieath thy wan, un warming beam, 
And mourn, in lamentation deep. 

How life and love arc all a dream. 


I joyless view thy rays adorn 
The faintly marked distant hill 
I joyless view tliy trembling horn, 
Reflected in the gurgling rill : 

My fondly-Buttering heart, ho still! 

Thou busy pow’r, remeinbraiice, cease ! 
All ! must the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returning peace ! 


No idly-feign’d poetic pains, 

My sad, lovc-lom himentings claim; 
No shepherd’s pipe — Arcadian strains; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tamo 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft-attested Fow’rs above ; 

Tlie promis’d father’s tender name; 
These were the pledges of my love I 


Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptur’d moments flown' 
How have J wish’d for fortune’s charms, 
For her dear sake, and her’s alone ! 
And must I think it ! — is she gone. 

My secret heart’s exulting boast ? 

And docs she lic'cdless hear my gi'oan ? 
And is she over, ever lost ? 


Oh ! ran she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, lost to tiiith. 

As from the fondest lover part, 

'Pile plighted husband of her youtli ! 
Alas ! life’s path may bo iiiismooth! 

Her way may lie thro’ rough distress ? 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe 
Her sorrows share, and make them less 


Ye winged hours that o’er us iiast 
Enraptur’d more the more enjoy’d, 
Your dear remembrance in my breast, 

My fondly-treasur’d thouglits cnqiloy’d 
That breast, how dreary now, imd void. 
For her too scanty once of room ! 

Ev’n ev’iy ray of bopo destroy’d, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom ! 


^i’he mom that warns th’ ajiiiroaching daj', 
Awakes me up to toil and woe ; 
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I see the hours in long array, 

That I must suffer, lingering slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe. 
Keen rocoUection’s direful train, 
Must wring my soul, ere Phoshus, low, 
Shall kiss the distant, western main. 


And when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore-liaras8*d out with care and grief. 
My toil-heat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 
Keep watchings with the nightly thief : 
Or if 1 sluinher, fancy, cliief, 

Reigns Jiaggard-wild, in sore affright: 
Ev’n day, all-bitter, brings relief, 

From such a horror-breatliing night. 


O ! thou bright queen, who o’er th’ expanse 
Now highest reign’st, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 
Observ’d us, fondly-wand’iing, stray ! 

The time, unheeded, sped a>-vay. 

While love’s luxurious pulse beat high. 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 

To mark tlm mutual kindling eye. 


Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes never never to return ! 

Scenes, if in stupor I forget, 

Again I feel, again I bum ! 

From ev’ry joy and pleasure tom. 

Life’s weary vale I’ll wander thro’; 
And hopeless, comfortless, I’ll mourn 
A faithless woman’s broken vow. 


XLII. 

iHc^ponhcncSf 


( I think.” said Ihirnsj it is one of thcgi'catcst pleasures attend- 
inje a poetic pfrnius, that we can pii'c ou- woes, cares, joys, and 
li.vts nn cmiiodiwl fonn in verse, uhidi to me is ever immediate 
fare.” HcclscMhire mivs, jiassions rns«l like many devils 
rill tiicy fift vent ni rhYiiu.” I'har eminent painttr. Fit'll H, on see- 
.iiK his wife in a jiassion, said coiupi'scdly, “f-wcai, m> Imc, 
ear heartily : >fiu know not how imifh it u ill ease you I” Tins 
p»x"n wa<> printtd in the Kilmarnock tdition, and pivcs a true pic- 
ture* of rhit«!C hitter moments experienced l»j the hard, whenloveaud 
lortune alike deceived him.] 


Oppress’d w'ith grief, oppress’d with eare, 
\ burden more than 1 can hear. 


I set me down and sigh ; 

O life ! thou art a galling load. 

Along a rough a weary road, 

To wretches such as 1 ! 

Bim -backward as 1 cast my view. 
What sickening scenes appear \ 
What sorrows yet may pierce me tlirti 
Too justly 1 may fear ! 

Still caring, desiiairing, 

Must ho my hitter doom ; 

My WOOS hero shall close ne’er 
But with the closing tomb ! 


Happy, yo sons of busy life. 

Who, erjiial to the hustling strife. 
No other view regard ! 

Ev’n wdicn the wisliod end’s deny’d. 
Yet w'liile the busy means arc ))ly’d. 
They bring their own reward : 
Wliil.ct J, a hojie-ahan doll’d wiglil. 
Unfitted with an aim, 

Meet ov’ry sad i-etuming night 
And joyless mom the same ; 

You, bustling, and just ling, 
Forgot each grief and jiain ; 
I, listless, yet restless, 

Find e\ ery jjrospect vain. 


How blest the solitary’s lot, 

Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot. 

Within his humble cell. 

The cavern wild with tangling roots. 
Sits o’er his newly-gather’d fruits, 
B<\sidc liis crystal well! 

Or, haply, to his ev’iiing thought. 

By unfrequented stream, 

Tlieways of men are distant brought, 
A faint collected dri'uiii ; 

While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to lioav’n on liigh. 
As waiid’riiig, lueand’ring, 

Ho views the solemn sky. 


Tha^> I, no lonely hermit plac’d 
Where never human footstep trac’d, 

Less fit to play the part; 

I’be lucky moment to improve. 

And just to stop, and just to move, 

With solf-respectiiig art : 

But, ah ! tliose jdeasnres, lovi's, and joys. 

AVliich I too keenly taste. 

The solitary can despise, 

Can w'ant, and yet he blest! 

He nced.9 not, lie heeds not, 

Or human love or Jiate, 

Whilst 1 here, must cry here 
At perfidy iiigrato ! 
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oil ! enviable, earl^v days, 

Wlicii daneingr tlioii^^htless ploasunVs maze, 
'l o <‘-aro, to |[(iiilt unknowii ! 

ITowill oxcluwi^^’d for rij»er tiiiu's, 

To feel the follies, or tlie crimes, 

Of others, or my own ! 

\ o tiny elves that friiiltless sport, 

Like liiuiets in the bush. 

Ye little know the ills ye court, 

When manliood is your wish ! 

Theloss(‘s, tlie crosses, 

That active' man euju^age ! 

The fears all, the tears all. 

Of dim declining- age ! 


XLIII 


(ZDottcr’jJ Satutbaj) Klgj)L 

fNSCKlUKD TO nOllKin ATKKNj KS(J. 

** Let not ambition mock thrirusi-riil toil, 

Tluir lioinclv jo> s, nud tU btiiiy obscun- ; 

Nor ftiaridcur liwir, uuli a disdainful smile, 

'rhe short and annals ol the noor." 

(lUAV. 

'The house at Willmin Hums was the scene ol this Unc, devout, 
and 11.11114111! ilrama, and W lUiatn hiinscU uas the saint, die father, 
and till' husband, n ho fr] , cs iih and sontwnent t«> the whole. *' kolKTt 
h td irei4iu"itl\ rciiiaiUed to iiu,” says (Jilbort Itunis, “that he 
ili'Mj'h* tluie vas somitiinift iieeulifiily venerable in the phrase, 
‘ h< t IIS Moisliip (iod '' ns^d b} a decent, sober head ot a laniily, iri- 
rriMlucliiit triniiU woiship.’' To tin, t,i‘niinient ol the audior the 
wcild IS indebted foi the “ Cot'tr’s .Saturda. jN lirht.” 1 lo owed sonic 
link , Inmci er, ol the .iispnalion to KoiKusson’s “ Fanner’s hiBlc,” a 
i» ..•! ol fruat merit. The calm tone and In Iv tcrnp'>!..cn.> of the Cot- 
t'M s H,ituid.Ls Niy.ht h.isc In-en mistaken b) 11«KK lor want ot iicnc 
iiiid liie. “ It Is a dull, lieav^ , lili !iss poem,” bo sa\ s, “and the only 
iK-aurj It fHissesses, in riivestiinariori, is, thar Jt is a sortof iainily pw- 
tun- of the |i.iet s lainily, ’I’he worst tiling of all, it is not original, 
but i& a decided iimtatiun ot I'ci i;iisson’h beautiful iiasu.ral, ' 'I'lie 
karmcFs Iii{rk:’ 1 have a pertiLt contempt loi all pl-acriaribins and 
iiniutions.” Motherwell tries to 'juality the censure of his brother 
editor, by qnotiuK Lockhart’s opi.iion - at onee lofty and just, ol this 
fine picture cil domestic hapiuness and devonon.l 


My lovM, my lionourM, much respected 
friomi ! 

No inerceimry biird his homage pays; 

With honest x>rid(', 1 scorn eaeli selfish (Tid : 
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and 
XiraisG : 

To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

The lowly train in life's sequester'd scene ; 
TIio native fetdiiigs strong, the guileless ways ; 
What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho’ his worth unknown, far happier there, 
I ween ! 


November chill blaws loud wi* angry siigh ; 
The sliort'iiing winter-day is near a close , 


Tlie iiiir}’ beasts retreating frae the plciigh: 

Tlic blatik’ning trains o’ craws to their 
repose : 

'* **,^, toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

^ This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Oollee-ts his spades, his mattocks, and his 
lioes. 

Hoping the morn in case and rest to spend. 
And weary, o’er tho moor, his course does 
iKimeward bend. 


At length his lonely cot appears in view, 
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 

Th’ exp(*ctant woe-things, toddlin, stacher 
tliro* 

U'o iiu'ct tiieir Dad, wi* flichterin noise an* 
glee. 

His wee bit ingle, blinldn’ bonnily, 

His clean bcarth-stane, his thriftie Wifio’s 
smile, 

The lisping infant prattling on his knee, 
l>oes a’ his weary kiaugh and care beguile, 
An’ makes him quite forget his labour and his 
toil. 


Bclyve, the elder baims come draiq)ing in, 

At service out, amang the farmers roun* ; 

Some ca* tlie plough, some herd, some tentic 
rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 

Tbt'ir eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 
In youthfu’ bloom, love sparkling in her 
e’e, 

Comes hame, perhaps to shew a braw new 
gown, 

Or deiiosite her sair-won penny-f(*e. 

To help her parents dear, if they in burdsliip be. 


With joy imfeigu’d, brothers and sistei-s 
met't, 

An' each for other’s welfare kindly spiers ; 
Tho social hours, swift-wing’d unnotic’d fleet 
Kacli tells the unco’s that lie sees or hears ; 
Tho parents, ]»artial, eye Iheii ho))eful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 

The Motlu'r, wi’ her needle an’ her sheers, 
Giirs auld claes look ainaist as wccl’s the 
now ; — 

Tlie Father mixes a’ wi’ admonition due. 


Their master’s an’ their mistress’s command, 
Tlie younkers a’ are warned to obey; 

And mind their labours wi’ an eydeiit hand. 
An’ ne’er, tho’ out o’ sight, to j auk orpltiy : 
And O ! b<* sure to fear the Lord alway ! 
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And mmd your duty, duly, morn and niglit ! | 
Lost in tomptati oil's path ye gang astray. 
Implore Ilia counsel and assisting might: 
'Phey never sought in vain, tliat sought the 
Lord aright !** 


But, hark! a rap comes gently to the door; 

Jenny, vha kens tlie meaning o’ the same. 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy lier hamc. 
The wily Mother sees tlie conscious flame 
Sparkle in Jenny's o’e, and flush her cheek. 
With heart-struck anxious care, inquires his 
name, 

While Jenny IiafHins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas’d the Mother hears, it’s nae wild, 
worthless rake. 


Wi’ kindly welcome, Jenny brings him bon ; 
A strapxian youtli; he taks the Mother’s 
eye ; 

Blythe Jenny sees the visit’s no ill ta’en ; 

The Father cracks of horses, ploughs, and 
kye. 

The youngster’s artless heart o’eu-flows wi’ joy, 
But blate, an laitlifu’, scarce can weel 
behave ; 

The Mother, wi’ a woman’s wiles, can spy 
What imikes the youth sao baslif u’ and sae 
grave ; 

Weel pleas’d to think her bairn’s respected like 
the lave. 


O happy love ! where love like this is found ! 
O heart-felt raptures ! — bliss beyond com- 
pare ! 

I’ve jjaced much this weary, mortal round. 
And sage experience bids me this declare — 
“ If heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure 
spare, 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 

*Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair 
In other’s arms, breathe out the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-wliite thoni that scents the 
ev’ning gale.” 


• Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — 
A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth! 

That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, 
Betray sweet Jenny’s unsuspecting youth ? 

Curse on his perjur’d arts ! dissembling 
smooth ! 

Arc honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ? 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their 
child ? 

Then paints the ruin’d maid, and their distrac* 
tion wild ? 


But now the supper crowns their simple board, 
The halesome parritch, chief of Scotia’s 
food ; 

The soupe their only hawkie docs afford, 

That ’yoiit the hallan snugly chows her 
coed : 

The dame brings forth, in complimenlal 
mood, 

To grace the lad, her wecl-hain’d kebbuck, 
fell, 

An’ aft he’s prest, an’ aft he ea’s it guid ; 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will toll, 

How ’twas a towmoiid auld, sin’ lint was i’ the 
bell. 


The eheerfu’ supper done, wi’ scriou.s face. 
They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
Tlie Sire turns o’er, with pati'iarchal grace. 
The big lia’ -Bible, ance his father’s pride ; 
His bonnet r(‘v’rontly is laid aside. 

His lyart liaifets wearing thin an’ biire .* 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion 
glide, 

He wales a portion with judieious ran’ ; 
And ‘ Let ns Avorship (tOD !’ he says, with so- 
lemn air. 


They chant tlicir artless notes in simple gnis('; 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest 
aim : 

Perhaps Dundee’s wild-warbling nicasurtvs 
rise, 

Or plainti\ e Martyrs, worthy of the nanu' ; 
Or nobl{» Elgin beets the heaven-ward flame. 
The sweetest far of Scotia’s holy lays : 
Compar’d with tlu'se, Italian trills are tame ; 
The tickl’d ear no heart-felt raptures raise: 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator’s jiraise. 


The priest-like Father reads the sacred i)agc. 
How Abracii was the friend of Goi) on 
high ; 

Or, Moses hade eternal waifare wage 
With Amalek’s ungracious progeny ; 

Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneatli the stroke of Heaven’s aven^ng 
ire ; 

Or Job’s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah’s wild, seraphic fire ; 

Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 


Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme, 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was 
shed; 

How He, who bore in Heaven the second 
name, 

Had not on earth whereon to lay His headi 
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How 11 is first followers and sei*\'ants sped, 
The proeepts sage they wrote to many a 
laud : 

How lie, who lone in Patmos lianishod, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 

And heard groat ISah’lon’s doom pronounc’d by 
Heaven’s command. 

XVI. 

Then Icneclmg down, to Heaven’s eternal 
King, 

The Saint, the Father, and the Husband 
prays i 

Hope ‘springs exulting on triumphant v/ing,” 
That thus they all sliall meet in future d;iys: 

There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 

Together hymning their Creator’s ijraise, 

1 n such society, yet still more dear : 

Wliile circling Time moves round in an etennJ 
splicre. 


Compar'd with this, liow jioor llcligion’s 
prid(‘, 

Tn all the pomp of method and of art, 
Wlien m(‘n display to coiigrogations wide. 
Devotion’s ev’ry gviu;o, except the heart! 
U’liepow’r, incens’d, tlio pageant will des< rt, 
The poinjuius strain, the sac-erdotal stole ; 
But, hajdy, in some cottage far apart, 

May lic'ar, wcdl pleas’d, the language of the 
soul ; 

And in His book of life the inmates poor enroL 


O Seotia ; my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my wannest wish to Heaven is 
scut ! 

Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil, 

Be blest with lioalth, and peace, and sweet 
content ! 

And, t) ! may heaven their simple lives pre- 
vent 

From luxury’s contagion, weak and vile ! 

Then, howe’er crowns and coronets ho rent, 

A virtuous jiopiilacf' ina}" rise the while. 
And stand a w^all of fire around their mneh- 
lov’d Isle. 


O Tiiou ! who pour’d the ]);itriolic tide 

That stream'd through Wallace’s uiidaiint<Ml 
heart : 

"Who dar’d to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the sc'cond glorious part, 

(The patriot’s Ood, peculiarly thou art, 

His fiicnd, inspirer, guardian, and ro 
ward 1) 

O never, never, Scotia’s realm desert ; 

But still the p.‘itriot, aud the patriot hard. 
In blight succession raise, her oriianient ami 
guard ! 


^’hen homeward all take off tlieir sev’ral w’ay? 

Tin; youngling cottagers retire to rest; 
Their Farent-pair their secret homage pay. 
And iirofl’e.r up to Heaven the waiin re- 
qin.‘.st, 

'J’hat He, who stills the raven’s clam’rous 
nest, 

And decks the lily fair in flow’ry pride. 
Would, ill the w'ay llis wisdom sei*s the best, 
For them and for their little ones provide; 

But, cliicfly, in their liearts with grace divine 
preside. 


From scenes like the.se, old Scotia’s grandeur 
sjirings, 

Tliat makes her lov’d at liome, rever’d 
abroad ; 

I’rinces and lords tire but tlie breath kings, 
“ An lionest man’s tlic noblest work of 
God * 

And certes, in fair virtue’s heav’iily road, 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling’s pomp ? a cninbrons load, 
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of Hell, in wickedness refin’d ! 

< Fopib 


XI, W, 

psialm. 


[This vmioTi wns first printed in t 
works. 1 1 raiinot lie re^aided as otic < 
is infennr, noi indeed in ease, hut in si 
laiiKnoRp, tn the common versnm used 
had adinirtc'd *• Death and Dr. Donili 
protiably dcsinxl to lialancc it with so 
could nut cavil. J 


I itv <itid iin 

cKirkofSi d. Uu 
into C'nTf’h'b (‘diiion 
lint; at wluch the di 


The man, in life wherever plac’d, 
Math happiness in store, 

Who walks not in the wicked’s way, 
Nor learns th<‘ir guilty lore 1 


Nor from tlic seat of scornful pn’d * 
(’asts forth his eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God. 


That man shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow' ; 
The fruitful top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 
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But he whose hlossom buds in guilt 
Shall to tlie ground be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why ? that God the go(.J adore 
Hath giv’n them peace and rest, 
But hath decreed tliat wickt^d men 
Shall ne’er bo truly blest. 


XLV. 

OF TIIK 


TThe ninetieth Psalm is said to have been a favourite in the 
hold of William Hums : tiiv veision usml by the Kirh, tliou» 

(|iial, oonbiins hmutifitl verses, and possesM-ii thesame 
n'entandmoralreasoMinr^asthe iiopmol “ Man was made to Mourn.” 
'I'hc&c verses first appeartxl in the KdinlmrKh edition: and they niif;hc 
have been sfiaml ; for in the hands of a poet i^fiiorant 
IdiiKuuKe ol the Psfdmisti liow could they be so eoriT 
expression as in a saen*d strum is not only desirable but necessary 


XLVT. 


IZTo a ii^ottntafn Dates, 


ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH IN 
APRIL, 1786, 


n'liis was not the original tide of this sweet poem : I have ipy 
In the hand-writing of Hurus entitled “ ITie Gowan.” TJiis 
natural name liechan/^tlas hcdidhisou'n. without rv'asonable rausc; 
and he cliaiiKcd it about the same time, for lie ceased to call himself 
iiumess and his jiocni The Gowaii,” in tlic first edition of ins 
works. 'J'he field at Mnssgiel where he turned down the Daisy is said 
to lie the same fit Id where some five montlis before he turned up tho 
Mouse; but tins seems likely only to those who are little acquainted 
with tillaiffr-'iiho dunk that in time and place reside the chief 
charms ol verse; and who feel not the lieauty of ** The Daisy,” tiU 
they si^-k and lind the siiot on which it btciv. Sublime nioiality 
and the deepest emotions of the soul fiass for little with tliosc wtio 
remember only what genius loves to forget. J 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow’r, 

Thoii’s met inc in an evil hour; 

For 1 mauu cnish ainaiig tlio sioiii-c 
Thy slender .stem : 

To spare tlicc now is past my pow’r, 

Thou boiuiio gf*m. 


O Thou, the first, tbe greatest friend 
Of all the human race ! 

Whose strong riglit hand has over been 
Their stay and dwelling idace ! 

Before the mountains heav’d ilioir heads 
licneatli Tliy forming hand, 

Before this ponderous globe itself 
Arose at Thy command ; 

That Pow’r wliieh rais’d and still ui>liolds 
This universal fj’ainc. 

From countless, uiibegiiining time 
Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years 
Wliieh seem to us so vast, 

Appear no more before I’hy sight 
Than yesterday that’s pa^t. 

Thou giv’st the word : Thy creature, man. 
Is to exlstcnee brought ; 

Again Thou say’st, “ Ye sous of men, 
Ilctuni ye into nought !” 

Tliou layost them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sl(*cp ; 

As with a Hood Thou tak’st them oiF 
With overwhelming sweei). 

I’liey fiourish like the morning flow’r, 

In beauty’s pride aiTay’d ; 

But long ere night, cut down, it lies 
All wither’d and decay’d. 


Alas ! it’s no thy neehor swe(‘t, 

The bonnie lark, companion me(‘t ! 

Bending thee ’imiiig Ihc* devvyr wetd! 

Wi’ Kpreckl’d breast, 

WJien upward-springing’, blythe, to greet, 
The purpling east. 

Csudd blew tlic bittiT-biting north 
X^pon thy early, humble birtli ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 

Scarce roar’d above tJie parent earth 
T’liy tender form. 

The flaunting flowers our gardens yield, 

High shelt’riiig woods audwa’s maun sliield; 
But thou, beiieatli tho random hield 
O’ clod or stane. 

Adorns the liistie stibble-field, 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 

Tliy siiawie bosom sunw'ard spread, 

Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 

But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies t 


Such is tlie fate of ai'tless maid, 

Sweet flow’ret of tlie rural shade ! 

By love’s simplicity betray’d, 

Aud {piilcless trusty 
’Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 
Low i’ the dusL 
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Such is the fate of simple bard, 

On life’s rough ocean luckless starr’d ! 
Unsldlful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 

’Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

^ And whelm him o’er ! 

Sufh fate to sufifering worth is giv’n, 

Who long with wants and woes has striv’ii, 
T*y human pride or cunning driv’n 

To niis’ry’s brink, 

I’ill wrench’d of ev’ry stay but irr'av’ii, 

Ho, ruin’d, sink ! 

Hv’n thou who inonrn’st the Dsusy's fate, 
Tliat fate is thine — no distant date ; 

Stern liuiii’s j)louglisliar(' drives, <*late, 
h'lill on tliy bloom. 

Till crush’d beneath tlie furrow’s w(‘iglit, 
Shall be thy doom! 


XLVil. 

Crpijillc to a Yeung 

May^ 17<Wi. 


I’ll no say men are villains a* ; 

Tlio real, harden’d wicked, 

Wha hae iiact check but human law. 
Are to a few restricked ; 

But, och ! mankind are unco weak, 
An’ little to be trusted ; 

If self tlie wavering balance sliake, 
It’s rarely right adjusted I 


Yet they wlia fa’ in Fortune’s strifi 
T’heir f.ite a\o sliould ria censure 
For still th’ important end of life 
They eqindly may answer ; 

A man mayJiae an lamest Jieart, 
'riio’ ])Oortit1i lioiirly stare him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's part, 
V'et liae nao cash to spare liiiu. 


Ay free, afl'haii’ your story 
When wi’ a bosom crony ; 

But still keep something ioyourst l 
Ye scarcely tell to ony. 

Conceal yonrsci as wind’s ye can 
Frue critical dissection ; 

But keek thro’ cjv’ry other man, 
Wi’ sharpen’d, sly inspection. 


r Andrew Aikcn, to whom tins poem of frood counsel is ftddTcs««'d, 
Wrts one of the sons of Kobeit A iKcn, writer lu Ayi, to whom tlie 
Cutter's saturcUv Nifilitia inserilied. lie became a merchant m I.iver- 
IhKji, with w hat Micoess we art not itifui med, and died at St, 

IjuUth. The piK^t ha«! been char^wl witli a desiic to teaeh hj 
latliei than truth to his “ Andrew dear ” hut burely to conn 
o« n th lu^lits and discover those of others, can startely l»e ca 

-•cjit f 

" 'I’ho lid looks hKisc.” Whether he profitei by all 

tile eouiiscl sh'<werod upon )iim by tli 
much respected— his name einbuhned, like that of his ti 
tliepuctry of his fi lend, is not likely soon to iwrish.J 


I LANG hac thought, my youthfu’ friend, 
A something to have sent yon, 

Tliongh it should serve n.ae itlicr end 
Than just a kind memento ; 

Blit how the suhjoct-theme may gang. 
Let time and clmnce determine ; 
I’erhaps it may turn out a sang, 

Fcrhaiis, turn out a sermon. 


Ye’ll try the world soon, my lad, 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 

Yo’Il find mankind an unco squad. 

And mu(;klc they may grieve ye : 
h^or care and trouble set your thought, 
l'>*u wlieii yonr end’s attained ; 

And a* your views may come to nought, 
Where cv’ry nerve is strained. 


The sacred low'o o’ wccl-plac’d love. 
Luxuriantly indulge it ; 

But never tempt tli’ illicit rove, 
Tho’ iiacthiijg should divulge it ; 

I waive the quuntuin o’ the sin, 

’I'he hazard of concealing ; 

But, och I it liai’dcns a* within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 


To catch dame Fortune’s golden sinile^ 
Assidnotis wait upon Jier; 

And gather gear hy cv’ry wile 
That’s justified by honour ; 

Not for to liide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train-attendant ; 

But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent. 


The fear o’ Hell’s a hangman’s whip, 
To baud the wretch in order ; 

But where ye feel your honour grip, 
Let that ay be your border : 

Its sligbcst touches, instant pause — 
Debar a’ side pretences ; 

And resolutely keep its laws. 
Uncaring consequences. 



52 


TIIK POETICAL WOKKS 


The ^reat Creator to revere 
Must sure become the creature; 
But still the preoehiiijo; cant forbear, 
And cv*n the rigid feature : 

Yet ne’er with wits profane to range, 
Be complaisance extended ; 

An Atheist laugh’s a poor exchange 
For Deity offended 1 


"When ranting round in idoasiire’s ring, 
Iteligion may be blind(‘d; 

Or if slie gie a random sting. 

It may be little minded; 

Blit \vlicn on life wci’ro tcTn])0.st-dri\’n, 
A conscience but a canki*r — 

A eorrespondciice fix’d wi’ Jleav’u 
Is sure a noble anchor ! 


Adieu, dear, amiable yonlb ! 

Your heart can ne’er be Avaiiting ! 

^lay prudenct*, foi titude, and truili 
Krect your brow undaiinting ! 

In ploiiglmian phrase, “ God scud you sjieed,” 
Still daily to grow wiser: 

And may you bettt'r reck tlio redo 
Thun over did th’ adviser! 


XLVITI. 
tlTo a ?iou5c, 

OK SEKIKO ONE ON A LADY’s UONNEl, A’l 
ClllTHCll. 

f A Hanchlinc uicicIcMt of a Mauchliiie lailv ?s related in 
u-hU'li to muny of the wifter trii'iids of the I’ard uas aiiythiii;^ fnit 
welcome : it apFieared in the Kilmarnock rojiy ol Ins IkK’ins, and 
reimnistiam'e and jicrsiiRSion wen* alike tried in vain m keejnt out of 
tlie Ediiihnrfjh edition. Instead of n.'fyaidirf' it fu. a seasoiiaMc ie» 
buke to pnde and vanity, some ot Ills learned cuiinneritiitor.s ealkil it 
owrse and vulfyar — tliose classic persons im^tht have rcincinbcicd 
that Julian, iiu vu^tar fierson, hut an emperor and a scholar, worea 
populous heard, and wa^ proud of iLj 

ITa ! whare ye gaun ye crowlin ferlie ! 

Your imjmdcnce protects you Miirly : 

I cunna say but yc struiit rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 

The’ faitli, I fear, ye dine but sjiarely 
On sic a place. 

Ye ugly, croc])in’, blastit wonner, 

Detested, bhtmu’d, by saunt an’ sinner, 

How dare you set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady 1 

Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner 
On some poor body. 


Swith, in some beggar’s haffet squattle; 

I’here ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi’ ither kindred, jumping cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn nor banc ne’er daur niiKcttle 
Your thick plantations. 

Now hand you there, yc’rc out o’ sight, 

Below the fatt’rells, snug an' tight ; 

Nu, faith ye yet ! ye’ll no be right 

’I'iJl ye’ve got on it. 

The vera tapinost, tow’ring heigJit 
O’ Miss’s jjoiiiiut. 

My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out. 
As an gray as onie grozet; 

0 fur some rank, mercurial rozet, 

Or fell, red sineddum, 

I’d gie you sic a hearty doze o’t, 

Wad dress your droddum ! 

1 wad na been surjiris’d to sjiy 
You on an auld wife’s ilaineii toy ; 

Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

Oil’s ivyliecoat ; 

But Miss’s fine Lunarcb I fio ! 

How daur yc do’t ? 

O, Jenny, dinna toss your head, 

An’ set your bcautic's a’ abroad ! 

Ye little kc'ii ivbat cursed S}M‘(‘d 

blastio’s milkin’ ! 

’J’buc winks ami fingoj’-(‘Tids, 1 dread, 

Are notice takin’ ! 

0 Wild pome Tower tlie giftie gie us 

1 o see oiirsels as otliers s(*e us! • 

It nad frae monie ii blunder fri*e ns 

An’ foolisl) notion ; 

WJint airs in dress an’ gait wad Je.s'i* us, 

And cv’n devotion! 


XLIX. 

CpUlIc to % liianhiuc, 

INCLOSING SOME POEMS. 

[The iK’i’snn to w hntii these > crscs are aiidressnl lii'crl at Ailam- 
hillin Ajnliirc, ami merited tlie praise of rouKli at«l ready- wiru’tl, 
which the ixicm hcstnwa The Intinounms dnvun alluded to, was un- 
ited byway of rebuke to a weitcoutitry carl, wlio was in tlu* liahitid 
calling all people of low dc;ti CO" llrutcs !— damned bn lU's.""! dreamed 
that I was dead,” said the rnttic satirist to his siipcnor, and " con- 
demned for tlie fsnnpany I kept. When 1 came lo hell-door, where 
>Dy (il your lordshi{» friends ganft, 1 chappit, and * W ha arc vo, 
uoi where d’ye come frae 7' Satan exclaimed. I just said, that 
iy iiamcwas Itankine, and I came frae yere lonisliiii’s land. * Awa 
i' you,' Cl led Satan ; ' ye ranna come here: hell's fou o' his Lord' 
dup’s damned brutes already.* *’J 

O noiron, rude, ready-witted Ilankino, 

The wale o’ cocks for fun an’ drinkin’ ! 
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' There’s monie godly folks arc thiiikin’. 

Your dreams* an’ tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin’, 

Straught to auld Nick’s. 

liae sac monio cracks an’ cants, 

And in your wicked, dniken rants, 

Y<; niak a devil o’ the sauiits. 

An’ fill them foil ; 

And then their failings, Haws, an’ wants, 
Are a’ seen througli. 

lI v}>oci*isy, in mercy spare it ! 

'I'liat holy rohe, O dinna tear it ! 

Sparc’ t lor their sakes wlui aften wear it, 
The lads in Llac.k I 

But your curst wit, when it comes near it. 
Hives’ t atf tlndr hack. 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye ’re skaithing, 
It's just the hluo-gown badge an’ claitliing 
O' saunts; tak that, yc lea’(‘ them iiaething 
'J’o ken them hy, 

Fiue ony unregenorati* lieathen, 

Like 3 ’ oil or I. 

(r r\e sent yon Iiere sonic rliymlng nar<*, 

A’ tliat 1 bargain'd for, an’ nuiir; 

{•vu‘, wlu'ii you hao an hour to span*, 

1 will (*\]ieet 

Veil sang,^ yi* ’ll sen ’t wi’ cannii* care, 

And no neglect. 


But, by my gun, o* guns the wale, 

An’ by my pouther an’ my hail, 

An* by my hen, an’ by- her tail, 

1 vow an’ swear ! 

The game shaU pay o’er moor an’ dale. 

For this, nicst year. 

As Boon’s the clock in-timo is by. 

An’ the woe pouts begun to cry, 

L — d, I’se hao sportin’ by an’ by, 

For m}-^ gowd guinea ; 
Tho* I should herd tlio buckskin kyc 
For’t, in Virginiju 

Trowth, they had mucklc for to blame ! 
’T’was neitlier broken wing nor limb, 

But twa-three drajis about the wamo 

Scarei* tliro’ the feathers ; 
An’ baith a yellow George to claim, 

An’ thole their blethers ! 


It pits me ay as mad’s a hare ; 

So 1 can 1 ‘liymi* nor wxite luie mail- ; 

But pi‘ini 3 "worths again is fair, 

AVhen Lime’s expudieut r 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most ol)i*dieiit. 


'I'Jio’ faith, sma’ heart hao X to sing! 

.M\ muse dow scared^' spre.nl her wing! 

I'nc itl.iy’d inysel a liounii* spring, 

An’ ilc.nc’d my fill ! 

I'd lu'Uer gaen an’ sair't tlio king, 

At Bunker’s 11 ill. 

'Twa'! .ae night lately, in my fun, 

! g.ied a ro\ing ui’ llie gun, 

All’ brought apaitrick to the gi’iirr, 

A boniiie hen, 

And, as the twilight was begun, 

Thought naiic wad ken. 

Tiie poor w'co thing was little hurt ; 

I struikit it a wee for sjiort, 

Ne’er thinkin’ they w^ad fash me for't ; 

But, deil-nnw;ai e ! 
boinehody tells tlic jioacher-court 
Tlie hale affair. 

• 

Some auld, us’d hands had taeii a note, 

'^I’luit sic a hen had got a shot; 
i w as suspected for the jilot ; 

I scorn’d to lie ; 
gat tlio whissle o’ my groat, 

An’ pay’t the fee. 

I A ccitidti humorous dream of his was then makiiiff a imiIsp ii 

cnuMtry-Bid«> 

^ A siiiiif he bwl vr imtecd the author. 


[i. 

(Hn n 5^colcI) IXnr'O, 

r.ONl'. TO Tlin W'llST INDIES 


[Uiirtis ollii 

And iifi'si, raiiiUil 

he n-rl. 
taking 

luiiisilt to task. Itv.is\ 

tho wiml," rihI cudgifttu -• West Imlus was tlio only rofnge 

w hich he could Hunk of. . ends, suggest, li -un the jKirsccutions 


A’ YE wha livehy sowpso’ drink, 

A’ yo wha livt* hy crambo-clink, 

A’ *3 e w'ha live and never think, 

Conic, mourn wi’ me ! 
Our hillie’s gien ns a' a jink, 

An’ owre the sea. 


Lament him a* ye rantin’ core, 

Wha dearly like a random-splore, 
Nae iiiair he’ll join the merry roar 
In social key ; 

For now he’s taen auithcr shore, 

An’ owre tho sea ! 
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The boxmie lasses wecl may wisa him, 
And in their dear petitions phice him : 
The widows, wives, an’ a* may bloss him, 
Wi’ toarfu’ c’e ; 

For weel I wat they’ll sairly miss him 

That’s owre the sea I 


O Fortune, tlioy hae room to grurahle ! 
Hadst thou ta’eu aff some drowsy Imminle 
Wha can do nought but fyke .and fumble, 
’Twad been tiae plea ; 
But he was gleg as otiio wnmble, 

Tliat’s owre the sea ! 



JFarciDcIL 

'• The valiant, in himself, whnt can lie suffei 
Or what does he n^rard his siiiF^le woes f 
Hut wiien, alas I he mnltiphes himself. 

To dearer selves, to the lov'd ti-nderfair, 
I'o those whose hliss, whose tn'in^rs han;; u 
To helpless children ! then, O then ! he fei 
The point of miserj fcst’nnp: in liLs lieart, 
And weakly weeps his fortune like a cowai 
huth, sueli am 1 ! undone 1" 'J 


[In these SCI the comic, In the line totheScop* 

tish Itard, >m ed to niiKle, Diirns bids hnew'II to all on 

whom lusher ,iin claim. Ilssciiiisto hai ehsike 1 on theses 

as only a pine i d, and on tlic West Indies as a cliai ul-huiL>c. i 


Auld, cantic Kyle may woopoi’s a\ ear, 
An’ stain them wi’ the saut, .saiit tear; 
’Twill inak her poor iiuld licarf, i fear, 
In hinders Hoe ; 
lie was her Laureate monie a year, 

That’s owre the sea ! 

Tie saw Alisfortimc’s cauld nor-west 
l.iing mustering up a hitter blast ; 

A jillct hrakhis heart at L'lst, 

111 may she be ! 

So, took a birth afore tlu‘ mast, 

An’ owre tlic sea. 


To tremble under fortune’s cuminoek, 
On scarec a bellyfu’ u drummoek, 

Wi’ his proud, iiidepeiideiit stomach, 
Could ill agree ; 

So, row’t his Inirdies in .a hammock, 
An’ owre the sea. 


lie ne’er was ^cn to great misguiding. 
Yet coin liis pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi’ him it ne’er was under liidiiig: 

He dealt it free : 

Tlie muse was a’ that he took pride in, 
That’s owre the sea. 


.lamaica bodies, use liim wool, 

An’ hap him in a cozie hiel ; 

Ye’ll find him ay a dainty chiel. 

And foil o’ glee ; 
lie wad na wrong'd the vera deil, 

That’s owre tlie sea. 


Faroweol, my rhyme-composing liiUie ! 
Your native soil was right ill-willie; 
But may ye flourish like a lily, 

Now boniiilie ! 

I’ll toast ye in my hindmost gillie, 

The’ owre tlie sea! 


I’AiiiiWELL, old Scotia’s bleak domains, 
Far dt'aror than the ionid plains 
Where rich ananas blow ! 

F.ireuell, a inoilicr's blessing dear ! 

A brother’s sigh ! a sister’s tear ! 

Aly Jean’s hi'iirt-roiidiiig tliroi* ! 
Farewell, my Hess ! tlio’ tlioii’rt bereft 
Of my ])a rental an r , 

A faithful brother i have loft, 

My part in him Ihou'lt tshai’C ! 

Adieu too, to you too, 

My Smith, my bosom frieii’ ; 
When kindly you mind nu*, 

O then hefrioiid my Jean ! 


MTiat bursting .niigulsii tears my licart ! 
From thee, my Jeaiiy, must J Jiart! 

I’liou weejiing ansa 'n*st — ‘ A'o !’ 

Alas ! iiiisrortune stari‘s my face. 

And points to ruin .and disgrace, 

1 for thy sake must go ! 

TJi(‘C, ilaiuilton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu ; 

J, with a much-iiidehted tear, 
fcJhull still rememhiT you ! 

All-hail then, the gale then, 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore I 
It rustles, and wliisth's 
ITl never see thee more I 


eUritten 

On the Blank Jjcafofa Copy of my Poeme, presented to an OSi 
Sweetheart, then man ted. 


[This is another of the poet’s lamentations, at the prospect of " 
rui climcsi" and the roars of the Atlantic. To llurrs, Scotland was 
the land of promise, Uic west of ScotUmd his pnindise; and ih« 
land ril dread, Jamaua 1 I found these lines copied by the poet into 
aiolume wdiich he presented to Ur. Geddes: tlicy were addrcbscd, 
it is thought, to the “ Dear E.’’of his earliest corrc8pondcnce.J 


Once fondly lov’d and still rcmomtier’d do.ar ; 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows I 
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' Accept this mark of fricnclsliip, warm, sincere, — 
Friendship ! ’tis all cold duty now allows. 

And when you read the simple artless rhymes, 
One friendly sifylifor liim — he asks no more,— - 
Who distant burns in llamiiij^ torrid climes, 

Or haply lies beneath tli’ Atlantic roar. 


IJIJ. 

^ 33 cl)ifat:on 

Kl 

(i A V IN II A M I L T O N, K S Q. 


r.xiM.CT iia, Sir, in this nnrnitlon, 

A ileecliin, lloth’riii (i..<lic:itioii, 

'I o loose }Ou up, an’ <*a’ you f^iiid, 

Ah' sj>ruii;^ o’ i^ie.it an’ iiolilt' Iduid, 
j;<‘c.Luso ye’re seinanrd lil.eJiis Cl race; 
i’eihaps related to the va<*<‘ ; 

'I'iieii wluai I’m tir’d — and sue are ye, 
i' inoiiie a fulsome, sinlu’ li(», 

Set ui) a face, how 1 stoj) short, 

J'or I'ear your modesty lie hurt. 

^’his may do— maun do, Sir, wi’ them wlia 
Zhilin please the great folk lor a waiiiefou ; 
For me ! sae Laigli 1 iieediia bow. 

For, Ijord be Ilian kit, I can jilmigh; 

And when 1 duAvna yoke a naig, 

Til. 11 , Ford be thaiikit, 1 can bc’g; 

Kae J shall say, an* that’s uae dattTin’, 

Its just sic poet, an’ sic patron. 

The Tocit, some giiid angel helj) him, 

Or else, I fear some ill anc skelp him, 
lie may do Aveel for a’ lie’s done yet, 

But only — he’s no just begun yet. 

The Patron, (Sir, ye maim forgie me, 

1 winna lie, come Avhat AA’ill o’ me) 

On ev’i*y liaiid it Avill allow’d be, 
lie's just — nae better than he should be. 

T readily and freely grant. 

He downa see a poor man Avant; 


What’s no his ain, he winna tak it ; 

What ance he says he winna break it ; 

Ought he c.au lend he’ll no refus’t, 

’Till aft his guidness is abus’d ; 

And rjiscals Avhyles that do him Avrang, 

Kv'ii that, he docs na mind it lang : 

As master, landlord, husband, father, 
lie does na i’ail his pai‘t in either. 

But then, nae thanks to him for a’ that ; 

Nae godly symptom ye can ca’ that ; 

It’s naethiug but a milder feature, 

Of our poor sinfu’, corrupt nature : 

Ye’ll get the best o’ moral Avorks, 

’Rlaiig black Cientoos and pagan Turks, 

Or liuuters A\dld on Ponotaxi, 

W ha never heal'd of orthodoxy. 

That lu‘*s the poor man’s friend in need, 

'I'hc gcnlleman in Avord and deed. 

It’s no thro’ terror of damnation ; 
its just a carnal inclination. 

]SIor.ality, thou deadly bane. 

Thy ti*ns o’ thousands thou hast sl.ain ! 

Yaiii is his hope, Avhose stay and trust is 
In moral merry, truth and justice ! 

No — str(‘ich a point to catch a plaek ; 

Abuse a brother to his back ; 

Steal thro’ a winnoek frae a A\liore, 

But point llie rake that taks the door; 

B(‘ to tlu' poor like onio Avliunstane, 

And hand tlieir noses to tlie grunstaiie, 

Ply oA' ry art o’ legal thieving ; 

No matter — stick to sound believing. 

Learn three-mile pr.ay’rs, an’ half-mile graeea 
Wi' AA eel-spread loo\es, an lung AA'iy faces ; 
Grunt ui> a sohnini, lengthen’d gi'oaii. 

And damn a’ paitics but your oavii; 

I’ll Avarrant them, yi*’r<‘ nae d(‘ceiver, 

A steady, sturdy, stuuncii believer, 

0 ye wha leaAu* the springs o’ Calvin, 

Fur giimlicj dubs of your ain delvin’ ! 

Ye sons of luTcsy and error, 

Ye’ll some day scpieel in quaking terror ! 
When Veng(*aiire draAVS the SAvord in Avraih, 
And in tin* lire IhroAvs the slicath ; 

Wh n Ruin, with his sAV'ceping besom. 

Just frets 'till Ilciav'n commission gies liim : 
While o’er the liaip pale Mis’ry moans, 

And strikes tlie over-deep’ning tones. 

Still louder slirieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon, Sir, for this digression, 

1 inaist forgat iny dedication ; 

But Avlu'u divinity comes cross me 
My readers still are sure to lose mo. 

So, Sir, ye see ’tAA'as nae daft vapour. 

But I maturely thought it proper, 
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When a* my works I did review, 

To dedicate them, Sir, to you: 

Because (ye need na tak it ill) 

1 thought them something like yoursel. 

Then patronize them wi’ your favour. 

And your petitioner shall ever 

I had ainaist said, ever pray, 

But that's a word 1 need na say: 

For prayin’ I hae little skill o’t ; 

I’m baith dead swetM*, an’ wrtitched ill o’t ; 
But I’se repeat each poor man’s pray’r, 
That kens or hears about you. Sir — 

“ May ne’er misfortune’s gowling hark, 
TIowl thro’ the dwelling »* tlu; Clerk ! 

May ne’er hisgen’rous, honest lu‘ait, 

For that same geii’rous spirit smart ! 

May Jvennedy’s far-honour’d name 
Lang T)eet his hymeneal ilamt‘. 

Till JTamiltons, at least a dizeii. 

Arc IVae tlunr nuptial lahours ris(‘n ; 

I’ive honnie lasses round their table, 

And seven hraw fellows, stout an’ able 
To serve their king and country weel, 

By word, or pen, or j^ointod steel ! 

May health and peace', with mutual rays, 
Shine on tlic ev’ning o his days ; 

’Till his woecurlie John’s ier-oo, 

When ehhiug life na<* mail* sliull flow, 

TIic last, sad, mournful i*ites he^tow.” 

I will not wind a lang coTiclusion, 

With complimentary effusion : 

But whilst your w islies and endeavours 
Are blest with FoJ‘tun('’s smiles aiul favours, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 

Your much indebted, lunnhlo servant 


But if (which powVs above prevent) 

That iron-lieart<'d carl, Want, 

Attcnd<‘d in liis grim advances. 

By sad mistakes ami black misebaiices, 

While hojies, and joys, and pleasures Hy him. 
Make you as poor a dog as 1 am, 

Your humble servant then no more; 

For w'ho would humbly seiwe the poor! 

But by a poor man's hope in Ileav’n ! 

While recollection’s pow’r is given, 

If, in the vale of humble life, 

The victim sad of fortune’s strife, 

I, thro’ the tender gushing tear, 

Should recognize niy Master dear. 

If friendless, low, we meet together. 

Then. Sir, your hand — my friend and brother. 


LTV. 

ISlcgg 

OM 

TIfK BRATIl OF IlOUliRT lUJISSRAUX. 

[Cromok foMnd thcsi.* Arrsos the loose lepers of Itiirii'., 

priim-d tlu-m 111 thi* Tlu-j ctintcuri a poicinii oFrIic! ihurnr- 

rerot the jioct* rinml his h.ihirii.'il c.irolesstu'ssi in work 11 y all mi \ 
and liisdi-Mre to he disLi>”xui'>hecL | 

Now llobiii lies in bis last lair, 

Jle’ll gabble rhyme, nor sing jiae mair, 

Cauld poverty, w'i’ hungry stare, 

Nae mair shall fear him ; 
Nor anxious fear, nor eankert can*, 

E’er mair come neor him. 

To fell the truth, th-ey soMoin fish’i Mm, 
T'xeejh the moment tli.'it thf'V rni>h'l liim ; 
Eor suite as ehanei* orf.ite Ind hush’t Vm 
T ho' <*’er sat' short, 

Then wi’ a rhym<» or song he lavli’t ’(‘m. 

And thought it .sjiort. 

Tho’ he w’jis bred t ikiutra w'aik. 

And eount<Ml was liaith wight and i-t.irk, 

Yet lh.it w:{.> ne^er Bobin’s nuiil; 

To mak arum ; 

But tell him. he w.is h‘,n'm*d and dark, 

Yo roob'd him than ! 


TiV. 

?iclfcr lo ^TennauL 

or GLT.XeONNTlU. 


fThrivcst countrv farmer to whom this letter was sent, w .w f 
siKial man, 'I'lir p<i(‘tde|)cndediiti hn> jud^;mrnt in tho rhoice id » 
larm, when he rosi lived to «init the harp for the plough: but n* 
F.Uisland was his clinice, his skill n\ay ho cjucslionod.] 

Aulu comrade dear, and brlther sinner. 
How’s a’ tho folk about Glciiconin'r ? 

How do you this blao castlin Avind, 

Tliat's like to blaw' a bf»dy blind ? 

For mo, my faculties are frozen, 

!My dearest member nearly dozen’d. 

I’ve sent you here, by Johnio Simsoii, 

'I’wa sage philosox3liers to glimpse on ; 

Smith, w’i* liis sympathetic feeling, 

An’ Ityid, to common sense .appealing. 
Philosophers haA'e fought and wrangled, 

An’ xneiklc Greek an’ Latin mangled, 
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Till wi’ thoir loftic-jargon tir’d, 

An’ in the depth of science mir’d, 

To common sense they now appeal, 

What wives and wabsters see and feel. 

But, hark ye, friend ! I charfro you strictly, 
Peruse them, an’ retuiTi them quickly. 

For now I’m grown sae cursed douce 
1 prtiy and ponder butt the house, 
l\ly shins, my kiic, I there sit roastin’, 

IVrusing IJunyan, Ih'own an’ Boston ; 

Till by an' by, if I baud on, 

]'ll grunt a real gospel groan : 

Already I begin to try it, 

To cast my e’en up like a pyct, 

When by the gun she tuTiiblcs o’er, 

I'lult’ring ail’ gasping in her gori* : 

Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 

A burning an’ a shining light. 

My heart-wann love to guid auld (Hen 
’file ace an’ wale of honest men : 

When bending down wi’ auld gray bail's 
I’eiieatli the load of years and eaves, 

M i\y lie who made liim still sujijiort liiui. 

An’ views beyond the grave comfort him, 

His worthy fam'ly far and near, 

God bless them a’ wi’ grace and gear ! 

My auld sehoolfellow, preacher 'Willie, 

'fhe manly tar, my mason Billie, 

All’ Auolieiibay, 1 wish him joy ; 

Tf lie’s a parent, lass oi* boy, 

!Miiy be be dad, and Meg the niitlior, 

.Inst five-nnd-forty years thogither ! 

All’ no forgetting -ivabstor Charlie, 

I’m tauld lie offers very fairly. 

An’ Lord, rein cm her singing San nock, 

AVI’ liale broeks, sa\j)ence, an’ a ]>aniiock, 

An’ next my auld acquaiiiiaiiee, Manev, 

Since she is fitted to her fancy; 

An’ Ik'i* kind stars hae airted till her 
A good chiel wi’ a iiickle siller. 

ATy kindest, best respects I sen’ it, 

'I'o cousin Kate, an’ sister Janet ; 

Tell them, frae me, wi’ ehiels be e.nutions, 

I'or, faith, they’ll aihlin.j liii’ them fashions; 
'I'o grant a heart is fairly civil, 

Bat to grant the maidenhead's the deWL 
An’ lastly, Jamie, for yourscl. 

May guardian angels tak a sjicll, 

An’ steer you seven miles south o’ hell ; 

‘But first, befoi’o you see heaven’s glory, 

ATay ye get mony a merry story, 

Alonie a laugh, and moiiie a drink, 

And aye oneugh, o’ ncodfu’ clink. 

Kow fare ye wool, an’ joy bo wi’ you. 

For my s.ake this I lieg it o’ you. 

Assist poor Si in son a’ ye can, 

Ye’ll flip kiln just an boni‘st man ; 

Bae I conclude, and quat my chanter, 

Your’s, saint or sinner, 

Rob the Ranteb. 


LVI 


Oir THE 

ilJicli) of a JPosititimou^ ©Jitlb. 

fFrom Ifttm addressed by Bums to ^trs. Dunlop, it would apiw r 
that this Sweet Klowret, pledgee o nieikle bu’e," was the oft r 
son of her dauichter, Mrs. llciiri, w1m> liad morncila Freueh geiitl » 
man. The mother soon followed the father to the giavc: shed). 1 
m tlic south of France, Hhitliershe had gone in scaidiof health.] 

Sweet flow’rot, pledge o’ raoikle love, 

And ward o’ mony a jiray’r, 

What heart o’ sianc wad thou na move, 

Sae helpless, sweet, and fair ! 

November hirples o’er the lea, 

Chili oil tliy lovely form ; 

And gaiie, alas ! tlio sliolt’riug tJ*ee, 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May lie who gives the rain to iioiir, 

And wings the blast to blaw, 

Protect thee frae he driving sliow’i', 

The bitter frost and siiaw I 

May lie, the friend of woe and want, 

Who heals life’s various sleumis. 

Protect and guard the iiiollier-plaii(, 

And luial lier cruel uouiids ! 

But late f.li(* flourish’d, rooted fast, 

Fair on the suiumer-niorn : 

Now feebly liends she in the blast, 

Uiisheltei ed and forlorn. 

Blest be thy Idooni, tlion loiely g(*m, 
Uiiscath’d by i ulliniiiiaiid ! 

And from thee many a jiaient stem 
Arise to deck our land ! 


kvir. 

ilTo Crrutchsljnnh, 

A VLIIV YOU NO LADY. 

n'yittf'w on the blank leaf of a IjimiI,, pn'^uited U, lnu hif (hi 
Author. 

fTlie licRiuoHis rose-bud ot this poem was oik of the dau^-, liter 
Mr. CiiK ikbliank , a ma.stcr in the 1 1 igh School of Edinburgh, at veh 
table Hums wav a frequent guest during the yew of h.>pe whu li 
fitieiitui tlw nurthem mcuopolu.] 

Beauteous rose-bud, young and gay, 
Blooming in thy eai ly May, 

Ne\er niay’st thou, lovely flow’r, 

Ciiilly shrink in sleety show’r ! 
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Never Boreas’ hoary path, 

Never Eurus* poisonous breath, 
Never baleful stellar lights. 

Taint thee with untimely blights ! 
Never, never reptile thief 
lliot on thy virgin leaf! 

Nor even Sol too fierce ‘ly view 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

May’st thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Jlichly deck thy native stem : 

'Till some evening, sober, calm. 
Propping dews and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodland rings, 
Ami ov'ry bird thy requiem sings ; 
Tlioii, amid the dirgeful sound, 

Rhed thy dying honours round, 

And resign to parent earth 

The loveliest form she e’er gave birth. 


And sic twa love-inspiring e’en 
Miglit fii*c even holy Pailmers ; 
Nae wonder then they’ve fatal boon 
To honest Willie Chalmers. 


I doubt na fortune may you shore 
Some mim-mou’d poutliercd priesfie, 
Fu’ lifted iij) wi’ Hebrew lore. 

And baud upon his breastie : 

But Oh I wdiat sigiiiiies to you, 

His lexicons and grammars; 

The feeling heart’s tlio royal blue, 

And that’s wi’ \V illie Chalmers. 


Some gapin’ glowrin’ countra laird. 
May warslc for your favour; 


LVTIT. 


f Lorlihart flm gave this poptu* curiosity to the world : he copied 1 
fnimasinaUinaiiusriiptvohuncof l’oemsj;»v*.n lo Umnsto ha 
riot Don. with an cxplanathm in tlwsc words; “ W. Chalmers 
tlc.nan In Ayrsihirc, a partic'iilai Mictul ot mine, askisl me Co 
jwKJtic epistle to a yoitnpf lady, his Dnh inca. I had s<vn her, 1 
svarcplyaequainU’d with her, and wrote as follows.” Chain 
a wiiter in Ayr. 1 have not heard that the lady uas innuenecs 
viduiiteer clfusion : ladies arc seldom rhymed into the incmimomul 
snare. J 


Wi’ braw new briuiks in mickle iiride, 
And eke a braw ncAV brechaii, 

Afy IVgasus I’m got astride. 

And iqj Paniassns pechin ; 

Whiles owro a hush wi’ downward crush 
The doited heastio stiniiiners ; 

Tlien up he gets and ofi'lie sets 
For sake o’ Willie Chalmers. 


I doubt na, lass, that weel keiin’d name 
May cost a pair o’ blushes ; 

I am nae stranger to your fiimc 
Nor Ins warm urged wishes. 

Your bonnie face sae mild and sweet, 
His honest heart enamours, 

And faith ye’ll no he lost a whit, 

Tho’ waired on Willie Chalmers. 


Auld Truth hersel’ might swear 3'o*re fair. 
And Honour safely back her, 

And Modesty assume your air, 

And ne’er a ane mistak' her : 


May claw his lug, and straik his beard, 
And boast up some palaver. 

My bonny maid, before ye wed 
Sic chimsy-witted hammers, 

Seek Heaven for help, and harofit skelp 
Awa* wi* illie Chalmers. 


Forgive tho Bard ! my fond regard 
Vor line that shares my bosom, 
Inspires my muse to gie ’m his dues, 
I’or de'ii a liair 1 rouse him. 

May powt'i'S ahoon finite yon soon. 
And fructify your amours, — 

And t‘very year come in mair dear 
I'o you and Willie Chalmers. 


LIX. 

T.YiNO AT A ur.VF.UFNl> FRFF.Xd’s IIOUSF. OSi: 
NJOIIT, J in: AUTHOlt THE FOLLOW l.v<! 

IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. 

I Of the niif'in t.f thtsc verges (Jilbcrt Rums rIvcs tlie fnlloiviuf? • 
«unit. “ 'rhe first time Hubert b<.iu-d the spinntt jdaycU w»ts hi tb'’ 
lUst ol Dr Liturie, then rniiuMcr of J.mnlon, now in 
r. Law ric has set pral tlai.Hrhters ; tine of them played ; the fiither 
id the nidtner led tlown llie dance ; the rest of the sisters, the bru- 
ict, the wiel, and the other quests mixed iu It. U waa a dch«lii|ul 
mily scene Ini our pnet, tiicn lately introduced to the world, 
IntMvas mused to a poetic enthusiasm, and the staiisas were Icitin 
om where he slept.”] 


O THOU drtjad Power, who reign’st above ! 

1 know Thou wilt me hear, 

AV hen for this scene of peace and love 
I make iny prayer sincere. 
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The hoary sire — ^the mortal stroke, 
Long, long, bo pleased to spare ; 
To bless his filial littlo flock 
And show ivliat good men arc. 


yii(‘ who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fcara, 
(>, bless her with a mother’s joys, 
But spare a mother’s tears ! 


Their hope — their stay — their darling youtli, 
111 manhood’s dawning blusli — 

I Bless liim, tliou (Ion of love and truth. 

Up to a parent’s wish ! 


'I’he hcautcons, seraph sister-hand. 

With earnest tears I jiniy. 

Thou kuow’st the snares on ev’ry hand - 
Guide Tliou their steps alway. 


When soon or late they rea<'h that coast, 
O'er life’s rough oc('an driven, 

Alay tliey rejoice, no wanderer lost, 

A family in Heaven ! 


LX. 

^ITo diahin fi?amtIton (Jfsq., 

MAUCHLIN'E. 

(RECOMHfSWeiNO A ROY.) 

IVcrsesermstoliavcIieciithtnaturallanf^uaKcof Hums. 'I'lir Alastci 
Tiiotic whiisc skill lie records, lived in Mauchlinc, and dealt in cows: 
he uas an artful and contrii'in^ person, Krcat iii baiKTainiiiKand iiiti- 
inatc with all the professional tru'ks by which old cows lire luadc to 
l«)k young, and six-pint hawkies pass lor Uiose of tivclve.] 


Mosgavtlley May, 3, 1786. 


I HOLD it, Sir, my bounden duty. 

To warn you how that Master Tootie, 
Alias, Ijoird M'Gkiuu, 

Was here to hire yon lad away 
*lioiit whom ye spak the tither day. 
An’ wad ha’e don’t aff hau^: 


But lest he leom the calhm tricks, 

As, faith, 1 miickle doubt him, 

Like scrapin’ out auld Oummie’s nicks, 
An’ teUin’ lies about them ; 

As lieve then, I’d liave tlien, 

Your clerkship he should sair. 

If sae be, ye may be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 


Altho’ I say’t, he’s gleg enough, 

An’ bout a lioust) that's rude an’ rough. 
The boy might learn to swear ; 

But then wi’ you, he’ll he sae taught. 
An' get sic fair example straiigliL 
1 havena ony fear. 

Ye’ll catechixo him every quirk, 

An* shore him weel wi* lltdl ; 

An’ gar him follow to the kirk — 

— Ay when ye gang yoursel. 

If yc then, maun lie then 

J‘’rae liainc this cornin’ Fi iday ; 
Then please Sir, to lea’c Sir, 

Tlie ordera wi* your lady. 


My word of honour I hao gien, 

In Baisley John*s, that night at e’en. 
To mc*et the Warld’s worm ; 

To try to get the twa to gree. 

An’ name the .oirles^ an' the fee, 

In legal mode an’ form : 

1 ken he weel a snick can draw, 

When siin]>lc bodies let him ; 

An* if a Devil be at a*. 

In faith he’s sure to get him. 

To phrase you, an* praise you, 

Ye ken your Lauri>at scorns : 
The pray’r still, you share still, 
Ot* grateful Minsthel Burns. 


LXI 

UF CKAI0KN-O1LJ.AN. 


( It sceiiis that Burns, delighted witli the prid.se which the Laird uf 
OroiRcn-thllHu bestowed on his verses,— probably the Jolly Kt^Raia, 
then in the hands of Woodbum, liis steward,— poured out this little 
uupmneditated natural acknowledgment. 1 

Sir, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud ; 

See wba tak's notice o* the bard ! 

I lap and cry’d fii' loud. 


> Thealrica— flumest memtj. 
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Now deil*ma^arc about tlieir jaw, 

The senseless, gawky million : 

1*11 cock my nose aboon them a* — 

I’m roos’d by Crolgen-Gillan ! 

*Twas noble, Sir ; ’twas like yoursel. 

To grant your high protection : 

A great man’s smile ye ken fu’ well, 

Is ay a blest infection. 

Tho’ by his ^ banes who in a tub 
Match’d Macedonian Sandy ! 

On my ain legs thro’ dirt and dub, 

I independent stand ay. — 

And when those legs to gude, warm kail, 
Wi* welcome canna bear me ; 

A lee dyke-side, a sybow-tail. 

And barlcy-scono chall cheer me. 

Heaven spare you hang to kiss tho breath 
O* many flow’ry simmers ! 

And bless your bonnio lasses baith, 

I’m tan Id they’re loosomc kimmers ! 

And God bless young Dunaskin’s laird, 
'I’hc blossom of our gentry ! 

And may he wear an auUl man’s bearil, 
A credit to his countiy. 


LXir. 

to a poetical iipisitic 

SnifT TO THE AUTIIOll IIY A T VIJ.OII. 

[Thepersn?! who in the name of a Tailor took the IiIh rey of a<l- 
niiiiiishiiif' liurns about hisermrs, is gcneiatly believed to ha\c I)ecn 
William Simpson, tlic schoolmaatcr of Ochiltree: the I’crses seem 
alKiut the mea-sure of his capacity, and were attributed at the time 
to his hand. 'I'he natural poet trjok advantage of titc mask in 
which the made |aiet concealed iiimself, and rainetl such a inert ik-ss 
sroriu ujKjn him, as would have eatiuguished half the Tnilors in Ayr- 
shire, and made the amazed douiiiiic 

** Strangely fidge and fyke.” 

It was first printed in IflOl, by Stewart.] 

WiiAT ails yo now, yc lousie b — li. 

To tbrcsli niy back at sic a pitch ? 

Losh, man! hae mercy wi’ yonr natch, 

Your bodkin’s bauld, 

I didna sulFer ha’f sao much 

Frac Daddic Auhl. 

What tho’ at times when I grow crousc, 

I gie their wamesa random pouse. 

Is that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sae ? 

Gae mind your scam, ye prick the louse, 
the flae. 

* Dktgenes. 


King David o’ poetic brief. 

Wrought ’raang the lasses sio wiscliief. 

As hll'd his after life wi’ grief, 

An’ bluidy rants, 

An’ yet he’s rank’d among the chief 
O’ lang-syne sauuts. 

And maybe, Tam, for a’ my cants. 

My wicked rhymes, an’ druken rants, 
i’ll gie auld cloven Clootie’s haunts 
An’ unco slip yet. 

An* snugly sit among the sannts 

At Davie’s hiji get. 

Hut fogs, the Session says I maun 
(hw^ fa’ upo* anitlicr plan, 

'J’han gairin lasses cowp the cran 

Clean heels owrc body, 

And sairly thole tlieir mithcr’s ban 
Afore the howdy. 

This leads mo on, to tell for sport, 

How 1 did wi’ the Session sort, 

Aiild Clinkum at tho inner port 

Cried three times — “ Robin I 
Come liitlicr, lad, an* answer for’t. 

Ye’re blamed for jobbin’.” 

Wi’ pinch I pat a Sunday’s face on, 

An’ snoov’d away before the Session; 

I made an open fair confession — 

I scorn’d to lee ; 

An’ sync Mess John, heyond expression, 

Fell foul o’ me. 

A fomicator-loun ho call’d me. 

An’ said my fau’t frae bliss cxpell’d me; 

I own’d the tale was true he toll’d me, 

‘ lJut what the matter V ' 
Quo’ I, ‘ I fear, unless ye geld me, 

I’ll ne’er he better.’ 

‘‘ Geld you !” quo’ be, “ and whatfor no ? 

If that your right hand, leg, or toe, 

Should ever prove your sp’ritiial foe. 

You shou’d remember 
To cut it afF, an’ wliatfor no 

Your dearest member ?’* 

‘ Na, na,’ quo’ I, ‘ I’m no for that, 

Gelding’s nae better than ’tis ca’t, 

I’d rather suffer for my fant 

A hearty flewit. 

As saire owre hip as ye can draw’t, 

Tho’ I should rue it. 

‘ Or gin ye like to end the bother, 

To please us a’, I’ve just ae nither, 

When next wi’ yon lass I forgather, 
Whate’er betido it. 

I’ll frankly gio her’t a’ thegither. 

An’ let her guide it* 
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Jjut, 8ir, this pleas'd them warst ava. 
All’ therefore, Tam, wlien that I saw, 

J said ‘ Gudcnight,' and cam awa*, 

And left the Session. 
I saw they were resolved a’ 

On my oppression. 


LXIII. 

tZTo % )£lanlitnc. 

[With the Laird of Adamhill's peraonal character the reader is al- 
uly Hi'quainted : the lady about whose triulties the rumour alluded 


LXV. 


^ Bream* 


» 'llioufchtst words, and deeds, the statute blames with 
But surely dreams uere ne'er indicted ircason.** 


On reading. In the inibUe papers, tlie Laureate’s Odo,** wiOi tbs 
other parade of June 4 , 17 Sf>, the author was no sooner drmt 
asleep, than he Lnaf^ncd hunsdf transported to the blrth-diy 
levee; and in his dreaming fancy made the following ** Addreas." 


(The prudent friends of the poet remonstrated with him about 
this Poem, which they appeared to think would injure h» fbrtui res 
and stop the royal bounty to which he was thought entitleiL Mra> 
lJunlop, aud Mrs. Stewart, of Stair, solicited him in vain to omit it 
111 the Kdinhurgh edition of his poems. 1 know of no poem for which 
a claim of being prophetic would be so successfully set up ; it Is full 
i>f puint as well as of the lutiire. The allusions iv quire no onm> 


I AM a keeper of tlie law 
In some srna' points, alilio' not a’ ; 

Some people tell me gin I fa’ 

Ao way or itlicr, 

'I 'lie breaking of ac point, though sma’, 
llroaks a’ thcgitlicr. 

1 hac been in for’t anco or twice, 

Anil winna say o’er far for tliricc. 

Yet never met witli tlmt surprise 

That broke niy rest, 
But now a rumour’s like to rise, 

A wliaup’s i’ tlie nest. 


LiXlV. 


Guin-MonuiN’ to your Majesty ! 

May Heaven augment your blisses, 

On cv’ry new birth-day ye see, 

A humble poet wishes ! 

!My hardship here, at your Icvec, 

On sic a day as this is, 

Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 

I see yeVe complimented thrang, 
jly many a lord an’ lady; 

<‘Goii save the king!” ’s a cuckoo sang 
That's unco easy said ay; 

Tlie poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi* rhymes weel-turn’d and ready, 
Wad gar you trow ye ne’er do wraiig, 
lint ay unerring steady, 

On sic a day. 


Eincd 

WRITTEN ON A BANK-NOTE. 


I'l'lic bank-note 
emne tiitc) the ham 
he knew the hand 
(-iiicluding lines p 
tion. I 


1 wliicli these charartenstic lines were cndonicd, 
(it tlie late .lames Oiadc, liankcr, in lluinlrics; 
'riting of Burns, and kept it as a curiosity. The 
nt to the year 171Mii as the date of the ('umposi- 


For me ! before a monarch’s face, 

Ev’n there I winna flatter ; 

For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I your liuiublc debtor ; 

So’ iiae reflection on your grace*, 

Your kingship to bespatter; 

There’s monic waiir been o’ tlio race*, 
And aibliiis ane been better 

I'han you this day. 


Wae worth tliy power, thou cursed leaf. 

Fell source o’ a’ my woe and grief; 

For lack o’ thee I’ve lost my lass. 

For lack o’ thee I scrimp my glass. 

I see the children of affliction 
Unaided, through thy cursed restriction. 

I’ve seen the oppressor’s cruel smile 
Amid his hapless victim’s spoil : 

And for thy potence vainly wished, 

To crush the villain in the dust. 

Eor lack o’ thee, 1 leave this inuch-lov’d shore, 
N ever, perhaps, to greet old Scotland more. 


'Tis veiy true, my sov’reign king, 

My skill may weel be doubted ; 

But facts ai*e cliicls that winna ding. 
An’ downa be disputed: 

Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 
is e on right rel't on’ clouted, 

And now the third part of the string, 
An’ less, will gang about it 

Than did ae day» 

Far be’t frae me that I aspire 
To blame your legislation, 

Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation ! 
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But, faith I I muckle doubt, my sire, 

Ye’ve trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 

Wad better fill’d their station 

Than courts yon day. 

And now ye've gien auld Britain peace. 

Her broken shins to plaister ; 

Your sair taxation does her fieece. 

Till she has scarce a tester; 

For me, thank God, my life’s a lease, 

Nae bargain wearing faster, 

Or, faith I I fear, that, wi’ the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

I’ the craft some day. 

I’m no mistrusting Willie Piit, 

When taxes he enlarges, 

(An’ Will’s a true giiid fallow’s get, 

A name not envy spairges,) 

That he intends to pay your debt. 

An’ lessen a’ your charges ; 

But, G-d-sake! let nae saving-fit 
Abridge your bonie barges 

An’ boats this day. 

Adieu, my Liege ! may freedom geek 
Beneath your high protection ; 

An’ may ye rax coiTuption’s neck, 

And gie her for dissection ! 

But since I’m here, I’ll no neglect. 

In loyal, true affection, 

To pay your Queen, with due respect. 

My fealty an’ subjection 

Tills great birth-day. 

Hail, Majesty Most Excellent ! 

While nobles strive to please ye, 

Will ye accept a compliment 
A simple poet gi’es ye ? 

Thae bonnie baimtime, Ileav’n has lent. 

Still higher may they hecze ye 
In bliss, till fate some day is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

For you, young potentate o’ Wales, 

I tell your Highness fairly, 

Down pleasure’s stream, wi’ swelling sails, 
I’m tauld ye’re driving rarely ; 

But some day ye may gnaw your nails. 

An’ curse your folly sairly, 

TJi.at e’er ye brak Diana’s p^es. 

Or rattl’d dice wi’ Charlie, 

By night or day. 

Yet aft a ragged cowte’s been known 
To mak a noble aiver ; 

So, ye may douccly fill a throne, 

For a’ their clish-ina-claver : 

There, him at Agincourt wha shone, 

Few better were or braver ; 

And yet, wi* funny, queer Sh* John, 

He was an unco shaver 

For mouie a day. 


For you, right rev’rend Osnabuig^, 

Nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter, 

Altho’ a ribbon at your lug, 

Wad been a dress completer ; 

As ye disown yon pauglity dog 
That bears the keys of Peter, 

Then, swith ! an* get a wife to hug. 

Or, troutli! ye’ll stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeks, I learn, 

Ye’ve lately come athwart her ; 

A glorious galley,’ stem an stern, 

Weel rigg’d tor Venus’ barter; 

But first hang out, that she’ll discern 
Your hymeneal charter, 

Then heave aboard your grapple aim, 

An’, largo upon h(5r quarter. 

Come full that day. 

Ye, lastly, bonnie blossoms a’, 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 

Ileav’n mak you gnid as weel as braw. 

An* gie you lads a-plenty : 

But sneer na British Boys awa’, 

For kings are unco scant ay ; 

An’ German gentles arc but sina\ 

They’re better just than want ay 
On onio day. 

God bless you a’ ! consider now, 

Ye’re unco muckle dautot ; 

But ere the course o’ life be thro’. 

It may be bitter saiilet : 

An’ 1 hae seen their coggie fou, 

That yet hae tarrow’t^t it; 

But or the day >va& done, I trow. 

The laggeu they hae clautet 

Fu’ clean that day. 

LX VI. 

^ l&pitapfi. 

(This beautiful and nfTecUiig pocxii was printed in die Kilmar- 
nock edition: Wordsuortli writes ivith his usual taste aiiri kLlins 
about it : ** Whom did the poet intend sbouid be thought of, as oc- 
cupying that grave, over which, after modestly setting fnrtli the 
moral discernment and uann affections oi the * pour inhabitant’ it 
is supfioscd to be inscribed tliat 

* Thougiitlesb follies laid him low. 

And stained hia name 

Who but himself— himsdranocipating the but too probable tcrinla- 
auun of his own cuui se ? Here is a sincere and solemn avowal— a 
confession at once devout, imctieal, and human — a history in the 
shape of a ]m>phec'y ! What more was required of the liiograp.icr. 
than to have put his seal to the wridiig, testifying that the fert.* 
boding hod been realized and tiiat the record was autlientic j 

Is there n wliim-inspired fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owro blate to seek, owre proud to snool. 

Let him draw near; 

And owre this gras^ heap sing dool, 

And drap a tear. 

> Alluding tothcnewsTiaper ai‘aiunt of a ccrtiilri royal sailor tiju'-ua 
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As long's my tail, wliaro, ilirotigli the sieeks, 
The yellow letter’d Geoidie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en its nought but toiling, 

At baking, roasting, fiying, boiling ; 

An’ though the gentry first are stochin, 

Yet even the ha' folk fill their pechan 
*Wi’ sauce, ragouts, and sic like trashtrio, 
That’s little short o’ downright wastrie. 

Our whipper-in, wee, blastit wonner, 

Poor wortliless elf, it eats a dinner. 

Hotter than ony tenant man 
His honour lias in a’ the Ian’ ; 

An’ what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 

I own its past my comprehension. 


Trowth, Cfcsar, whylos they’re fash’t eiiouglt ; 
A cotter howkin in a sheugli, 

Wi’ dirty stanes biggin’ a dyke, 

Haring a quarry, and sic like ; 

Himself, a wife, he thus sustains, 

A smytrie o’ wee duddie weans, 

An’ nought but his lian’ darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an’ rape. 

An* when they meet wi’ sair disasters, 

Like loss o’ health, or want o’ masters. 

Ye malst wad think, a wee touch langer. 

An’ they maun starve o’ cauld and hunger ; 
Hut, how it comes, I never k<*nii\l yet, 
They’re maistly wonderfu' contented : 

An’ buirdly chiels, an’ clever hiz/des. 

Arc bred in sic a way as this is. 


But then to see how ye’re nogleckit. 

How hufiTd and cuff’d, and disrespeckit ! 

L — d, man, our gentry cjire as little 
For dclvci-s, ditchers, an’ sic cattle ; 

Tliey gang as saucy by poor folk, 

As 1 wad by a stinking brock. 

I've notic’d, on our Laird’s court-day, 

An’ inoiiy a time my heart’s been wac. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o* cash. 

How they maun thole a factor’s snasli : 
lie’ll stamp an’ threaten, curse an* swear, 
lie’ll apprehend them, poind their gear ; 
'While they maun stan’, wi’ aspect humble. 
An’ hear it a’, an’ fear an tremble ! 

I see how folk live tliat hae riches ; 

Hut surely poor folk maun be wretclies ! 


They’re no sae wretched’s ane wad think ; 
Tho’ constantly on poortith’s brink : 
They’re sae accustom’d wi’ tho sight, 

The view o't gics them little fright. 


Then chance on’ fortune are sae guided. 
They’re ay in less or inair provided ; 

An’ tho’ fatigu’d wi’ close employment, 

A blink o’ rest’s a sweet enjoyment. 

The deai'est comfort o' their lives. 

Their grushie weans, an* faithfu’ wives ; ' 
Tho prattling things are just their j)ride, 
That sweetens a’ their fire-side ; 

An' whylos twalpennie worth o’ nappy 
Can the bodies unco happy; 

They lay aside their private cares, 

To mind the Kirk and State affairs : 
They’ll talk o’ patronage and priests, 

Wi’ kindling fury in their breasts. 

Or tell what new taxation’s cornin’. 

And ferlie at the folk in Lon’on. 

As bleak-fac’d Ilallowmass returns, 

They get the jovial, ranting kirns. 

When rural life, o’ ov’iy station. 

Unite in common rccrc'ation ; 

Love hliiiks, Wit slaps, an’ social Mirth, 
Forgets there’s Care upo’ the earth. 

That merry day the year begins, 

They bar tho door on frosty win’s ; 

The nappy retdis wi’ mantling ream, 

An’ sheds a heart-inspiring steam : 

The Inntm pipe, an’ sneesliiii mill. 

Are handed round wi’ right guid will ; 
The cantio auld Iblks crackin’ croiise, 
The young anos rantin’ thro' the liouse,— 
My heart lias boon sae fain to see them. 
That 1 for joy hae barkit wi’ them. 

Still it’s owre true that ye hae said, 

Sic game is now owro aften play'd. 
There’s inoiiie a creditable stoc'k 
O’ decent, honest, fawsont folk, 

Are riven out bcaitli root and branch. 
Some rascal’s pridefu’ greed to quench 
Wha thinks to knit liimscl the faster 
In favour wi’ some gentle master, 

Wha’ aiblins, thrang a paiiiamentin’. 
For Hritaui’s guid his saul indentin’ — 


Haiih, lad, ye little ken about it ! 

For Britain’s guid ! guid faith, I doubt it 
Say rather, gann as Premiers lead him. 
An’ saying, aye or no’s they bid him : 

At operas an’ jilays iiarading, 

Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading $ 

Or may be, in a frolic daft, 

To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 

To mok a tour, an’ tak' a whirl, 

To learn hon, ton, an’ see the wm V. 

There, at 'Vienna or Versailles, 

He rives his father's anld entailb ; 
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But tiri’ a Lord — stand out iny shin, 

A Lord— -a Peer — an EarPs son, 

Up lugher yet my bonnet ! 

And sic a Lord 1 — ^lang Scotch ells twa, 

Our Peerage he o'erlooks them a% 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 

But, oh ! for Hogarth’s magic pow’r ! 

To show Sir Bardie's willyart glow'r. 

And how he star'd and stammer’d, 
"When goavan, as if led wi’ braiiks, 

An’ stnmpan on his ploughman shanks, 

lie in the parlour liammcr’d. 

1 sidling shelter’d in a nook, 

An’ at his lordship steal’ t a look, 

Like some portentous omen ; 
Except good sense find social glee. 

An’ (what sui-pris’d me) modesty, 

I marked nought uncommon. 

I watch’d the symptoms o’ the great, 

The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The ai rogant assuming; 

The dent a pride, nae pride had ho, 

Nor sauce, nor state, that I could sec, 

Mair than an honest ploughman. 

Then from his lordship I shall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as wccl’s another ; 

Nae honest worthy man need care 
To meet with noble youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 


liXIX. 

to 1£btnbur9;|^. 


r** 1 enclose you two poems,” said Hums to his friend Chalmers, 
** which 1 have carried and spun since 1 passed Cflenhuck. (Jnc blank 

In the Addrtss to Edinburgh, * Fair II it the heavenly Miss Bur- 

net# daughter to Lord Monbodd/>, at whose house 1 have had tlie 
honour to be more than once. There has not liecn anything nearly 
like her, In all the combinations of beauty, grace, and gnudntas the 
grut Creator has fumted, since Milton's Five, on the linitday of her 
existence.” Lord Monlaiddo made himself ridiculous by his specu- 
lations on human nature, and acceptable by his kindly manners and 
suppers 111 the manner of the ancients, where his viands were spread 
under ambiMsial lights, and his Faiemian was wreathed with flow- 
ers. At these suppers Burns sometimes made his appearance. The 
•' Address” was first printed in the Edinlmrgh edition : the inlet's 
hopes were then high, and his compliments, both tu town and people, 
were elegant and happy, j 


Edina! Scotia’s darling seat ! 

All b&il thy palaces and. tow’rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch’s feet 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign pow’rs ! 


F!rom marking wildly-scatter’d flow’rs. 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 

And singing, lone, the ling’ring hours, 

I shelter in thy honour'd sli^e. 

11 . 

Here wealth still swells the golden tide, 
Xs busy Trade his labour plies ; 

There Architecture’s noble pride 
Bids elegance and splotidour rise ; 

Here Justice, from her native skies. 
High wields her balance and her rod ; 

There Learning, with his eagle eyes. 
Seeks Science in her coy abode. 


Thy sons, Edina ! social, kind, 

With open arms the stranger bail ; 
Their views enlarg’d, tlieir lib'ral mind, 
Above tho narrow, rural vsvle; 
Attentive still to sorrow’s wsil, 

Or modest merit’s silent claim ; 

And never may their sources fail ! 

And never envy blot tlieir name ! 


Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn, 
Gay as the gilded summer &ky, 

Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn. 
Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring t‘yt*, 
Heav’n's beauties on my fancy shine; 
I see the Sire of Love on liigli. 

And own his work indeed divine 


There, watching high the least alarms. 
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold vot’ran, gray in arms, 
And mark’d with many a seamy scar : 
Tlic pond'rous wall and massy bar. 
Grim-rising o’er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war, 

And oft repell’d th’ invader's shock. 


With awc-stnick thought, and pitying tear< 
I view that noble, stately dome. 

Where Scotia’s kings of other years, 

Fam’d heroes ! liad their royal home : 
Alas, how chang’d the times to coinc! 

Their royal name low in the dust ! 

Their hapless race wild-wan d’ring roam, 
Tho’ rigid law cries out, *twas just ! 


Wild beats my heart to trace your steps, 
Whoso ancestors, in days of yore. 
Thro’ hostile ranks and ruin’d gape 
Old Scotia’s bloody lion bore : 
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Ev’n I who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply, my sires have left thmr shed, 
And fac'd grim danger's loudest roar, 
Bold-following where your fathers led ! 


Edina ! Scotia's darling^eat ! 

All hail thy palaces and fcow’rs, 
Where once beneath a monar<Hrs feet 
Sat Legislation's sov’reign po yVs ! 
From making wildly-sca tier'd iloV’rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 
And singing, lone, the ling’ring hours, 
I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 


liXX. 

1£pis(tle to i^ajot Hogan. 


r Major I,otraii, of CamlarMr. lived, when thinhMty Poem was writ- 
II, « itli Ills iiuitijer and siswr, at riirk-honse, mw A vr. He svas a 
ajnynuii rnmpanioii, and aotnethinf: of a wit. The 
Ji'.pistle WHS printed, foi the first time. In tny edition of Buma, in 
and &incc then no otlier edition has wanted it] 


Hail, thainn-inspirin', rattlin’ Willie I 
’riiough fortune’s road bo rough an’ hilly 
'1 o every fiddling, rhyming hillie, 

Wc never hoed, 

But take it like the unbacked filly, 

Proud o' her speed. 


When idly goavan whyles wo saunter 
Yirr, fancy barks, awa’ wc canter 
Ujiliill, down brae, till some mishantcr, 

Some black bog-hole. 
Arrests us, then the scathe an’ banter 

We’re forced to thole 


1 hile be your heart ! Hale be your fiddle ! 
Ijang may your elbuck jink and diddle, 

To ciiecr you through the weary widdle 

O’ this wild warl*. 
Until you on a crummock driddlc 

A gray hair’d carL 


Como wealth, come poortith, late or soon 
Heaven send your heart-strings ay in tune, 
And screw your temper pins aboon 

A fifth or mair, 
The mclancholious, lazy croon 

O' cankrie caro. 


May still your life from day to day 
Nae ‘‘ lente largo” in the play, 

But “ allegretto forte” gay 

Harmonious flow 

A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey — 
Encore ! Bravo ! 

A blessing on the cheer3' gang 
Wha dearly like a jig or sang. 

An’ never think o’ right an* wrung 

By square an’ rule, 

But as the clogs o' feeling stang 

Are wise or fool. 

My hand-waled curse keep hard in chase 
The harpy, hoodock, purse-proud race, 

Wha count on poortith as disgrace — 

Their tuneless hearts 1 
May fireside discords jar a base 

To a’ their parts ! 

But come, your hand, my careless brithcr, 

I’ th’ ither warl’ if there’s anithcr, 

All’ that there is I’ve little switlier 

About the matter; 

Wo cheek for chow shall jog thegither, 

I’se ne'er bid better. 

We've faults and failings — granted clearly, 
We're frail backsliding mortals merely, 

Eve’s bonny squad priests wyto tliem sheerly 
For our grand fa' ; 

But still, but still, I like them dearly — 

Cod bless them a* ! 

Ochon for poor Castalian drinkers. 

When they fa’ foul o’ earthly jinkers. 

The witching curs’d delicious blinkers 
Hae put me byte, 

And gart me woet my waukrife winkers, 

Wi’ ginuui biiite. 

But by yon moon ! — and that’s high swoarin* — 
An’ every star within my bearin’ ! 

An’ by her oen wha was a dear ane 

I’ll ne’er forget; 

I hope to gie the jads a cleiirin’ 

In fair play yet. 

My loss I mourn, but not repent it, 

I’ll seek my pursie wharc I tint it, 

Auce to the Indies I were wonted, 

Some cantraip hour. 

By some sweet elf I’ll yet be dinted. 

Then, vive V amour / 

Faites mes laissemains respectueuse, 

To sentimental sister Susie, 

An* honest Lucky ; no to rooso you, 

Ye may be proud, 

Tliat sic a couple fate allows yc 

'^I’o grace your blood. 
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Nae mair at present can I measure. 

An’ trowth my rhymin’ ware’s nao treasure ; 
But when in Ayr, some half-hour’s leisure, 

Be’t light, ho’t dark, 

Sir Bard will do himself the ploiisurc 

To call at Park. 

Kobeut Burns. 

Mossgiely 30th October, 1786. 


LXXI. 

ot 

A POEM, 

INSCRIBED TO J. BALLANTYNE, ESQ., AYR. 

[Riirns tr)ok the hint of this from the rianestanes and 

Causeway of Kerigrussnn, but all that lends it life and feeling bcloti^fs 
to his own heart and his native Ayr; he wrote it for the second edi- 
tion of his L'oeuis, and in coniiiliinent to the patrons of his ^nius la 
the nest Hallantyiie. to whom the Poem is insenbrd, was genennis 
when the distresses of his farming sponilatinns pressed u|Mm him: 
others of Ins iriends fifoire in the scene : Montgomery's courage, the 
learning ol Dugald Stewart, and condescension and kindness uf Mrs. 
General htewart, of ^tair, are gratefully reairdcd.J 


The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, 
Learning his tuneful trade from ev’ry bough ; 
The chanting linnet, or tlie mellow thrush. 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green 
tliorn bush; 

The soaring lark, the perching rod-broast shrill. 
Or deep-ton’<l plovers, gray, wild-whistling o’er 
the hill ; 

Shall ho, niirst in tlic peasant’s loMdy shed. 

To hardy iiidcpendeiicc bravely brtid, 

By||arly poverty to hardship steel’d. 

An* train’d to arms in stern misfortune’s 
field— 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or labour hard the panegyric close, 

■With all the venal soul of dedicating prose I 
No! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
And throws bis hand iincouthly o’er the strings. 
He glows with all the spirit of the Bard, 

I’arne, honest fame, liis great, liis dear reward ! 
Still, if some patron’s gen’rous care ho trace, 
Skill’d in the secret to bestow with grace ; 
Wlien Ballantyuo befriends his humble name, 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame. 

With heartfelt throes liis grateful bosom swells, 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 


’Twas when the stacks get on their winter 

hop, 

Aud thack and rape secure the loiLwon crap; 


Potatoe-bings are snugged up frao skaith 
Of coming Winter’s biting, frosty breath ; 

The bees, rejoicing o’er their summer toils, 
Unnumher’d buds an* flow’rs’ delicious spoils, 
Seal’d up with frugal care in massive waxen 
piles, / 

Are doom’d by man, that t/rant o’er the w^ak, 
The death o’ devils smoor’d wi’ brimstone reek : 
The thundering guns^ai'e heard on ev’ry side, 
The wounded vovf^s, reeling, scatter wide ; 

The feather’d fii^-inates, bound by Nature’s tie, 
Sires, mothers, /children, in one carnage lie : 
(Wliat warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 

And execrates man’s savage, rutlil(‘ss deeds!) 
Nae mair the flow’r in field or meadow springs; 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 
Except, perhaps, the robin’s whistling glee. 
Proud o’ the height o’ some bit half-laiig tree : 
The hoary morns precede the sunny days. 

Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noon-tide 
blaze, 

While tliick the gossamoiir waves wanton in the 
rays. 

’Twas in that season, when a simple bard, 
Unknown and poor, simplicity’s reward, 

Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr, 

By whim inspired, or liaply prest wi’ care, 

He left his bed, and took his wayward rout, 
And do\vn by Simpson's^ wheel’d the loft about : 
(Whether impeU’d by all-directing Fate, 

To witness what I after slmll iiarrat(< ; 

Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 

IJc wander’d out he knew not where nor why) 
The drowsy Dungeon-clock,^ had number’d 
two. 

And Wallace Tow’r'* had sworn the fact was 
true : 

The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen sounding 
roar. 

Through the still night dash'd hoarse along tho 
shore. 

All else was hush’d as Nature’s closed e’o ; 

The silent moon shone high o’er tow’r and tree : 
The chilly fi'ost, beneath the silver beam. 

Crept, gently-crusting, o’er the glittering 
stream. — 

When, lo ! on cither hand the list’ning Bard, 
The clanging sugh of whistling wiiigs is heuid ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro’ the midnight air, 
Swdft as the gos ® drives on the wheeling hare ; 
Ane on th’ Auld Brig his aiiy shape uprears. 
The ither flutters o’er the rising piers ; 

Our warlock Jlhymer instantly deserv’d 
Tho Sprites tiiat owre the brigs of Ayr pre- 
side. 

(That Bards are socoiid-sigbted is nae joke, 
And ken the lingo of the sp’ritual folk ; 

Fays, Spunkios, Kelpies, a’, they can explain 
them, 

And ev’u the vera dcils they brawly ken them.) 


^ A noted tavern at ttie auld Tlrig end. 
s The two ■cecpic*. ^ Tlic pui>havi'k« ur falcon. 
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Auld Tii ig: appear’d of ancient Pictisk race, 

The vary wrinkles gothic in liis face : 
lie 80 i.Mn’d as he wi’ Time had warstl'd lang, 

Yet, teiighly donre, he bade an unco bang. 

New lirig was buskit in a braw new coat, 

Tliat he at Lon’on, frae an© Adams, got ; 

In’s hand five taper staves as smooth’s a bead, 
Wi^ yirls and whirlygigums at the head. 

TJie Goth W£is stalldng round with anxious 
search, 

Spying tile time-worn flaws in'ev’ry arch ; — 

It cliauc’d his new-come neebor took his e’e. 

And e’en a vex’d and angry iioart had he ! 

Wi' tit loveless sneer to see his modish mien, 

11 c, down the water, gies him this guide’ en: — 

AULD BRIG. 

I doubt na’, frien’, ye’ll think ye’re nao sheep- 
shank, 

Ance ye were streekit o’er frae bank to bank ! 
lJut gin ye be a brig as auld as me, 

I’ho’ faith, that day I doubt ye’ll never see ; 
I’licrc’ll be, if that date come. I’ll Avad a bod- 
dle. 

Some fewer whigmcleeries in your noddle. 

NEW BRIO. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, 

.1 list much about it wi’ your scanty sense ; 

AYill your poor, narrow foot-path of a street, 
Where tAva Avlieel-barroAV's tremble when Uiey 
meet — 

Your riiin’d, formless bulk o’ stane an* lime, 
rnniparo Avi’ boniiio Brigs o’ modem time ? 
'I’lierc’s men o’ taste avou’iI tak the Ducat- 
stream,’ 

'I'lio’ tliey should cast the vora sark and swim, 
Kro they AA'ould grate their feelings wi’ the 
A’iew 

Of sic an ugly, Golliic hulk as you. 

AULD BRIG. 

Conceited gowk ! puff’d up wd’ windy 
jiride ! — 

Tins mony a year I’ve stood the flood an’ tide; 
And tlio’ wi’ crazy eild I’m sair forfaim. 

I’ll he a Brig, aa'Iioh ye’re a sliapeless cairn ! 

As yet ye little ken about the matter, 

But tAva-three winters will inform ye better. 
When lieaA'y, dark, continued a’-day rains, 

Wi’ deepening deluges o’eiiloAv the plains ; 
When from the hills where springs the brawling 
Coil, 

Or stately Liigar’s mossy fountains boil. 

Or Avliero the Greenock winds his moorland 
course, 

Or haunted Garpal’ draws his feeble source, 


' A noted fordj just alim'C the Auld Brig. 

^ 'ITie banks of Gar|Vil AVarer is one of tin- few places in Ute 
est of Srcitland, wliere those fancy-scaring beings, known by the 
ediuc ot Gbaistsj still continue pertinaciously to inhabit. 


Arous’d by blnsfiing winds an’ spotting thowes, 
In mony a torrent down the snawebroo rowea ; 
While crashing ice borne on the roaring speat. 
Sweeps dams an’ mills, an* brigs, a’ to the 
gate; 

And from Glenbuck,’ down to the Katton-koy,^ 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen’d tumbling sea — 
Then down ye’ll hurl, deil nor ye never rise ! 
And dash the gumlio jaups up to the pouring 
skies. 

A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 

Tliat Architecture’s noble art is lost I 

NEW BRIO. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say’t 
o’t ! 

The L — d be thankit that we’vo tint the gate 
o’t ! 

Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices. 

Hanging with threat’ning Jut like precipices ; 
O'cr-arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves. 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves : 
WindoAvs, and doors in uanielcsN sculpture drest, 
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 

Forms like some bedlam Statuary’s dream. 

The craz’d creations of misguided whim ; 

Forms might be worsliipp’d on the bended 
knee. 

And still the second dread command be free, 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or 
sea. 

Mansions tliat Avould disgrace the building 
taste 

Of any mason reptile, bird or boost ; 

Fit only for a doited monkish race, 

Or frosty maids forsAvorn the deai* embrace; 

Or cuifs of latter times Aviia held tlie notion 
That sullen gloom was sterliug true devotion : 
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection ! 
And soon may they expire, unblest with resur- 
rection ! 

AULD BRIO. 

O ye, my dear-remomber’d ancient yealin^, 
Wore ye but here to share iny wounded feel- 
ings ! 

Ye Avortliy Provescs, an’ mony a Biiilie, 

Wlia in the paths o’ righteousness did toil ay ; 
Ye dainty Deacons and ye douce CouA^eeners, 
I'o whom our moderns are but causey-cleaners ; 
Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this tOAAm ; 

Ye godly Brethren o’ the sacred gOAvn, 

V'ha meekly gae your hurdles to the sinitcrs ; 
And (what would now be strange) ye godly 
writers ; 

A’ ye douce folk I’ve borne aboon the broo, 
Were ye but here, Avliat would ye say or do ! 
IloAV would your spirits groan in deep vexa- 
tion, 

To sec each melancholy alteration ; 


> T Aie antirce of the river Ayr. 
s A imall buidiiiK-plaoc above the large kay. 
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And agonizing, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base, degen Vato race ! 

Nae langer rev’rend men, their country’s glory. 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid 
story ! 

Nae langer thrifty citizens an’ douce, 

Meet owre a pint, or in the council-house ; 

But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless gentry, 
Tlie herryment and ruin of the country ; 

Men, three parts made by tailors and by bar- 
bers, 

Wha waste your weel-hain’d gear on d — d new 
Brigs and Harbours I 


Now baud you there! for faith ye’ve said 
enough. 

And miicklc mair than ye can mak to through. 
As for your Priesthood, I shall say hut little. 
Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 

But under favour o* your langer beard. 

Abuse o’ Magistrates might weel be spar’d : 

To liken tliem to your auld-warld squad, 

I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 

In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can have a liandlo 
To mouth ‘ a citizen,’ a term o’ scandal ; 

Nae mair the Council waddles do-wm the street, 
In all the x^omp of ignorant conceit ; 

Men wha grew wise priggin’ owre hops an’ 
raisins, 

Or gather’d lib’ral views in bonds and seisins, 

If liaply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 

Had shor’d them with a glimmer of his lamp, 
And would to Comiiiou-sense for once betniy'd 
them, 

Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid 
them. 


What farther clishmaclavor miglit been said 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed. 
No man can tell ; but all before their sight, 

A fairy train appear’d in order bright : 

Adown the glitt’ring stream they featly danc’d ; 
Blight to the moon their various dresses 
glanc’d ; 

They footed o’er the wat’ry glass so neat, 

I'he infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet : 
While arts of minstrelsy among them rung. 
And soul-enuobbng hards heroic ditties sung. — 
O had M‘I<auchlan,* thaimi-inspiring Sage, 

Been there to hear this heavenly band eiigfigo. 
When thro’ liis dear stratlisxieys they bore with 
highland rage ; 

Or when they struck old Scotia’s melting airs, 
*’J’he lover’s raptur’d joys or bleeding cares; 
How would his highland lug been nobler lir’d, 
And ev’n his matchless hand with finer loucli 
insx)ir’d ! 


No guess could toll what instrument appear’d. 
But all the soul of Music’s self was heai^; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part, 

While simple melody pour’d moving on the 
heart. 

The Genius of the stream in front appears, 

A venerable Chief advanc’d in years ; 

1 lis hoary head with water-lilies crown’d. 

His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 

Next came the lof^elicst pair in all the ring, 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with 
Spring'; 

Then, crown’d with flow’ry hay, came llural 
Joy, 

And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye : 
All-chcoring Plenty, with her flowing horn. 

Led yellow Autumn, wreath’d with nodding 
com ; 

Then Winter’s time-blcach’d locks did hoary 
show. 

By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 

Next follow’d Courage, W'ith his martial stride. 
From wdierc the Feal wild woody coverts bide; 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 

A female form, came from the tow’rs of Stair: 
Ijcarning and \\"orth in c*qual measures trode 
From simple Catniio, their long-lov’d abode: 
Last, whito-rob'd Peace, crown’d with a hazel 
■wreath. 

To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
I’lie broken iron instniineiits of death ; 

At sight of whom our Sx)rites forgat their kind- 
ling wrath 


LXXTI. 

ON 

Zit Deati) o( l^obcrt lE^q., 

OF A U N I S T O N, 

I.ATF. i,oai> pnnsiDF.NT OF THE COURT or 
SESSION. 

fAt Uie request of Advocate Hay, Hums composed this Poem, in 
the hfijie that it miftht inten'st the powerful lainily of Dundaa in 
hib fortune!.. I found it inscittti in the hatid-wriuiiK nf the poet, in 
an intcrloivTd cf»p> ol his Poeiiih, wliich he prcsenti-d to Dr. Ccddi-s, 
accompanied l»y tlic fblloning surly note; — The foreftoiriK 
has vnac tolvralde linc& >n ir, hut Uic incurable wound of uiy i>riile 
will not suffer me to c-orrwt, or even peruse it. I sent a copy of it 
ith ui y best yirosc k tvr to t he son of the great man , the tliemc of the 
piece, by the hands of one of the noblest men in (lod'b world, Ale\- 
ander W'ckhI, surgeon : wiiLii, behold I his Eolicitun>hip c.Mik no iiioir 
notiLT 111 my l*ofm, or of me, tlian I had been a strolling fiddler who 
had made free with his lad>’H nainc^ lur a silly new reel. 1 )id chefeW 
low imagine that I looked for any dirty gratuity f” Tins Robert Uun- 
das was the elder brother of that l.c.rd Melville to whose hands, soon 
aftci tiubc lines were written, all the govt rniuent iiatronagc ui Scot- 
land was ctmfidtxl, and who, when the naiiie of Hums was men- 
ijiuied, pushed tlie wine to i^tt. and said nothing. The iKxnn waif 
first punted by me, in iu:)4.j 

luONE on the blcaky hills the straying flocks ^ 
8huu the fierce blonns among the Bhcltering 
rucks ; 


1 A w«U knr>wii po former of Scottlsli music on the vIoUa. 
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Down from the rivulets, red with dashing rains, 
The gatliering floods burst o’er the distant plains, 
Beneath the blasts the leafless forests groan ; 

The hollow caves return a sullen moan. 

Ye hills, ye plains, yc forests and ye caves, 

Ye howling winds, and wintry swelling waves ! 
Unlujard, unseen, by* human ear or eye, 

Sad to your sympathetic scenes 1 fly ; 

Where to the whistling blast and waters’ roar 
Tale Scotia’s recent wound I may deplore. 

O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear! 

A loss these evil da^’^s can ne’er repair! 
dustice, the high vicegerent of her God, 

Jler doubtful balance ey’d, and sway’d her rod; 
IJ(‘aring the tidings of the fatal blow 
She sunk, abandon'd to the wild(*st woe. 

Wrongs, in juries, from many a darksome den, 
Now gay in hope explore the paths of men : 

Set* from this cavern grim Oppression rise. 

And throw on ])Overty his cruel e 3 *es ; 

K(‘eTi on the helph*ss victim see him lly, 

And stiHe, dark, the feehly-huvbting cry ; 

Mark ruflian A^ioleiice, distained with criines, 
Housing elate in these degenerate times; 

A’iew unsuspecting Jimoeenee a prey. 

As guih'ful Fraud jioints out tlie erring way : 
While subtile Litigation’s jdiant tongue 
I'lie life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong: 
Jlaik, injur’d Want recounts th’ unlisten'd bile, 
And nuieh-wrong’d Mis'ry poi;:*' t.h’ unintied 
wail ! 

Ye dark waste hills, and brown unsightly plains, 
’!’«> you 1 sing my grief-insj)ired strains: 

Ve temjiests, rage ! ye turbid torrents, I'oll ! 

Ye suit the joyless tenor of my soul, 

Tjfe’s social haunts and pltNusures I resign. 

Re niimi*less w ilds and lonely wmidoi iiigs mine. 
To mourn the woes niy country must endure, 
I’liat wound degenerate ages cannot cure. 


LXXIIJ. 

ON UF.AUINO IN A NEW’SPAPF.R 

IDratjb of Slo&fl 

BnOTlIEll TO A YOUNG LADY, A PATITICULAR 
FUILND or THE AUTHOll’S. 

[John M ‘Lend WHS of the niu’icnt family of Unxa, and brother 
to that Isabella M *Lend, tor whom Munis, in his uii mipaiidence, ex- 
pKiised fireat rcf^ard. The little l*ocm. ivljcn first iiriiiteil, consisted 
of M\ iprses: 1 toiind a seventh *ii the M’AIurdo Manusci ipts, the 
fifth in tins edition, aloiift with an intimation in prose, that the 
M'Leod family had endured many unineriied inislortiines. I ol>- 
•erve tliBi Sir Hams Nicolas has n'jnted this new verse, bix-ausc, he 
wys, it repeats tlie same sentunent as the one \i hich precedes it. I 
think difiereiitly, and have retained it.} 

Sad tliy tale, thou idle page, 

And rueful tby alarms : 


Death tears the brother of her love 
From Isabella’s arms. 

Sweetly deekt wdth pearly dew 
The morning rose may blow ; 

But cold successive noontide bUista 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella’s mom 
The sun propitious smil’d ; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil’d. 

Fate oft tears the bosom cords 
’J’hat nature flnest strung : 

So Isabella’s heart was form’d. 

And so that heart was wrniiig. 

Were it in the poet’s power, 

Strong as he shares the giief 

I’hut pu*ret*s Isabella’s heart. 

To give that heart relief. 

Dread Omnipotence, alone, 

Can heal the wound He gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief^-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

Virtue’s blossoms there shall blow, 
And fi‘ar no withering blast ; 

There Isabella's spotless W'orth 
SJiall happy be at la&t. 


LXXIV. 

^0 Hogan, 

WITH Beattie’s poems for a new year’; 

GIFT. 

Jan. 1, 1/87. 


r Munis was fond of writing complitnrnti in books, and (UvitiK them 
in ]irc8cnts amoiiR his fair friends. Miss Lo^Rn, of Park house, was 
sisrcr to Maj(>r Logman, of Caiiilarg. and the “ Mnitmiciitol rister Su* 
Bic,'*of the Epistle to her iirnthiT. Both these names w'ere early 
dmpiicd out of tlie poet's correspondence.] 


Again the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driv'n, 
And you, tlio’ scarce iu maiden prime. 
Are so much nearer llcav’iu 

No gifts liave I from Indian coasts 
The infant year to hail : 

I send you more than India boasts 
lu Fdwiu's simple tale. 
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Our sex with guUo and faithless love 
Is charg’d, perhaps, too true ; 

But may, dear maid, each lover prove 
An ^win still to you ! 


JiXXV. 

^Ijc ^mnican SBat. 

A FRAGMENT. 

[Dr. Blair laid that the politic! of Bums imele of the smithy, 
which. Interpreted, means, that they were unstatesinan-like. and wor- 
thy of a country ale-house, and an audience ol peasants. The Poem 
gives us a striking picture of the humorous and familiar %vay in 
which the hinds and husbandmen of Scotland handle national 
topics: the smithy is a faiounte resort, duringthc winter evenings, of 
rustic politicians; and national affiurs and parish scandal are alike 
discuss^ Bums was in those days, and some time after, a veheincnt 
Tory : ]iis admiration of •• Clmtham’s Bov.” called down on lum the 
dusty indignation of the republican Kitson.l 


When Guildford good oiir pilot stood, 
And did our hcllim thraw, man, 

Ae night, at tea, began a pica, 

Within America, man : 

Then up they gat tlie maskin-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, man ; 

An’ did nae less, in full Congi’ess, 
Than quite refuse our law, man. 


Then thro’ the lakes Montgomery takes. 

I wat he was na slaw, man ; 

Down Lowrie's bum he took a turn, 
And Garleton did ca’, man ; 

But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 
Montgomery-like did fa’, man, 

Wi’ sword in hand, before his band, 
Among his en’mies a’, man. 


Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage, 
Was kept at Boston ha’, man ; 

Till Willie Howe took o’er the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man ; 

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sin 
Giiid Clmstian blood to draw, man : 
But at New York, wi’ knife an’ fork. 
Sir-loin he hacked sma’, man. 


Cornwallis fought as lang's he dought. 
An’ did the buckskins claw, man; 
But Clinton’s glaive frae rust to save. 
He hung it to the wa’, man. 


Then Montague, an’ Guilford, too, 

Began to fear a fa’, man ; 

And Sackville dour, wha stood the stoure. 
The German Chief to thraw, man : 

For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a’ man ; 

An’ Charlie I’ox threw by tlie box, 

An’ lows’d his tinkler jaw, man. 


Then Rockingham took up the game. 

Till death did on him ca’, man ; 

"When Shelburne meek held up his cheek. 
Conform to gos]iel law, man ; 

Saint Stejdien’s boys, wi’ jarring noise, 
They did his measures thraw, man, 

For North an’ Fox united stocks, 

An’ bore him to the w’a’, man. 


Then clubs an’ hearts were Chai-lie’s cartes, 
He swept the stakes awa’, man, 

Till tbe diamond’s ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair/awr pas, man ; 

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads. 

On Chatham’s boy did ca’, man ; 

An’ Scotland drew her pipe, an’ blew, 

‘ Up, Willie, warn* them a’, man !’ 


Behind the throne then Grenville’s gone, 
A secret word or twa, man ; 

While slee Dundas arous’d the class, 
Be-north the Roman wa*, man : 

An’ Cliatham’s wraith, in lieaveiily graith, 
(Inspired Bardies saw, man) 

Wi’ kindling eyes cry’d ‘ Willie, rise ! 

‘ Would 1 hac fear’d them a’, man ?’ 


But, word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co., 
GowflTd Willie like a ha’, man, 

Till Suthron raise, and coost their claisc 
Behind him in a raw, man; 

An’ Caledon threw by the drone. 

An’ did her whittle draw, man ; 

An’ swoor fu’ rude, thro’ dirt an’ blood 
To make it guid in law, man. 


Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an’ whip, 
Till Fi-aser brave did fa’, man; 

Then lost his w^ay, ae misty day. 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
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liXXVI. 


LXXVJI. 


19ean of Jpatults. 


a iLai)|:i» 


A NEW BALLAD. 


With a Pi esctit of a Frur of Drinking-GlaMot. 


[The Hal and Itob of these satiric lines iverc Henry Krshlnc, and 
llobcrt Dundas : and their ooiitentinn was, as clie rcrResiiitinmte, fur 
Che place of Dean of the Faculty of Advocates: Krskinc was suc- 
cessful. It is supposed that in chaFacteiisintr Dundas, the poet re- 
rncinbered “ the incurable wound which his pride had not” in the 
affair of the elegiac A'crsea on the death of the elder Dundas. The 
piwin first appeared in the llellques of Uums.i^ 


Dire w'as the hate at old ITarlaw, 

That Scj»t to Scot did carry ; 

And dire the discord Langside saw, 

For beaatcouR, hapless Mary: 
lint Scot with Scot ne’er mot so hot. 

Or were more in fury seen, Sir, 

Than ’twixt llal and Hob for the famous job- 
Who should be Faculty’s Dean, Sir.— 


This Ilal for genius, wit, and lore, 

Among tlio first was number’d ; 

Hut pious Hoi), ’mid learning’s store, 
Cuininaiidinent tenth remember’d. — 
Yet simple Hob the victory got, 

And won his heart’s desire ; 

IVhieh shews that heaven cun boil the p > 
Tliough the devil p — s in the fire. — 


[ To Mrs. M*LchoBe, of Edinburgh, the poet presented the dnr.k. 
ig-glasscs alluded to in the versts : they are, it seeins, still pre- 
icrvcd, and the lady on occasions of high festival, indulges, it is said, 
mtc idsitors with a draught from them of '* The blood of Shir.i% 
>corched vina"] 


Fair Empress of the Poet’s soul, 

And Queen of Poetesses ; 

Clarinda, take this little boon, 

Tliis humble pair of glasses. 

And fill them high with generous juice. 
As generous as your mind; 

And pledge mo in the generous toast — 
“ The whole of human kind !” 

“ To those who love us!” — second fill ; 

Hut not to those whom wo love ; 
Lost we love those wlio love not us ! — 
A third — “ to thee and me, love 


LXXVITl. 
Zo Clarinta. 


Squire Hal besides had in this case 
Pretensions rather brassy. 

For talents to deserve a place 
Arc qualifications saucy ; 

So, their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merit’s rudeness, 

Cliose one who should owe it all, d’ye see, 
To their gratis grace and goodness. — 


As once on Pisgah purg’d was the sight 
Of a son of Circumcision, 

So may bo, on this Pisguli height, 

Boh's purblind, mental vision ; 

Nay, Hobby’s mouth may be oijon’d yet 
'i’ill for eloquence you bail him. 

And swear he has the Angel met 
That met the Ass of Balaam. 


I is the liuly of the dnnkiiig-glacses ; the Mrs. Mac nf 
lany a _ » tlio 

lys, mg and bcautiftil, and we tear a little giddy, since she in- 
tilgul i I tliKt sentimental aiidplaronie flirtaiuin with ttiop<iet,e(in- 
iiiKtl ij tlie w'e-ll-knoAvn letu-rs to C'lannda. The letters, after the 
’(ith, appeared in print without her fUTtnivsion : she oli- 
1 injuntuon against the pulilicatinn, which still remains in 
It her anger seems to hai'c iieen less a matter of taste than 
, ior the injunction has been allowed to slumber in the case 
editors, though it has been enforeed against othcrs.l 


Clabikda, mistress of my soul. 

The measur’d time is run ! 

The wretch beneath the dreary pole 
8o murks his latest sun. 

To what dark cave of frozen night 
Shall poor Sylvandei- hie ; 

Depriv’d of thee, his life and light, 

Tlie sun of all his joy. 

We part — but, by these pretdons drojis 
Tliat fill tliy lovely eyes ! 

No other light shall guide my stei)s 
Till thy bright beams arise. 
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She, the fair sun of a31 her sex, 
Has blest my glorious day ; 
Ami shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 


LXXIX. 

tyntten under the Ihurtrait of Fer/rusaonf the "Poet, in a eopjf 
of that Authov** tuorka presented to a poung Jjady. 


[Who the youttff lady was to whom tlic poet presented thepor* 
trnitand Poems of the ill-fated Fentusson, we have nut been told. 
'J'he^’cnes arc dated Edinburgh, l^larch lihh, 17U70 


Curse on ungrateful man, that can bo pleas’d. 
And yet can starve the author of the ploiisure! 
Othou my elder brother in misfortune, 

]Jy fill* my elder brother in the muses, 

With tears I pity thy unhapi^y fate! 

Why is the bard unpitied by the world, 

Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures ? 


LX XX. 

^{^rologuc 

SPOKEN BY Mil. WOODS ON IIIS BEKEriT NIGHT. 
Momiav, 16* ArRiL, 171 ( 7 . 


('Mie Wo«ls for whom this Prologue v 
ilnys a ix-tpular actor 111 Edinburgh. He ha 

he had been theiriend as well as comrade of jiutjr Ferpusaon, and pos- 
wwa poetical talent. He died in hJilinburgh, December 14th, 

iyQ2.J 

When hy a generous Public’s kind acclaim, 
’J'hat dearest meed is granted — honest faii.e ; 
When here your favour is the actor’s lot. 

Nor even the man in private life forgot ^ 

'What hreast so dead to lieavenly Virtue’s glow, 
Lut heaves impassion’d with the gi'atefui throe ? 

Poor is the task to please a harharous throng, 

It needs no Siddons’ powers in Southerne’s song; 
But here an ancic^nt nation fam’d atiir, 

For genius, leai’ning high, as groat in war — 

3 fail, Caledonia, name for ever dear ! 

Before whose sons I’m honoured to ajipcar ! 
Where every science — every nobler art — 

That can inform the mind, or mend the lieart. 


Is known ; as gi'atefui nations oft have found 
Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound. 
Philosophy, no idle pedant dream, 

Here holds her search by heaven-taught Kea« 
son’s beam; 

Here History paints, with elegance and force. 
The tide of Empires’ fiuctnating course ; 

Here Douglas forms wild Shakspeare into* plan. 
And Harley’ rouses all the god in man. 

When well-form’d taste and sparkling wit unites 
With manly lore, or female beauty hi-ight, 
(Beauty, where faultless symmetry and grace, 
Can only charm as in the second place,) 

Witness my heai't, how oft with panting fear. 
As on this night, I’ve met these judges liere ! 
But still the hope Experience taught to live, 
Equal to judge — you’re candid to forgive. 

Nor hundred-headed Riot here we meet, 

With decency and law beneath Iiis feet : 

Nor Insolence assumes fair Pi-cedom’s name ; 
Like Caledonians, you applaud or blame; 

O Thou dread Power! whose ETni)iro-giviug 
hand 

Has oft been stretch’d to shield the lionour'd 
land ! 

Strong may she glow with all her ancient fire ; 
May every son he worthy of his sire ; 

Firm may she rise with generous disdain 
At Tyranny’s, or direr Pleasure's chain ; 

Still self-dependent in her native sliorc, 

Bold may she brave grim Danger’s loudest roar, 
Till Fate the curtain drop on worlds to be no 
more. 

liXXXI. 

Sfertt?). 

[This Slictrh i , a portion of a long Pfx-m which Hums proposcrl to 
• The PocM 8 Progn'ss.” He coniinunicatcd the little he had 
done, lor he Mas a eourter of opinionK, to Dugald StcM'art. “ The 
Frngment forms," said lie,” the pnstulata, tlit axioinR, tlic definition 
of a f haracUT, m’Iiu h , li it apiwar at alt, shall be placed in a variety of 
lights. 'I'his particular part I send you, merely as a sainjilc of my 
hand at portrait skciching.” It is probalile that the pnilessor's re- 
sponse M'as not fai ourablc, for we hear no more of the I'oem.] 

A LITTLE, Upright, pert, tart, tripping wight, 
And still Jiis jirecious self his dear delight; 
Who loves Ills own smart shadow in the street* 
Better than e’er the fairest she he meets : 

A man of t ash ion, too, he made his tour. 

Learn 'd vive la bagatelle, et vivo I’amour; 

So travell’d monkeys their grimace improve, 
Polish their giin, nay, sigh for ladies’ love, 
^riich specious lore, but little understood ; 
Veneering oft outshines the solid wood : 

His solid sense — by inches you must tell. 

But mete his cunning by the old Scots ell ; 

His meddling vanity, a busy fiend, 

Still making work his selfish craft must mend. 

1 I'hc Man ot Feeling, by Macketiiie 
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liXXXIT. 

®o Mt%. Scott, 

OF WAUCHOPE. 


[Theiacly to whom this epistle is addresscnl was a punter and a |k>- 
etesst her jiencil sketches are stud to have l»een beautifnl ; and she had 
a ready skill in rhyme, as the verses .vldrcssed to Burns fully tesdfv. 
'J'astc and poetry belonged to her family: she was the niece of Mrs. 
Cackbum» authoress of a beautiful variation of The Flowers of tlie 
Foiesti] 

I MiKD it wcel in early date, 

When I was beardless, young and blate, 

An’ first could thresh tlie barn ; 

Or hand a yokin at the plough ; 

An’ tho’ forfbughten sail* enough, 

Yet unco proud to learn : 

When first aniang tlie yellow corn 
A man I reckon’d was, 

An’ wi* the lave ilk mei*ry morn 
Could rank my rig and lass, 

Still shearing, and clearing. 

The tither stooked raw, 

Wi’ claivcrs, an’ haivers. 

Wearing the day awa. 

K’cn then, a wish, I mind its pow’r, 

A wish that to iny latest hour 
Shall strongly heave niy breast, 

That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake 
Some usefu’ plan or beuk could m<ake, 

Or sing a sang at least. 

The rough burr-thistle, spreading wide 
Amaug the bearded bear, 
i turn’d the woeder-elips aside, 

An’ spar’d tlie symbol dear : 

No nation, no station, 

IMy envy e’er could raisi*, 

A Seot still, but blot still, 

I knew nae higher prais(\ 

Hut still the elements o* sang 
In formless jumble, right an’ wraug, 

Wild floated in my brain ; 

’Till on that har’st I said before, 
iMy partnt‘r in the incny core. 

She rous’d tlie forming strain : 

1 see lier yet, the sonsic qncaii, 

That lighted up her jingle, 

Her wiiching smile, her pauky een 
That gart my heart-strings tingle: 

I fired, inspired. 

At every kindling keek, 

But bashing and dashing 
I feared aye to speak. 

Itoalth to tlie sex, ilk guid chiel says, 

Wi* merry dance in winter days, 

An* vre to share in common: 

Tlie gust o’ joy, the balm of woe. 

The Saul o’ life, the heaven below, 

Is rapture-giving woman. 


Ye surly sumphs, who hate the naino 
Be miudfu’ o’ your mither i 
She, honest woman, may think shame 
That ye’re connected witli her. 
Ye’re wae men, ye’re nae men 
That slight the lovely dears; 
To shame yc, disclaim ye, 

Ilk honest birkic swears. 

For you, no bred to Iwirn and byre, 
Wlia sweetly tune the Scottish lyre, 
Thanks to you for your line : 

The marled plaid ye kindly spare, 

By mo slioiild gratefully be ware ; 

’’I’wad please me to the nine. 

I’d he mail- vauntie o’ my haj», 

Douce hingin’ owre my curple 
Than ony ermine ever lap, 

Or ])roud imperial luirple. 

Faroweel then, lang heal then 
An* plenty be your fa* ; 
jVlay losses and crosses 
Ne’er at your hallan ca’. 


LXXXITT. 

to Sililliam 

[A fctorm of ram detained Ikims one day.dunug l\w border timr, 
at Selkirk, anil he cniploycd las time in wntuig this charactcnstic 
epistle to Cieech, hii. liookselU-r. Creech was a |icrson ol education 
and taste : he w.ts not only the nioxt popular publisluT In the north, 
hut he was intimate uith almost all the distinguisheil men uho, in 
those days, adorned Scottish literature. Hut though a joyous man. a 

Liid io\cd tohuld money to the last moment that the lav 

ailmvid.] 

/Selkirk, 13 iVfay, 1737- 

Auld chukie lleekie s' sair distrest, 

Down droops her anco weel-burnibht crest, 
Nae joy her boiinie buskit nest 
Cun yield ava. 

Dor darling bird that shelo’es best, 

Willie’s awa ! 

O Willie was a witty wight. 

And liad o* things an unco slight; 

Auld Reekie ay he koepit tight. 

An’ trig an’ braw ; 

But now tliey’ll busk her like a fright, 
W'illie’s awa! 

The Btiffesl o’ them a’ he bow’d ; 

The bauldcst o’ them a’ he cow’d ; 

They durst nae moir than he allow’d* 

That was a law ; 

We’ve lost a birkie weel worth gowd, 
Willie’s awa ! 


I Ediiibuiyh. 
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Now gawkieSj tawpies, gowks, and fools, 

Frae colleges and boarding-schools, 

May sprout like simmer puddock-stools 
In glen or sliaw ; 

He wha could brush them down to niools, 
Willie’s awa ! 

Tlie brethren o’ the Commercc-Chaunier^ 

May mourn their loss wi’ doolfu* clamour ; 

He was a dictionar and grammar 

Amang thorn a’ ; 

I fear they’ll now mak mony a stammer, 
Willie’s awa ! 

Nao mair we sec his levee door 
Philosophers and poets pour,* 

And toothy critics by tlie score 

In bloody raw ! 

The adjutant o’ a’ the core, 

Willie’s awa ! 

Now worthy Gregory’s Latin face, 

Ty tier’s and Greenfield’s modest grace ; 
IMackcnzie, Stewart, sic a brace 

As Rome ne’er saw ; 

They a’ maun meet some ither place, 

Willie’s awa ! 

Poor Hums — e’en Scotch drink canna quicken. 
He cheeps like some bewilder’d chicken, 

Scar’d frae its minnie and the cleckiii 
IBy hoodie-craw ; 

Griers gien his heart an unco kickin’, 

Willie’s awa ! 

Now ev’ry sour-mou’d girain’ blcllum, 

And Calvin’s fock, are fit to fell him ; 

And self-conceited critic skellum 

Ilis quill may drau* ; 

He wha could T>rawlie ward their belliim, 
Willie’s awa ! 

Ui> wdmpling stately Tw’ocd I’ve sped, 

And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 

And Ettrick banks now roaring red, 

While tempests blau ; 

But every joy and pleasure’s fled, 

Willie’s awa ! 

Afay I be slander’s common speech ; 

A t<'Xt for infamy to preach ; 

And lastly, streokit out to bleach 
In winter snaw ; 

When I forget thee ! Willie Creecli, 

Tho* far awa ! 

May never wicked fortune touzle him ! 

May never wicked man bamboozle liim ! 

Until a pow as auld’s Methusalem 
He canty claw! 

Then to the blessed New Jerusalem, 

Fleet wing awa! 

1 The Chamber of CoDuneiTe In EiUnbiirgh, of which Cicechwas 
Sccretaiy. 

s Many literary gentlemen were ocenstomad to meer at Mr. 
Creech’s house at breakfast. 


liXXXlV. 


?^ttmble of iSruac 212£talcr 

TO TH* 

NOBLE DURE OF ATHOLF. 

f Tlie Falls of Uruar in Athole are exceedingly beautiful and pic- 
turesque ; and their effect, when Bums visited them, was much Im. 
paired by the want of shmbs and trees. This was in 1707 • the poet, 
accompanied by his future biographer. Professor Walker, went, wlien 
close on tAviligiit, to this romantic scene : he threw himself," 

■aid the l^rofessor, *' on a heathy seat, and gave himself up to a 
tender, abstracted, and voluptuous enthusiasm of imaginadou. 
in a few days I received a letter from Inverness, tor the poet 
had gone on his way, witli the JVtition enclosed." Ills Grace of 
Athole obeyt'd tlie injunction; the picturesque (Miints are now 
crowned with thriving woods, and the beauty of the Falls is much 
increaseti J 


Mv Loud, I know your noble ear 
Woe ne’er assails in vain ; 
Embolden’d thus, I beg you’ll hear 
Your humble slave complain, 

Ilow saucy PhcEbus’ scorching bcams^ 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry-witliering, waste my foamy streams. 
And drink my crystal tide. 


The lightly-jumpin’ glowrin’ trouts, 

That thro’ my waters play, 

If, in their random, wanton spouts, 
They near the margin stray ; 

If, hapless chance ! they linger lang, 

I’m scorching up so shallow. 

They're loft tho wliitcning staues amang 
In gasping death to wallow. 


Last day I gi’at wi’ spite and teen, 
As Poet Burns came by, 

That to a hard I should be seen 
Wi’ half my channel dry : 

A jianegyric rhyme, I ween, 

Even as 1 was he shor’d me ; 
But had I in my gloi-y been. 

He kneeling, wad adoi**d me, 


Hero, foaming down the slielvy rocks, 
In twisting strength I itu ; 

There, high my boiling torrent smokes. 
Wild-roaring o’er a linn : 

Enjoying large each spring and well. 
As Nature gave them me, 

I am, altho’ 1 say’t mysd, 

Worth gaun a mile to sec. 


Would then my noble master please 
To grant my highest wishes, 

He’ll shade my banks wi’ tow’ ring trees^ 
And borinie spreading T)uslics. 





77 


Deliglitod doubly tbcn, iny Lord, 

You’ll wundor on my banks, 

And listen mouy a grateful bird 
Ketum you tuneful thanks. 

VI. 

The sober laverock, warbling wild, 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 

Tlie gowdspiuk, music’s gayest child, 
Shall sweetly join the choir ; 

The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear. 
The mavis mild and melk)w ; 

The robin pensive autumn cheer, 

In all her locks of yellow. 

VII. 

This, too, a covert shall insure 
To shield them from the storm ; 

And coward maukin sleep secure. 

Low in her grassy form : 

Here shall the shepherd make his seat, 
To weave his crown of flow^i's; 

Or find a shelt’riiig safe retreat 
From prone-descending show’rs. 

VIII. 

And here, by sweet endearing stealth. 
Shall meet the loving pair, 

Despising -worlds with all their wealth 
As empty idle care. 

The flow'rs shall vie in all their charms 
The hour of heav'ii to grace. 

And birks extend their fragrant arms 
To screen the dear embrace. 

IX. 

Here haply too, at vernal da>vn, 

ca ; \ A 


So may thro’ Albion's fai'thest keii^ 
To social-flowing glasses. 

The grace be — “ Athole's honest men 
And Athole's bonnio lasses ?” 


I.XXXV. 

out 

Seating ^ome SStater^iFoiol 

IX LOCH-TUUIT. 

f When Burns wonte these touching lines, he was staying witii 
Sir William Murny, of Ocbtcityre, during one of his Highland 
tnun. Louh Turit is a wild lake among the recesses of the hills, and 
was weloumcfmm its loneliness to the heart of the poebj 

Why, yc tenants of the lake. 

For mo your wat’ry haunt forsake ? 

Toll me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly ? 

Why disturb your social joys, 

Parent, filial, kindred ties ? — 

Common friend to you and me, 

Nature's gifts to all are free: 

Peaceful keep your dimpling wave, 

Busy feed, or wanton lave : 

Or, beneath the sheltering rock, 

Bide the surging billow’s shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 

Soon, too soon, your fears J trace. 

Man, your proud usurping foe, 

W ould be lord of all below : 

Plumes himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stern to all beside. 


nomc inusiug uara may stray. 

And eye tlie smoking, dewy lawn, 
And misty mountain grey ; 

Ur, by the reaijcr’s nightly beam, 
Alild-chequering thro’ the trees, 
Itavc to iiiy darkly-dashing stn*iiui, 
lloarsc-s welling on the breeze. 

X. 

L('t lofty firs, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o’erspread, 

And view, deep-bending in the pool. 
Their shadows' wat’ry bed ! 

Let fragrant birks in woodbines drest 
IMy ernggy cliffs adorn ; 

And, for the little songster’s nest. 
The close embow'ring thorn. 

XI. 

may old Scotia's darling hope. 
Your little angel band. 

Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 
Their honour’d native land ! 


The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prey below. 

In his breast no pity dwells. 

Strong necessity compels : 

But man, to whom alone is giv’n 
A ray direct from pitying hcav’n. 
Glories in his heart humane — 

And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains, 

Only known to waud’ring sw^ains. 
Where the mossy riv’lct strays. 

Far from human haunts and ways ; 

All on Nature you depend. 

And life’s poor seiison peaceful spend. 

Or, if man’s superior might 
Dare invade your native right, 

On the lofty ether borne, 

Mail with all his pow'rs you scorn ; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wdngs. 
Other lakes and other springs ; 

And the foe you cannot brave, 

Scorn at least to be his slave. • 

X 
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LXXXVI. 

SSStritten toftjb a 

OYER THE CHIMNET-FIECE, IN THE PARLOUR OF 
THE INN AT KENUORE, TAYMOUTH. 


( I’he casde of Taymoath h the reildenee of the Earl of Brcadal- 
hane : it ii a magnificent stractuK* contains many fine paintings: 
has some sj^did old trees and romantic scenery.] 


Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 

These northern scenes with weary feet 1 trace; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 

Til’ abodes of covey’d grouse and timid 
sheep, 

My savage journey, curious, I pursue, 

^Till fam’d lircad^bane opens to my view. — 
The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides. 
The woods, wild scatter’d, clothe their ample 
sides ; 

Th’ outstretching lake, embosom’d 'mong the 
hills. 

The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 

The Tay, meand’ring sweet in infant pride. 

The palace, rising on its verdant side ; 

The lawns, wood-fring’d in Nature’s native 
taste ; 

The hillocks, dropt in Nature’s careless haste; 
The arches, striding o’er the new-born-stream; 
The village, glittering in the noontide beam — 


Poetic ardours in my bosom swell. 

Lone wand’ring by the hennit’s mossy cell : 
The sweeping theatre of hanging -woods ; 

Th’ incessant roar of headlong tumbling 
floods — 


Here Poesy might wake her heav’n-taught 
lyre, 

And look through Nature with creative fire ; 

Here, to the wrongs of fate liiilf reconcil’d. 

Misfortune’s lighten’d, steps might wander 
wild ; 

And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds, 

Find balm to soothe her bitter — rankling 
wounds : 

Here heart-struck Grief might heav’nw'ard 
stretch her scan, 

And injur’d Worth forget and pardon man.' 


LXXXVII. 

WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 

^tanDins bg tie Jpall of Jfsert, 

NEAR LOCH-NESS. 


[TliU 1b one of the many fine scenes, In tlie Celtic ramassus of 
OsBian : but when Burns saw It the Hif;hlaud passion of the stream 
was abated, for thoe had been no rain for some time to swell and 
send it pouring down its predinccs In a way worthy of the scene. 
The descent of the water is about two hundred feet. There is another 
Fail further up the stream, very wild and savage, on which the 
Fycn makes tliree prodigious leaps into a deep gulf where nothing 
can be seen for the whirling foam and-the agitated mist.] 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 

Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 
Where, thro* a shapeless breach, his stream re- 
sounds. 

As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 

As fleep-recoiliug siii'ges foam below, 

Prone down the rock the whitening sheet de- 
scends, 

And viewless Echo’s ear, astonish’d, rends. 

Dim seen, through rising mists and ceaseless 
show’rs, 

The hoary cavern, wide surrounding low’rs. 

Still thro' the gaj) the struggling river toils. 
And still below, the hon’id cauldron boils — 


I.XXXVTTT. 

POETICAL ADDRESS 

^0 0(r, Tfitlcr, 

WITH THE PRESENT OF HIE BaRD’s PICTURE. 


rWhen these verses were written there was mucli stately Jaenbit- 
ism about Edinburgh, and it is likely that 'I'ytlcr, who laboured to 
dispel the cloud of calumny wliicii hung over the memory of Queen 
Mary, had a liearing that way. Taste and talent have now de- 
scended in the T'y tiers through three generations ; an uiicooimon 
event in families. The present edition of the Poem has been com- 
pleted from tlic original in the poet’s handwriting.] 


Bevered defender of beauteous Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 

A name, which to love, was once mark of a true 
heart, 

But now ’tis despis’d and neglected. 

Tho’ something like moisture conglohes in my 
Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
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A poor friendless wand’rcr may well claim a 
mgh, 

Still more, if that waiid’rer were royal. 

My fathers that name have rever’d on a throne. 
My fathers have fallen to right it; 

Those fathers would spurn their degenerate 
• son, 

That name should he scoRingly slight it. 

Still in prayers for King George I most heartily 
.ioin, 

The Queen, and the rest of the gentry, 

Bo tlioy wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine ; 
U’heir title’s avow’d by my country. 


But why of that epocha make such a fuss, 

Tliat gave us th’ Klectoral stem ? 

If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I'm sure *twas as lucky for them. 

Blit loyalty truce ! we’re on dangerous ground, 
AVlio knows how the fashions may alter ? 

n’ho doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound, 
U’o-morrow may bring us a halter. 

I Hi'nd you a trifle, the head of a bard, 

A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 
.Sincere as a saint’s dying prayer. 


Now life’s chilly evening dim shades on your 

And ushers the long dreary night ; 

But you like the star that athwart gilds the 

Your course to the latest is bright. 


LXXXIX. 

WHITTEN IN 

iFriars=Crar$c ?i?crm{tage, 

ON THE BANKS OF NITH. 
JlINR, 171*0. 

[first copy.] 


he iiitci leaved volume presented by Hums to Dr. Geddes, has 
led me to present the reader with the ntugh drauRht of this truly 
uftil Poem, the first-fruits j*rhaps of his intercourse with the 
A of Nithside.l 


Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed, 

Be thou deck! in silken stole, 

Grave these maxims on thy souL 


Life is Imt a day at niostf 

Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 

Day, how rapid in its flight — 

Day, how few must see the night ; 

Hope not sunshine every hour. 

Fear not clouds will always lower. 
Happiness is but a name. 

Make content and ease tliy aim. 

Ambition is a meteor gleam ; 

Fame a restless idle dream : 

Pleasures, insects on the wing 

Bound Peace, the tenderest flower of Spring; 

Those tluit sip the dew alone, 

ISfake the butterflies thy own ; 

Those that would the bloom devour, 

Crush the locusts — save the flower. 

For the future be prepar’d, 

Guard wherever thou cans’t guard ; 

But thy utmost duly done, 

■Welcome what thou can’st not shun. 
Follies past, give thou to air. 

Make their consequence thy care : 

Keep the name of man in mind, 

And dishonour not thy kind. 

Reverence with lowly heart. 

Him whose wondrous w’ork thou art; 

Keep his goodness still in view. 

Thy trust — and thy cxamjde, too. 

Stranger, go ! Heaven he thy guide ! 

Quod the Beadsman on Nithside. 


xc. 


written IN 

?£?cnm'tngr, 

ON NITHSIDE. 
Deckmhkr, Ijsa 


[Of this Poem BuniB tJiouRht so well that he pave away many 
copies In his own hand-wriunR; I have seen three. When corri'ctea 
to his mind, and the manuscripts showed many chanRcs and cr.r- 
rcctions, he published it in the new edition of his Poems as it 
stands in this second copy. The little Hermitage where these lines 
were written, stood in a lonely plantation belonging to the estate of 
FriarS'Carsc, and close to the march-dyke of Ellisland ; a small dunr 
in the fence, of which the poet had the key, admitted him at pleasure, 
and there he found seclusion such as he liked, with fiowera and 
•hrubs all around him. The first twelve lines of the Poem were en- 
giai'ed neatly on one of the window-panes, by the diamond pencil of 
the bard. On Xlidderi death the Her.xiltage was allowed to go 
quietly to decay : I remember in 1803 turning two outlyer stoU out 
of the interior.J 

Tiiou whom cliance may hither lead. 

Be thou clad in russet weed. 

Bo thou deckt in silken stole. 

Grave these counsels on'thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most. 

Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 

Hope not sunshine ev’ry hour, 

Fear not clouds will always lour. 
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As Youth and Love with sprightly dance, 
Beneath thy morning star advance. 

Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair : 

Let Prudence bless Enjoyment's cup, 

Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
life's meridian flaming nigh. 

Dost thou spurn the Immble vale ? 

Life's proud summits would’st thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step, elate. 

Evils lurk in felon wait : 

Dangers, oagle-pinion’d, bold, 

Soar around each clifiy hold, 

Wliile cheerful peace, with linnet song. 
Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of evening close, 

Beck’iiing thee to long repose ; 

As life itself btHSomes disease. 

Seek the chimney-nook of case. 

^J’liere ruminate with sober iliought, 

On all thou’st scon, and heard, and wrought : 
And teach the sportive younkers round, 

Saws of experience, sage and sound. 

Say, man's true genuiac estimate. 

The grand criterion of his fate, 

Is not — Art thou high or low ? 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow' ? 

Wast thou cottager or king ? 

Peer or peasant? — no such thing ! 

Did many talents gild thy sp{in ? 

Or frugal nature grudge thee one ? 

Tell them, and press it on their mind, 

As thou thyself must shortly find, 

Tlie smile or frown of awful Ileav’n, 

To virtue or to vice is giv^n. 

Say, to be just, and kind, and wise, 

There solid self-enjoyment lies ; 

That foolish, selfish, faithless ways 
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 

Sleep, w'hence thou shalt ne'er awake, 

Night, where dawn shall never break, 

'Till future life, future no more. 

To light and joy the good restore. 

To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger go ! Ileav'n be tby guide 1 
Quod the beadsman of Kith-side. 


XCI. 

or OLENBIDDEL, 

BXTKMPORS LINER ON RETURNING A NKWSPA PER 

[CapUdit Riddel, the Laird of Frinn-Carse, wna Dums’ndfthbour, at 
EUialand : he was a kind, hospitable man, and a ftood antiquary. The 
** News and Heview” which he sent to the {Ktet contained, I have 
heard, some sharp strictures on >iis works: Hums, with his usual 
strong sense, set the proper %'aluc upon all eotemporaiy criticism ; 
nius, he knew, had nothing to fear Irom the folly or the malice of ail 
such nameless '* chippers and hewers.** He demanded trial by ins 
peers, and where tvere such to be found ? J 


Elluland, Monday Evening, 

Your news and review. Sir, I’ve read through 
and through, Sir, 

AVith little admiring or blaming ; 

The papers are barren of home-news or foreign, 
No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends, the review’ers, those chipiiers and 
licw’ers, 

Are judges of mortar and stone, Sir, 

But of meet or vnmeet, in a fabric complete. 

I'll boldly pronounce they are none, Sir. 

!My goosc-quill too rude is to tell all your good- 
ness 

Bestow'd on your servant, the Poet ; 

Would to God 1 had one like a beam of the 
sun, 

And then all tlie w'oiid, Sir, should know it ! 


XCIL 

^ TLament 

FOR THE DEATH OF HEU SOV. 


The Mothers Lament,** says the poet, in a copy of tlic rersrs 
now before me, was composed partly with a view to Mrs. Fctxttn- 
■on of CraiffduToch, and partly to the worthy patroness of my early 
unknown muse, Mrs. Stewart, of Afton.**] 


Fate gave the word, the arrow sjied. 
And pierc'd my darling's heart; 
And with him all the joys are fied 
Life can to me impart. 

By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonour'd laid : 

So fell the pride of all my hopes. 

My age's future shade. 
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The mother-linnet in tlie brake 
13ewails her ravish’d young ; 

So I, for my lost darling’s sake, 
Lament the live-day long. 

Death, oft I’ve fear’d thy fatal blow, 
Now, fond I bare my breast, 

O, do thou kindly lay me low 
With him I love, at rest ! 


XCIIT. 

FrUST F-IMSTLE 

^0 l^obctt crural) im, 

' KINTIIAV. 


I In his n\aii««Tlpt ooijy i»f tins tlu* poj't s.ivs. “ art<iTnpa- 

ii\ 111}; ft miiifsi.” What tlit- .t u Hi tUi h'ttcr \\ hu h cik it 
r* latcs Griihain u rs one of the men ol tlieexcsi in Vot land, 

i? d hud ]»romiscrt Hums n situation ns evcisi'inan: foi ih.*- tl>i put 

d (pnilifit'd himself , nnd IIS Ik Im'kiiij todrciui thatla'inii"; n<.i Id lic 
unpiofitiildc. hcwiote tornnind Jiis jiatmii of Ins |tniiiii‘< , and le 
i,iu'Sle<i to he ftp|M)iiited to a du Iston in his ou n iicvdih’iui hood. I Ic 
as ai>pointc(l in due time: liiscUiision uas csreiiMu*, .ti.d nuludcd 

II pansihes.) 

When Nature her great inast(*r-piece d('sigii(‘d, 
And fram’d her last, best >\oik, the biiman 
mind, 

Her eye intent on all the inir/y ]ilnn, 

^ho form'd of various parts the various m:ui. 

'1 lien first she calls the usoTul inauy forth ; 

IMaiii x>lodtling industry, and sober worth : 

'J hence peasants, farmers, luiLive sous of eaith 
And inerehandize’ whole genus taUe their 
birth ; 

Facli jirudeiit fit a warm existimee finds. 

And all tuechanies’ many-apron'd Kinds. 

Some otlu*r rarer sorts art' vv.inted yet, 

'I he lead and buoy are needful to tlie net; 
d'ht' caput morluum of gross desires 
Makes a material for men* knights and squi.es; 
'J'he martial jiiiosplionis is taught to flow. 

She kneads the lumpish philosophic dough, 
U'licn marks th’ unyielding mass with gi*ave dc- 
sigiis, 

liaw, physic, polities, and deep divines : 

Last, she suhlimes tli' Aurora of the poles, 

Tlie fiiishing elements of female souls. 


The order’d system fair before her stood. 
Nature, well pleas d, pronounc’d it very good ; 
Jhit ere she gave creating labour o’er, 

Half-jest, she tried one curious labour more. 
Some spumy, fitny, iynisfatnus matter, 

Sue.h as the slightest bn*ath of air might scat 
ter ; 


With arch alacrity and eonseions glee 
(Nature may have lier whim as well as wo, 

JI(‘r Jlogartli-art perhaps she meant to show it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it— a jioet. 
Jreatiire, tho’ oft tlie iirey of care and soi row, 
Wlien blest to-day, unmindful oi’ to-inorruw. 

A being form’d t’amuse bis gravt'r friends. 
Admir’d ami prais’d — and there the liomagr 
ends : 

A mortal quite unfit for fortune's strife, 

Yet oft tlie sport of all the ills of life ; 

Prone to enjoy each pleasure i*ielies give, 

Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to lieal each groan, 
Yet fn'queiit all unheeded in his own. 

Put honest Nature is not quite a Turk, 

She laugh’d at first, then felt for her jioor work. 
I’ityiiig the proploss eliniher of luaukiiid, 

She cast about a standard tree to find ; 

And, to support Ins ]ielple.ss woodhiiie state, 
Attach’d him to the generous truly gre.at, 

A title, and the only one 1 claim, 

To lay strong hold for help on bounteous Gra- 
ham. 

Pity the tunc'fnl muses’ haph*s.s Irrhi, 

Weak, timid landsnu'n on life's ^tormy main! 
'I'heir hearts no selfish stt'in ahsorhent stulf, 
That never gives—- tho’ liiimlily t iKes enough; 
Tlie litth* fate allows, they shaio Ub soon. 

Unlike sage provwb’d wisdom's haid-wru.ig 
boon. 

Tho world were blest did Miss on them dei'Oir!, 
Ah, tliat “ tho friendly e’er should waul .i 
friend 

liCt prudence numbor o'l'v eaeli stindy son 
W bo life and wisdom at one jace Ix'guu, 

Who feel by reason and who give by rule, 
(liistinet’s a brute, and sentiment a tool !) 

Who make j>oor zrtff do wait upon I bfioufd — 
"We own they’re prudent, hnt wlio feels they’re 
good ? 

Ye wise ones, hnnee ! ve hurt the social eye ! 
God’s image rudely etch'd on base alloy ! 

Ilut come ye who the godlike ph'asuro know, 

J leaven's attributi* distinguished- to bestow ! 
Whose arms of love would grasp tlie liuinan 
race : 

Come thou who giv'st with all a courtier's grace; 
Friend of my life, true patron oi' my i hyiiies ! 
Prop of my dean'st hopes for futuri* times. 

AVhy shrinks my soul half blusliiiig, half .afraid, 
Jkwkward, abash'd to ask thy friemily aid ? 

1 know my uei'd, I know thy giving hand, 

1 crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
Hut there are simh who court tlu* tuneful nine - 
Heavens ! should the branded character bo 
mine ! 

Whose verse in manhood’s pride siiMimely 
flows. 

Yet vilest reptiles in their begging prose. 

Mark, bow their lofty independent s}nrit 
Soars on the spurning wing of injur’d merit ’ 
Seek not the proofs in private life to find ; 

Pity the best of w’ords sliould be btit wind ! 
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So to lieaven^s gates the Lark’s shrill song as- 
cends. 

But grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 

In all the clamVous cry of starving want, 

They dun benevolence with shameless front ; 
Oblige them, patronize their tinsel hiys, 

They peraccute you all your future da;ys ! 

J^re iny poor soul such deoj) damnation stain, 
My horny fist assume the pUmgh again ; 

The pie-bald jacket let me patch once more; 

On eighteen-pence a week I've liv’d befoi’e. 
Tlio’, thanks to Heaven, X dare even that lust 
shift ! 

1 trust, meantime, my boon is in thy gift : 

Tliat plac’d by thee upon the wish’d-for height. 
Where, man and nature fairer in her sight, 

Aly muse may imp her wing for some sublimcr 
fii'djt. 


XCJV. 

ON THE OEATfl OP 

Sic SJames 

j"! found these hnes written A^lth a juainl in one nf lJurns’% memo- 
irttfiduui-tinokst: he «.u<l he liud just ediiiposcd thetii, and ivncilU'd 
iilieMi down lebt they should cscaiu* troin his luenvirj'. They aifferid 
vtiiotliingfioin the prinrisl copy of the dm Luerpool edition. That 
tiey are hy Hums tlicre cannot lie a dmibi, though Oiey wene, 1 
luioiv not for what reason, excluded liom several editions of tlie Post- 
taunuius Works ol the poet. J 

Tue lamp of day with ill-presaging glare. 

Dim, cloudy, sunk beneath the western wave; 
Th’ inconstant blast howl'd thro’ the darkening 
air, 

And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. 

Lone as I wander’d by eacli cliff and dell. 

Once the lov’d haunts of Scotia's royal train ;* 
Or mus’d where limind streams once hallow’d 
vrell,* 

Or mould’ring ruins mark the sacred fane.* 

Tir increasing blast roared round the beetling 
rocks. 

The clouds, swift-wing’d, flow o’er the starry 
sky, 

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks, 
And shooting meteors a ugiit the startled 
eye. 

I’Jie paly moon rose in the livid east, 

And ’mong the clifl's disclos’d a stately form. 
Til weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast, 
And mix’d her wailings with the raving 
storm. 

The Kini; s Park, > tyrmid-bouse. 

• St. Anthony^ Weli. * si. Arichouy’iiChapeli 


Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 

’Twas Caledonia’s trophied shield I view’d : 
Her form majestic droop’d in pensive woe, 

Tluj lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

Revers’d that spear, redoubtable in war. 
Reclined that banner, erst in fields unfurl’d, 
That like a deathful meteor gleam’d afar, ' 

Aiul brav’d tho mighty monarchs of the 
world. — 

Jkfy patriot son fills an untimely grave !” 

'With accents wild and lifted arms — she cried; 
how lies tho hand that oft was stretch’d to 
save, 

Low lies tho licaH that swell’d with honest 
pride. 

A weeping eoimtry joins a widow’s tear, 

The helpless poor mix with the orjdiaii’s cry ; 
The drooping arts surround their patron’s hier. 
And grateful science heaves the heart-felt 
sigh ! 

I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; 

I saw fair freedom’s blossoms richly blow : 
But ah ! lum hope is born IniL to e-\j>ire ! 
Itelentloss fate has laid their guardian low. 

I ‘‘ !My ])atrlot falls, but shall ho lie unsung, 

While mnpty greatness saves a uortliless 
name ! 

No ; every iruiso shall join her tuneful tongue, 
And future ages hear liis growing fame. 

And I v,dll join amotlicr’s tender cares, 

Thro’ future times to make his virtues last; 

I That distant years may boast of other Blairs ! — 
She said, and vaiiisli’d Avith the SAveei>ing 
blast* 


xcv. 

icpi^tle to barker. 


{This little Im-ly, hitiiiR rpistlc was addressed to one of tlie poet's 
Kilmainoi'k cotniuriKiiis. nujjh Parker, was the brother of William 
Parker, otic of the subsrnl'crs to the I'kllnlmni'h edition of lliiins's 
Poems: he has been dead many yean: the Kpistlc was rn-ovored, 
luckily, from his papers, and printed ror Che first time in lai-LJ 

Jn this strange land, this uncouth clime, 

A land unknown to prose or rhyme; 

Where words ne’er crost the muse’s heckles, 
Nor linifict in poetic shackles : 

A land that prose did never view it, 

Except when drunk he stacher’t thro’ it ; 
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IIere> ainbu8h*d by the chimla cheek, 

Hid in an atmosphere of reek, 

I hear a wheel thrum i* the neuk, 

1 hear it — for in vain I leuk. — 

The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel. 

Hnhnskcd by a fog infernal : 

Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures, 

I sit K’ld count my sins by chapters ; 

For life and spunk like ither Christians, 

I’m dwindled down to mere existciico, 

Wi* nae converse hut GaUowa’ bodies, 

\Vi’ nae kond face but Jenny Geddes.^ 

Jenny, my l^egasean pride ! 

Dowie she saunters down Nithside, 

And ay a westlin leak she throws, 

While tears hap o'er her auld brown nose ! 

Wfis it for this, wi’ canny cav<', 

Thou bure the Bard through many a shire ? 

At howes or hillocks never stuinbl(‘<l, 

And late or early never grumbled ? — 

0 had I power like inclination, 

I’d heoze thee up a constellation, 

'i’o canter with the Sagitarro, 

Or loup the ecliptic lik(‘ a bar; 

( )r turn the pole like any arrow ; 

Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow, 

1 )owii the z<idiac urge th<^ nive, 

And east dirt on his godship’s face ; 

I'or 1 could lay my bread and kail 
He’ll ne’er cast saut iipo’ thy tail. — 

Wi' a’ this care and a’ this giief, 

Andsma,' sina’ i)ro<»poct of relit'f, 

And nought but peat reek i’ my bead, 

How can 1 write what ye can read ? — 

'J’lirhoUoii, twenty-fourth o* June, 

Yell find me in a liettor tunc ; 

But till we meet and weet our whistle, 

Tak this e-veuse for nae oi)isth‘. 

lioutiiT Bit a NS. 

XCVl. 

INTIIVDED TO BE WRITTEN UNDFU 

^ KohU iAruixf. 

f Burns ithirccl the yiortmits of Dr. lilaiklork nn<f the Eail of filrn- 
• .'iirn, <nvr h)& parlour chuiinry-Tiiorc at Ellihlaiul’ Ijciicath Uu-litacl 
•il 0>e lattiT he wisite some verses, which he stiil to the Karl, and re- 
quested leave to timke puoUe. This seems to has elieen reln&cd; ami, 
as the versts weiv hist for years, it was lMheve<l they witc destroyed: 
» niugh <s)py, however, is presers’ed, and is n«m in the safe kirpingof 
fhel'^arrsiitimc-Muii, Majoi James filcneairn Bums. .James Ctiniunf;- 
liam, Earl of C>leiu 7 :,*m, died 2()tJj Januitiy, J7Jd, Of^ed 42 years: he 
was suiiet'dLdby his only and childless limther, uilh whom thu 
ancient race was closed.) 

Whose is that noble dauntless brow ? 

And wliosc that eye of fire? 

And whose that generous princely mien, 

E’en rooted foes admire ? 


Stranger ! to justly show that brow. 

And mark that eye of iii'e. 

Would take Hit hand, whose vernal tints 
His other works inspire. 

Bright as a cloudless summer sun. 

With stately port he moves ; 

His guardian seraph eyes with awe 
The noble ward ho loves — 

Among th* illustrious Scottish sons 
That chief thou may^st discern ; 

Mark Scotia’s fond Fetui*ning eye — 

It dwells upon Glcncairn. 


xcvir. 

i£lcgn 

ON THE YEAH 17»8. 

A SKETCH. 


[ rhis Po«‘m was fire printed by Stewart, in UWil. The poet Im 

0 indulge in such san astio sallies: it isluU of character, and refit 

1 diiytinci una{j:c of the iC yeasty times.] 

For Lords or Kings I diuna mourn, 

E’en let theni die — for that they’re born : 
But oh ! prodigious to refiec’ ! 

A Towmont, Sirs, is gaiie to wreck ! 

O Kiglity-eight, in thy sma’ sp.icf! 

What dire events ha*e taken jdace ! 

Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us 1 
In what a pickle thou iiast loft us ! 

Th(' Spanish em}kU’e's tint a-heud. 

An’ my auld teethle.ss Bawtie’s dead ; 

The tiilzie’s sair ’tween Pitt an’ Fox, 

And our guid wife’s wee birdie cocks; 

The taiK* is game, a bluidie devil. 

But to the hen-birds unco civil : 

The tither s something dour o’ treadin’. 
But better stuff ne’er claw’d a midden— 
Ye ministers, come mount the pu’pit, 

An’ cry till ye be hearse an’ roupet. 

For Eighty-eight ho wish’d you Aveel, 

An’ gied you a’ baith gear an’ meal ; 

E'en mony a plack, and mony a peck, 

Ye ken yoursels, for little feck ! 

Ye bonnie lasses, dight your e’en, 

For some o' you ha'e tint a frien’ ; 

In Eiglity-eigbt, ye ken, Avas ta’on, 

What ye’ll ne’er lia’e to gie again. 

Observe the very nowt an’ sheep. 

How dowf and dowie now they creep ; 
Nay, even the yirth itacP does cry. 

For embro’ wells are grutten dry. 
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O Eighty-nine, then's hut a balm. 

An’ no owre auld, 1 hope, to leam! 

Thou beardless boy, I pray tak’ care, 

Thou now has got tliy daddy’s cliair, 

Nao liaad-cuird, mizl’d, hap-bliackl’d Regent, 
But, like himser a full free agent. 

Bo sure ye follow out the plan 
Mae waur than he did, honest man ! 

As muckle better as you can. 

January 1 , 17811 - 


XCVIII. 

to tl^c tE^ootj^atj^c- 


t‘* I had intended/’ says Dums to Creech, 30th May, “to 
havi troubled you with a lung letter, but at present the delightful 
tensations of an omnipotent tooth-ache so engrosses all uiy inner 
ainn, as to put it out of my poiver even to write nonsense " Tl»e 
poetic Addrebstu the Toothache seems to belong to this period.] 

My curse upon thy venom’d stang, 

Tliat shoots iny tortur’d gums along ; 

And thro’ my lugs gics mony a twang, 

Wi* knawiiig vengoanco : 
Tearing my nor\’es wi’ bitter pang, 

Like racking euginos ! 

M lien fevers burn, or ague freezes, 

Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes ; 

Our iiuighboui’s’ sympatliy may ease us, 

Wi’ pitying moan ; 

But thee — tliou hell o’ a’ diseases, 

Ay modes our groan ! 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle ! 

I kick the wee stools o’er the mickle. 

As round the fire the giglets keclde. 

To see me loup; 

While, raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were in their doup. 

O’ a’ the num’rous human dools, 

III har’sts, daft bargains, cutty-stools, 

Or wortliy friends rak’d i* the mools, 

Sad sight to see ! 

The tricks o’ knaves, or fash o’ fools, — 
lliou hears’ t the gree. 

W^hcre’er that place be priests ca’ hell, 
Whence a* the tones o’ mis’ry yell. 

And ranked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu’ raw, 

Thou, Tooth-ache, surely bear’st the bell 
Amang them a’ ! 


O thou grim mischief-making chic!, 

That gars the notes of discord squeei, 

’Till daft mankind aft dfiuce a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick ! — 
Gic a’ the facs o’ Scotland's weal 

A towmond’s Tooth-achot 


xerx. 

<rhc 

cached to the me mo {| y of 

or AUCHENCllUIVE- 

[I'ltcoriginnf this harsh cffii/ion shows under ivhftt fccllniL^ niimi 
somcdincs wrute. He was, he says, on his way tu Ayrsbin-, ono 
stormy day in January, and had made himself cranfortablc, iribpi'^e of 
the snow-driit, over a smokint; bowl, at an inn at tiie Sanquhar, 
when lit wheeled the whole fiiiicieal tMgeantry of Mrs. Oswald. Hu 
WRi obliffed to mount hit horse, and ride for quarter:, to New Cum- 
nock, where, over a {(ood fire, he^x^nned, in his very utiKallant indigo 
natiuu, the Ode tu the lady’s memory. He lived to think better of 
the name.] 

Dwelleh in yon dungeon dark, 

JTaugman of creation, mark! 

Who in widow-weeds appears, 

Laden with uiihonoured years. 

Noosing with care a bursting pureo, 

Baited with many a deadly curse ? 

STROPHE. 

View the wither’d beldam’s face — 

Can thy keen inspection trace 

Aught of Humanity's sweet melting grace ? 

Note tliat eye, ’tis rheum o’ei llows. 

Pity’s flood there never rose. 

Sec these hands, ne’er stretch’d to save. 
Hands that took — but never gave. 

Kef'per of Mammon's iron chest, 

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest 
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest ! 

ARTISTROrUE. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 

(Awhile forbear, ye tort’ring fiends ;) 

Seest thou whose step, unwilling hither bends f 
No fallen angel, hurl’d from upper skies ; 

*Tis thy trusty quondam mate. 

Doom’d to shore thy fiery fate. 

She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 


And are they of no more avail. 

Ten thousand glitt’ring pounds a-yoar 
In other words, can Mammon fail. 
Omnipotent os he Is here ? 
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Of bitter mock’ry of the pompous bier, 

AV^bilc down the wretched vital part is driv’n ! 
The cav^lodg’d beggar, with a conscience clear, 
Kxpires in rags, uuluiown, and goes to Heaven. 


C. 

FRAGMENT INSCRIBED 

®o l&iglit ?^on. &. 3. dFoi. 


f 1 1 was late in life before Burns began to think very highly of Fo* t 
Ik; had hitherto spoken of him rather as a rattler of diee, and a fre- 
•iniiiterof soft company, than as a statesman. As his hopes from the 
'J'lines vanished, he bi^n to think of the Whigs : the first did iio< 
tliiog. and the latter Iteld out hopes ; and as hope, he said, was tlie 
coiduil of the human lieart, he continued toho)K‘on.] 

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ; 
Ilow virtue and vice blend their black and their 
white ; 

Ihiw genius, th’ illustrious father of fiction, 
(/onfounds rule and law, reconciles contradic- 
tion — 

1 sing : if these mortals, the critics, should bufr 
tic, 

1 care not, not I — let the critics go whistle 1 

r>iit now for a patron, whose name and w'hose 
glory 

At once may illustrate and honour iny story. 

'I’lioii first of our orators, first of our wits ; 

Yet whose parts and acquirements seem nuire 
lucky hits ; 

With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so 
strong, 

No man with tJie half of ’em e’er went far 
wrong ; 

With passions so potent, and fancies so bright. 
No man with the half of 'em e’er wont quite 
right 

A soiTv, poor misbegut son of tlio muses, 

I’or using thy name offers fifty excuses. 

Good L — d, what is man ? for os simple ho 
looks, 

f'o but try to develope his hooks and his 
crooks ; 

With his depths and his shallows, his good and 
his evil, 

All ill all he’s a problem must puzzle the devlL 

On his one ruling passion sir Fopc hugely la- 
bom’s, 

I’liat, like th’ old Hebrew walking-switch, eats 
up its neighbours ; ^ 

Mankind are his show-box — a friend, woidd you 
know him ? 

J*ull the string*, ruling passion the picture will 
shew^ 


Wliat pity, in rearing so heanteoiis a systemy 
One trifling particular, truth, should have miss’d 
him; 

For spite of his fine theoretic positions, 

Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qualities each to its tribe, 

And think human nature they truly describe ; 
Have you found this, or t’other ? there’s more 
in the wind, 

As by one drunken fellow his comrades you’ll 
find. 

But snch is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, 
In the make of that wonderful creature call’d 
man, 

,No two virtues, whatever relation they daim. 
Nor even two different shades of the same. 
Though like as was ever twin brother to bro- 
ther, 

^ Possessing the one shall imply you’ve tho other. 

But truce with abstraction, and truce with a 
muse, 

Whose rhymes you’ll perhaps, Sir, ne’er deign 
to peruse : 

Will you leSve your justings, your jars, and 
your quarrels, 

Contending with Billy for proud-nodding laurels. 
Mymuch-honor’d Patron, believe yourpoor poet. 
Your courage mnch more than your prudence 
you show it. 

In vain with Squire Billy, for laurels you struggle. 
He’ll have them by fair trade, if not, he will 
smuggle; 

Not cabinets even of kings would conceal ’em, 
He’d up the back-stairs, and by G — he would 
steal ’em. 

Then feats like Squire Billy’s you ne’er con 
achieve ’em ; 

It is not, outdo him, the task iB,out-thievehim 


Cl. 

ON SEEING 

^ foounbeb ?l?arc 

LIMP BY ME, 

WHICH A FELLOW- HAD JUST 8110T« 

r Till* Poem Is founded on fact. A roungr man of the name of 
The tson told me — quite luiconscious of the existence of the Poem 
—till while Uiirni lived at EUisland->he shot at and hurt a hare, 
w hid) In the twi%ht was feefling ou his father's wheat breard. I'he 
poci .. observing the hare come bleeding past him, ** was In great 
wiatii,” said I'homson, ** and cursed me, and said little hliideivd 
him f(om throwing me into the Nith; and he was able enough to do 
it, though I was both young and strong.** The boor of Nlthside did 
not use the hare worse than the aitical Dr. Gregory, of Edinburgh, 
used the Poem : when llunis read his lemarka he said, » Gregory is 
a good man, but he crucifies me !”] 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb’rous art. 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ; 

May never pity soothe thee with a sigh. 

Nor over pleasure glad thy cruel li6ai’t : 
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Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field ! 

The bitter little that of life remains: 

No more the thickening brakes and verdant 
plains 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted 
rest. 

No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 

The sheltering rushes whistUiig o'er thy 
head. 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait 

The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn ; 

I’ll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hap- 
less fate. 


CII. 

^0 i3t. 13laclilocl» 

iir aksweh to a better. 


[This blind acholar, though an indifferent Poet, was an excellent 
and generous man: he was foremost of the Edinburgh literati 
to admire the Poems of Burns, promote their fame, and adsdse tliat the 
author, instead of shipping himself for Jamaica, should come to 
JBdlnbuigh and publish a nctv edition. Tlieiioet reverenced the name 
of Thomas Hlacklock to the last hour of his lifcu -Henry Mackenzie, 
the Earl of Glencairn, and the Blind Baid were his thr^ favourites.] 

JSllisland, 21. v/ OcL 1709. 
Wow, but your letter made me vauiitic ! 

And are ye bale, and weel, and caiitie ? 

I kenn'd it still your wee hit jauntie. 

Wad bring ye to : 

Lord send you ay as wool’s I want yt*, 

And then yc’U do. 

The ill-thief blaw the Ileron south ! 

And never drink be near bis drouth ! 

Tie tald mysel by word o' moutb, 

He’d tak my letter : 

I lippen'd to the cliiel in trouth, 

And bade nae better. 

But aiblins honest master Heron, 

Had at the time some dainty fair one, 

To ware his theologic care on, 

^ And holy study ; 

And tir’d o* sauls to waste liis lear on, 

E’en tried the body. 

But what d’ye think, my trusty fier, 

I’m turn'd a gauger— Peace he here I 
Parnassian queans, I fear, I fear. 

Yell now disdain me! 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me« 


Ye glaiket, gleesomc, dainty damies, 

Who, by Castalia’s wimplin' streamies, 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies. 

Ye ken, ye ken, 

Tliat Strang necessity siqireme is 

'Mang sons o’ men. 

I liae a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They maun hae brose and brats o’ duddies ; 
Ye ken yoursels my heart right proud is — 

1 need na vaunt. 

But I’ll sned besoms — thraw saugh woodies, 
Before they want. 

Lord help me thro’ this warld o’ care ! 

I’m weary sick o’t lato and air ! 

Not hut I hae a richer sliare 

Thau mony ithers ; 

But why should ae man better fare, 

And a’ men britlicrs ? 

Come, firm Besolvc, take thou the van. 
Thou stalk o’ carl-hemp in man I 
And let us mind, faint-heart ne’er wan 
A lady fair i 

Wha does the utmost that ho can. 

Will whyles do mair. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 

(I'ni scant o' verse, and scant o' time,') 

To make a hapi>y fire-side clime 

To weans and wife. 
That’s the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life. 

ISfy compliments to sister Bcckio ; 

And eke tlie same to lioiiest Lucky, 

I Wilt she is a dainty cliiickic, 

As e’er tread clay ; 

And gratefully, my guid siuld cockio, 

I’m yours for ay. 

lioBERT Hu an 3, 


CHI. 

i3eUa. 

AN ODE. 

[These verses were first prlutedintheStarnewspaiier, in May, 1789- 
It is Mild that one day a friend read to the poet 8r>mc verses from tlta 
Star,roiniwsedon the pattern of Pope’s Song, by aPersetnof Qiutlity • 
** Tliesc lines arc Iwyond you," hea<lded : ** the muse of Kyle camn* 
match the muse of London.’* Burns mused a moment, and then 
recited Delia, an Ode."! 

Fair the face of orient day, 

Fair the tints of op’ning rose, 

But fairer still my Delia dawns, 

Hore lovely fur her beauty Mows. 
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Swoot tlic lark’s wild-warbled lay, 

I, Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 

Hut, Delia, more delightful stiU 
Steal thine accents on mine ear. 

Tlie flower-enamoured busy boo 
1’ho rosy banquet loves to sip ; 

Sweet the streamlet’s limpid lapse 
"Jo the sun-brown’d Arab’s lij) ; — 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 
|,ot me, no vagrant insect, rove ! 

(;, hri me ^al one liquid kiss ! 

I'or, oh 1 iny soul is i>archod with love. 


CTV. 

^0 Sobn i^ViiWurbo, 

I John M'Mimlo, F!sq., one of tlic chamberlains of the Duke of 
Oucciisbcrry, livtsl at iJiunilamiff: he Uiis a hi^rh-nunded, uanu- 
'icarrcu 'nani mid much the fiieiid of the iioct. Tlicse lines acoompa- 
(iKsl a present ot hiKiks • others uere added srwm afaTWurds on a jianc 
cl ylass in Dnmilaiirift castle. 

“ IMestbe M'Murdo to his latest day! 

No ctivuiiis cloud o'criiuit his tu eiiiiiK ray ; 

No wriiiklelurrowed by the handot care. 

Nore\ cr sorrow add one silver hair ! 

O may iios<in the father’s liononr stain, 

Nor iver daughter give the iiiutlicr |iam." 

I low fully the poet’s u ishes were fulfilled need not be told cnany 
uiivatquaiiiud with thclamily.] 

O, coui.D I give thoo India's wealth 
As 1 this trifle send 1 
Jiecaiise thy joy in both would be 
To share them with a friend. 

But golden sands did never grace 
'I'hc I leliconiun stream ; 

’J’heii take what gold could never Imy — 

An iioiicst Bard’s esteem. 


cv, 

iPtoIogtie, 

SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES, 

1 JAN. 1700. 

r rrologue was written In December, 171H, for Mr. Sutherland, 

'' ho recited it with applause in the little tlieatre of Dumfries, on 
lieu -year’s night. Sir Ilanis Nicolas, howetcr, has given to 
'h&lund the Iwiiefit of a theatre I and to Uunis the whole barony of 
l-alb\vinton for a farm !J 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 
I’hat queen’s it o’er our taste — the more’s the 
pity : 


Tho’, by-the-by, abroad why will you roam ? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home : 
But not for jianegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new year ! 

Old Father Time deputes mo here before ye. 

Not for to preacli, but tell his simple story ; 

The sago grave ancient cough’d, and bade me 
say. 

You’re one year older this important day.” 

If wiser, too— he hinted some suggestion. 

But ’twould be rude, you know, to ask tho ques- 
tion ; 

And with a would-he roguish leer and wink. 

He bade me on yon press this one word — 
« think I” 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flushed with hope 
and spirit, 

Who think to storm tlie world by dint of merit. 
To you tlie dotard luus a deal to say, 

111 liis sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ; 

Ho bids you mind, .'iniidyour thoughtless rattle. 
That the first blow is ever half tho battle : 

That tlio’ some by the skirt may try to snatch 
him. 

Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 
That whethi*r doing, suffering, or forbearing, 
You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, tho’ not least in love, yo youthful fair, 
Angelic forms, liigh Heaven’s peculiar care ! 

To you old Bald-pate smooths his w’rinlded 
brow. 

And humbly begs you’ll mind tho important 

NOW ! 

To crown your happiness he asks your leave, 
And ofiers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tho’ haply weaJe endeavours, 

' With grateful pride we own your many favours ; 
And howsoe’er our tongues may ill reveal it. 
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 


cvt. 

Scots* iPvolope, 

FOR MR. Sutherland’s benefit night, 

DVMKRIK 8 . 


[Burns did not bhine in Prcloguest be produced some vigorous 
lines, but they did not cente in harmony from his tongue, like the 
■ongs in which lu- recorded the loveliness of tlie dames of Caledonia. 
Sutherland was manager of the theatre, and a writer of rhvniea 
—Burns said lus players were a very decent set : he bad seen them an 
evening or two.J 

What needs this din about the town o’ Lon'on, 
How this new play an’ that new sang is 
coinin’ ? 
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Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted ? 
Does nonsense mend like whiskey, when im- 
ported ? 

Is there nae poet, hurRinj? keen for fame, 

Will try to gie us songs and plays at hamc ? 

For comedy abroad he need nae toil, 

A fool and knave are plants of every soil ; 

Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Greece 
To gather matter for a serious jnece ; 

There’s themes enough in Caledonian story, 
Would show the tragic muse in a* her glory. — 

Is there no daring bard will rise', and tell 
IIow glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fell ? 
Where are the muses fled that could produce 
A drama worthy o’ the name o’ Bruce ; ^ 

How here, even hero, he first unsheath’d the 
sword, 

’Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord, 
And after mony a bloody* deathless doing, 
Wrench’d his dear country from the jaws of 
ruin ? 

O for a Sliakspoaro or an Otway scene, 

To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen ! 
Vain all th’ omnipotence of female churins 
’Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion’s 
arms. 

She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman, 

To glut the vengeance of a rival woman ; 

A woman — tho’ the phrase may seem uncivil— 
As able and as cruel as the Devil ! 

One Douglas lives in Home’s immortal pag(^ 
But Douglases %vere heroes every age : 

And tho’ your fathers, prodigal of life, 

A Douglas followed to the martial strife. 
Perhaps if bowls row right, and right succeeds, 
Yo yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 

As ye hae generous done, if a’ the land 
Would take the muses’ servants by tiic hand ; 
Not only hear, but patronize, befriend them, 
And where ye justly can conimimd, commend 
them ; 

And aiblins when they winna stand the test, 
W^ink hard and say the folks liae done their 
best ! 

Would a’ the land do this, then I’ll be caution 
Ye’ll soon hae poets o* the Scottish nation, 

Will gar fame blaw until ber trumpet cnick. 
And warsle time, an' lay him on his back ! 

For us and for our stage should ony spier, 

\V base aught thae chiels maks a’ this bustle 
here !” 

My best leg foremost, I’ll set up my brow. 

We have the honour to belong to you ! 

We’re your ain bairns, e’en guide us as ye like, 
But like good mithers, shore hi-fore )e strike. — 
And gi'atefu’ still 1 hope ye'll ever find us, 

For a’ the patronage and inciitle kindness 
We’ve got frae a’ professions, sots and ranks: 
God help us ! we’re but poor — ye’ sc get but 
thanks. 


evil. 

SKETCH. 

TO HRS. DUNLOP. 

[This is a picture of the Dunlop family: it was printcvl fmm n 
hasty sketch, which the poet called extcn>|M)rc. The major whom it 
mem ions, was (ieruinl Andrew Dunlop, who tlu-d in Uache) 

I Dunlop was aftcrw;irds iiiarriid to llohort Obuitrow, Ms|. Ann* 
thcrot the Duiilops served with dislinclion in India, whcie he msc 
to the rank ol (.eneraL They were a gallant race, and all disrin- 
guiahccLJ 

Tins day, Time winds th’ cxhaiisted rhain, 
To run the twelvemonth’s length again : 

I see the old, bald-patcd fellow. 

With ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 

Adjust tho unimpair’d machine, 

To wheel the ecpial, dull roiitiiu*. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 

In vain assail him with their prayer ; 

Deaf as my lVit‘iul, he sees them pri‘&.s. 

Nor makes the hour one moment les.s. 

Will yon (the Major’s with the hounds, 

The happy tenants share his reuiids ; 

Coila's fair Rachel’s care to-day. 

And blooming Keith’s engaged with Gray) 
From housewife cares a minute borrow — 

— 'i'hat gi’andcliild's cap will do to-morrow - 
And join with me a moralizing, 

Tlii.s day’s proi»itioiis to he uise in. 

First, what did yesternight deliv(‘r ? 

** Another year is gone for ever.” 

And what is tliis day’s strong siiggC‘Stion ^ 
“’J'ho ])assiTjg inonuTit's all we jest on !” 
Rest on — for v.hat ? Avhat do we lu‘re ? 

Or ^\liy regard the passing year ? 

Will time, amus'd with provevl/d loi-e, 

Add to our date one minute more ? 

A few da^s may — a few ji'uis must — 

! Repose us in the silent dust. 

1 Then is it wise to damp our l.li.s.s ? 
j Yes— all such reasonings are amihs ! 

I ’J’lie voice of nature loudly cries, 

! And many a message from the skit s, 
j That sometliing in us never dies : * 

I That on this frail, uncertain state, 

Hang TTUittcrs of eternal weight: 

’j'hat future life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone; 

Whether as heavenly glory hiight, 

Or dark as misery’s woeful niglit. — 

Since then, my honor'd, first of Iriends, 

Oil this poor being all di'pends, 
liCt us th’ important now employ. 

And live as those who never die. — 

’riio’ yon, with days and honours crovii'd, 
Witness that filial circle round, 

(A sight, life’s sorrows to repulse, 

A sight, pale envy to convulse,) 

Otlicrs now claim your chief regard ; 
Youistdf, yon wait yonr bright n'ward. 
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CVIII. 

^0 a (i&enticmnn 

WHO HAD 

SENT HI»1 A NEWSPAPER, AND OFFERED TO 
CONTINUE IT FREE OP EXPENSE. 


rriifsc snu’Hstic lines contain a too true jiietureof the tiinei li 
u liieu tlicj were \\ nrten. 'l'hou#th f;iTat ehaiiRes have token place ii 
( ell It ami comp, }et Aubtria. Husmo, and I’nisaia k(<ep the tack o 
' 'dy says a nonl of TJcntiiark : ciunsoulateil Italy is sril 
.•iii^nifir: o|X>raHiil»- are still lUiu-inf? ; Imt C'liathnni Will, nlaik 
t'harhe, DaiUlio Uurke, Hojal Gcoikc, anil Gciirdie Wales have all 
(MSM'd to their account.] 


Kind Sir, I've* road your paiicr tlirougli, 

And, faith, to ino ’twiis roally new ! 

How guessed ye, Sir, what inaisi I wan tod ? 
This luoiiy a day I’ve gi'aiii'd and gaiiiitod. 

To Icon w'liat Krenoh misohiof was browin’; 

Or what the druinlie Ihitoh Avi*re doin’ ; 

That vile donp-skeljior, Eiuporor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose off; 

Or lunv the colliesliangie works 
Atwoen tlie Kussians and the Turks ; 

Or if the Swede, before lie halt, 

AVould play anitlier Charles the Twalt: 

H Denmark, any body spak o’t; 

Or Poland, wlia had notv the faek oT; 

IJow eiil-throut JVussiaii blades >veri‘ liingin’t 
How lihliet Italy was hingin’; 
jr Sjianiard, I'ortngnese, or Swiss 
AV ei e saA in* or takin’ aught amiss : 

Or hew our merry lads at hanie, 
lu Hri tain’s court kept up the game ; 

How royal George, tlie Lord leak o’er him ! 
AV.is managing St. Stephen’s (jiiorniii ; 
ll'sleokit Chath.'un Will w'as livin’; 

Or glaikit Chailie got his iii<'V(' in ; 

How daddie Jhirkethe jilea was cookin’, 

11 ‘Waneii llasling.s’ neck was yenkin ; 

How eesves, stents, and ftM>s wa ro rax'd 
Or if haie a — s yet were tax’d ; 

'I'lic* news o’ princes, dukes, and (‘arK, 

Pim]m, shiivjiers, bawds, and ojieragiiK; 

If that daft huckie, Gcordie Wales, 

Was threshin still at hiz/ies’ tails; 

Or if ho was grown oughtlins douscr, 

A ml no a. jierfeet kintra eoosor. — 

A’ tiiis and inair I inner heard of; 

And but for you 1 might de.spair’d of. 

^o, ^ititefu', hack your news I send yon. 

And jnay, a’ giiid things may attend you ! 

Eflisland, Monday momintj^ 


cix. 

SLlarm:' 

A SATIRE. 

[first version.] 

[The history of this Poem Is curious. M *GiU, one of the ministm 
of Ayr, long susiax ted of entertaining heterodox opinions cimccm.ng 
oHginal sin and tlie 'I'rinity, puiilisiird ** A Ptoctical Essay on the 
Death of .lesub Glitist," ivhu h,in tiic opinion of the more ugid por- 
tion of Ins brethren, inclined both to Arianistn and Socinianisin. 
This Essay was denounced as heicuctil, by a minister ol the name of 
•blcs, in a sennon prcaehfd November oth, 17^8. and all the west 
ntry was m a dame. The subject was bnniglit before the Si nod, 
1 was w arinly debated till M‘(iiliex]iressed hisn.>giet lorthedisiiiiiec 
had occasioned, explained away or apologued foi the challeiigcd 
■ussages in his Essay, and declared his ailherciice to die standard doo 
trines of his niodier Lliurth. liurns was pres ailed upon to bring his 
satire CO the aid ol M‘Gil1, but he appears ti have done to with n- 
luctaiicc.] 

O « T uoDox, jorthodox, 

Wha believe in John Knox, 

Let ino .sound an akarin to your conscience: 
Tliere’s a heretic, blast 
Has been blawnin the wast, 

That what is no sense must be nonsense. 

Dr. Mac,® Dr. IMac, 

You should sirc*tch on a rack. 

To strike evil doers wi’ terror ; 

To join faith and sense 
Upon ony preU'iice, 

1.S h^.wetie, damnable error. 

Towm of Ayr, town of Ayr, 

It w as mad I declare, 

To meddle wi* ini.schieJ'a-brewing ; 

J’rovost John-’ is still deaf 
I’o the cliuivli’s relief, 

And orator IJob'^ is its ruin. 

D'rymjde mild,® D'rymplo mild, 

Tlio’ your licurt’s lilvt* a child, 

And your life like the new driven snaw. 

Yet that winna save yc, 

Auld Satan must liave ye. 

For preaching that tJiree’s aiie an* t wa- 
ll umhle John/ Rumble John, 

^Muunt Hie steps wi’ a groan, 

Cry llie hook is wi' lieresy cramm'd ; 

'J'heii lug out your ladle, 

Deal liiimstoiie like adlc, 

And roar every note of tho damn’d. 

SimjKT James, ^ Simper James, 

Leave tho fair Killic dames. 

There’s a. liolier chiise in your view ; 
ril lay on your head, 

'riiat the pack ye’ll soon lead 
For puppies like you there’s but few. 

I 'I'liis imi’in ivrt’. ' 

M'C.ilis Kssfi’ . 

■* IH. .NOCiiU. 

* iii. Dalniiiblu- 


r the pubiicaium of Dr 

4 Hubert Alk«n 

5 Mr. APKliiiriir. 
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Singet Sawney,* Singet Sawney, 
Are ye herding the penny, 
Unconscious what evil await ? 

Wi* a jump, yell, and howl, 

Alarm every soul. 

For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

Paddy Auld,® Daddy Auld, 

There’s a tod in the fauld, 

A tod mcikle waur tlian the clerk ; 

Though ye can do little skaith. 

Ye’ll be in at the death. 

And gif ye canna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Bluster,® Davie Bluster, 

If for a saint yo do muster. 

The corps is no nice of recruits ; 

Yet to worth lot’s he just, 

Iloyal blood ye might boast. 

If the ass was the king of the brutes. 

.Tarny Goose,* Janiy Goose, 

Ye ha’e made but tooin roose. 

In hunting the wicked lieutenant ; 

But the Doctor’s your mark, 

For the L — d‘s haly ark ; 
lie has cooper’d and cawd a wrang pin in’t. 


Muirland Jock,* Mnirland Jock, 
When the L — d makes a rock 
To cru^ Common Sense for her sin^ 

If ill manners were wit. 

There’s no mortal so fit 
To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will,* Holy Will, 

There was wit i’ your skull. 
When ye pilfer’d the alms o* tlie poor ; 
The timmer is scant, 

When ye’re ta’en for a saint, 
Wha should swing in a rape for an .h/U*r. 

Calvin’s sons, Calvin’s sons. 

Seize your spir’tual guns, 
Ammunition you never can need ; 

Your hearts are the stuif, 

Will ho powther enough, 

And your skulls arc storehouses o’ load 

Foot Burns, Foot Burns, 

Wi’ your priest-skelpiiig turns. 
Why desert ye your auld native shire ? 
Your muse is a gipsie, 

E'en tho’ she were tipsic, 

She could ca’ us nae waur than wc are. 


Poet Willie,® Poet M’illie, 

Gic tho 1 lector a volley, 

Wi’ your liberty’s chain and your wit ; 

O’er Pegasus’ side 
Ye ne’er laid astride, 

Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sh — t. 

Andro Gouk,® Andro Gouk, 

Ye may slander the book, 

And the book not tlie waur, let me tell yo ; 

Ye arc rich, and look big. 

But lay by liat and wig, 

And ye’ll ha’e a calf’s head o* snia’ value, 

Barr Steonie,’ Barr Steeiiie, 

What mean yc, what mean ye ? 

If ye’ll meddle nae inair wi’ the matter. 

Ye may ha’e some pretence 
To bavins and sense, 

Wi’ people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine side,® Irvine side, 

Wi’ your turkey-cock pride. 

Of manhood but sma* is your share, 

Ye’ve tlm figure, ’tis true. 

Even your faes will allow. 

And your friends they dare grant you nae mair. 


^ Mr. Moodie, of l{iccanoTi. * Mr. Auld, of Mftuclillne. 

'* Mr. Giant, of Ochiltree. * Mr. Young, of Cumnoclr, 

0 Mr. Peebles, Ayr. Dr. Andrew Mitchell, cfMonkton. 

T Mr. Stephen Young, ofUaiT. 8 Mr. George Smith, of GaJston. 


cx. 

iSli rh’0 ^ lavm. 

A 11 ALL AD. 
(second VEKSIOK.] 


iThib viTbion is from thi i>apcrsof Miss Logiinof Afic'ii. Tlu’ 
of the TiHin i3 Uims ruliirid to (iriiliAin of I’iiitry f»y the i (»< l liini'-tlf * 
“ Though 1 lUie jim lift', c imue o* ilio sck-nti I and Cm w 

nniit liif whub slionc so ionspKuous in Loid Gidikc (Jindnn, iMid 
the I\ ilnmrnoirk w cavers, yet 1 think you must have heard {if Dr 
AI'GllUont of the clergymen of Ajr, and Ins hereticnl IkkiL, Gud lieli* 

of ihe 

ablest of the whole pnesrlnxid of rhcKiik of Scotland, m « vij y senM'of 
that ambiguous tenn, yit tlic ixxir iloctor and his iiunxious family 
are in inunmetit danger of being thtf.wn one (!)th Dcti-iiiber, J/ii'd 
to the mercy of the winter wind.s. The cncloscil ballad on that bu- 
siness, is, 1 an iffss, too local: but I laughed uiysell at sonic rontLiui 
in it, though 1 am convinced in my conscience tbeie arc a good many 
heavy stanzas in it too.” The hirk’i Alarm was first printed by 
Stewart, in IWH . ('roniek calls it, ** A silly satire, on simic w or thy 
mlnioters of tlie gosiicl, in Ayrsliire.^1 


Orthodox, orthodox, 

Who believe in John Knox, 

Let me sound an alann to your coubcioiice-- 
Thcre’s a heretic blast. 

Has been blawn i’ the wast. 

That wdiat is not sense must be nonsense. 

Orthodox, 

That what is not sense must be iioriscnso. 


i Mr. John Shephen), Muirkirk. 

S Holy VVillic, alias WUIia-n Fishci, Elder in Mat c}ilit.e. 
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Doctor Mac, Doctor Mac, 

Ye should stretch on a rack. 
And strike oril doers wi' terror; 

To join faith and sense, 

Upon any pretence, 

Was heretic damnable error. 

Doctor Mac, 

W’as heretic damnable error. 


Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, 

1 1 was rash I declare, 

To meddle wi’ mischief a-brewinir ; 
Provost John is still deaf 
To the church’s relief, 
y\iid orator Dob is its ruin, 

Town of Ayr, 

And orator Bob is its ruin. 


D’rymplemild, D’rymplc mild, 
Tho’ your heart’s like a child, 

And ^ our life like tho new driven siiaw, 
Yet that winna save ye, 

Old Satan must have ye 
^''nr preacliiiig that three’s ane an’ twa, 

D’rymjdi} mild, 

I'm preaching that three’s ane an’ twa. 


Calvin’s sons, Calvin’s sons, 

Stnze your sjiiritiial guns, 
Aniinuuition ye never can need; 

Your hearts are the stiitf, 

Will he powder enough, 

And your skulls are a storehoufie of lent!, 
Calvin’s sous, 

And your skulls are a storehouse of lead. 


Rumble John, Riimiile .lobn, 
INfount the steps with a gioan, 

Cry the book is with heresy eramm’d; 
Then lug out your ladle, 

Deal brimstone like aidle, 

And roar eveiy note o’ tho damn’d, 

Rumble John, 

And roar every note o’ the damn’d. 


Simper James, Simper James, 
Leave tho fair Killio dames, 
'I’heie’s a holier cliaso in your view; 

J’ll lay on your head. 

That the pack ye’ll soon lead, 

I'or puppies like you there’s but few, 

Simper Jjimcs, 

1 cr puppies like you there’s hut few. 


Singet Sawnie, Singet Sawnie, 
Are ye herding the penny. 
Unconscious what danger awaits ? 

With a jump, yell, and howl, 
Alarm every soul, 

For Ilauuibal’s just at your gates, 

Singet Sawnie, 

For Hannibal’s just at your gates. 


Andrew Gowk, Andrew Gowlc, 

Ye may slander the book, 

And the book nought thewaur — let me tell you 
Tho’ ye’re rich and look big. 

Yet lay by hat and wig, 

And ye’ll hao a calfs-hoad o’ sma’ value, 
Andrew Gowk, 

And ye’ll hae a calf's-hcad o’ sma’ value. 


Poet Willie, Poet Willie, 

Gie the doctor a volley, 

Wi’ your “ liberty’s e.hain” and your wit; 
O’er Pegasus’ side. 

Ye ne'er laid u stride 
YY* only blood by ulieiiliesli — , 

Poet Willie, 

Ye only stood by when he sh— , 


Barr Steenie, Barr Stoeni(‘, 
What mean yc? what mean yc? 
If yc’ll meddle nao muir wi’ the matter 
Yo may liai; some in etenco man. 
To bavins and sense man, 

Wi’ people that kem you nae better, 
BaiT Steenie, 

Wi’ iJ( 30 plo that ken you nao bettei-. 


Jamie Goose, Jamie Goose, 

Yc hae made hut toom roose^ 

O’ hunting the wicked lieutenant ; 

But the doctor’s your mark, 

P’or the h — d’sholy ark, 
lie has cooper’d and ca’d a wrong pin iii’t, 
Jamie Goose, 

lie has cooper’d and ca’d a wi-ong inn in’t. 


Davie Bluster, Davie Bluster 
For a sauut if ye muster, 

It’s a sign they’re no nice o’ recruits. 
Yet to worth let’s bo just, 
Roytil blood yc might boast. 

If tho ass were the king o’ the brutes, 

' Davie Bluster, 
If the ass were the king o’ the brutes. 
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Muirland George, Muirland George, 
Whom the Lord made a scourge, 

To claw common sense for her sins ; 

If ill manners were wit, 

There’s no mortal so fit, 

To confound the poor doctor at anco, 

Muii'laud George, 

To confound the poor doctor at aiicc. 


Gcssnocksidc, Cessnockside, 

Wi’ your turkey-cock jiride, 

O’ manhood but sma’ is your share ; 
Ye’ve the figure, it’s true, 

Even our facs iiiaun allow, 

And your friends daurna say ye hao mail-, 
Cessnockside, 

And your friends daurna say ye hue inair. 


Daddie Auld, Daddie Auld, 
There’s a tod i’ the fuuld 
A tod meikle Avaur than the dork ; ' 
Tho’ ye downa do skaith, 

Ye’ll be in at the d(*ath, 

And if yo canna bite ye can l>ark, 

D.iddie Auld, 

And if ye canna bite ye con hark. 


Poet Burns, Poet Burns, 

Wi’ your priest-skelping turns, 
Why desert ye your auld native shire? 
Tho’ your Muse is a gipsy. 

Yet were she even tipsy, 
he could ca’ us nao Avaur tlian we arc. 
Poet Burns, 

ke could ca’ us nae waur than we arc. 


Afton’s Laird, Afton's Laird, 
Wlien your pen can be spar’d, 

A copy o’ tliis I befpioath. 

On the same sicker score 
I incnlionod before, 

To tliat trusty auld worthy Clacklcitli, 

Afton’s Laird, 

To that trusty old worthy Clackleitli. 


* C^vin HaatUMi. 


CXI. 

[These ha«ity versesare to be found in a letter ad<lreswd to N'ro 
the Hi^h School of Edinburgh by the pra't, him an ai-coiii 

the unUxikcil-ror death of his mare, Pcr Nicholson, the success* 
Jenny Geddes. She had suffered both in the employ of the joyous p 
and the tnouRhtless poet. She acquired her name from that tra 
viragi^vvlio attempted to murder Geoi^ tlie Third.] 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay marc 
As ever ti'odc on aim ; 

But noAV she’s floating down tho Nith,. 

And past tho mouth o’ Cairn. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And rode thro’ thick and tliiii ; 

Blit now slic's floating down the Nith, 

And wanting even the skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And mice she bore a piicst ; 

But now slie’s floating down the Nith, 

For Solway fish a feast. 

Peg Nicholson Avas a good bay mare, 

And the jiriest be rode her sail* ; 

And much oppressed and bruised she was ; 
As priest-rid cattle ai'e, A:c. &c. 


cxn. 


Captain ?l?cubcv&on, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT TOIl 
HIS JJONOUnS IMMEDIATEJ.A' FROM 
AI.M1GHTA' GOD. 

'* Should the jioor he fluti crnl 

bH AKSrKAUK. 

But now his radiant r 'ursc is run, 

For Mattlicw’s cuiitsc was hrisht ; 

Hismul Wi(S like the glorious sun. 

A matchless hcav’nly b^ht ! 


[Captain Matthew Ilrnderson, a gentleman of wry aRrccahle 
manners and great propriety of character, usually lived iii Edin- 
burgh. dined constantly at Fortune’s Tavern, and was a mem- 
t/er of the CapiUaire Club, which was composerl of all who de- 
sired to be thouglit witty nr joyous: he died in Burns, 

In a note Ui the I'ocm, says, “ I loved the man much, ami ha\ e not 
Mattered his memory .* Henderson seems indcea to have been uni- 
versally liked. In our travelling party,” says Sir James Campbell, 
of Ardkinglass, was Matthew llendcrEtm, then <i75f0 and after- 
ss'ards'nrll knoum and much eateemed in the town of Edinburgh ; 
at that time an offievr in the twciuy-iifth regiment of foot, and like 
myself, on his way to join the army ; and 1 may say with truth, chat 
in the course of a long lilc 1 have never known a more estimable 
character, than Matthew J-lenderGon.” Memoira qf Campbett» <tf 
ArikinHkat^ p^ J7.j 

O Death ! ilioii tyrant fell and bloody ! 

The incikle doA'il wi’ a woodio 
Haurl theehame to his black siniddie, 

O’er hurchooii hides, 

And like stock-fish come o’er his studdic 
’Wi’ tliy auld sides ! 
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lie's gone ! he’s gano ! he’s frae us torn, 

1'he ae best fellow e’er was born ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature’s sel’ shall mouni 
By wood and wild. 
Whore, haidy, pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exil’d ! 

Ye hills ! near neebors o’ the starns, 

Tliat proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 

Ye clitts, the haunts of sailing yearns, 

Where echo s1unibers4 
^Cflipe join, ye Nature’s sturdiest balms. 

My w’ailing numbers ! 

l^Tourn, ilka grove the cushat kci\s I 
Ye haz’lly shaws and briery dens ! 

Ye burnies, wiinplin’ down your gleus, 

Wi’ toddliii din, 

Oi' foaming strung, wi’ hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin ! 

Mourn, little harebells o’er the lea ; 

\c stately foxgloves fair to see ; 

^■e woodbines, hanging boniiilie, 

In scented bow’rs ; 

Y e roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o’ flow’rs. 

At dawn, -when ev’iy grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at its head, 

At ev’n, when beans tlieir fragrance shed, 

1’ til’ rustling gale, 

Yc inaukius whiddin thro’ the glade, 

Come join my wail. 

IMourn, yc w'ce songsters o’ the wood ; 

Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ; 

Ye curlews calling thro’ a chid; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
^n’ mourn ye ■whirring i>aitrick brood I — 
lie's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ; 

Ye fisher herons, watching cels : 

Ye duck and drake, wi’ airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 

Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Hair for Ids sake. 

1^1 ourn, clam’ring craiks at close o’ day, 
’Mang fields o’ flowering clover gay; 

And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell thae far warlds, w'ha lies in clay, 

Wham wc deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow’r, 

Jn some auld tree, or eldritch tow’r, 

"What time the moon, wi* silent glowr, 

Sets up her horn. 

Wail tbro* the dreaiy nddiiight hour 

’Till waukrifo morn ! 


O, rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 

Oft have yc heard my canty strains: 

But now, what else for me remains 
But tales of woe ? 

And frae iny een the drapping rains 
Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year ! 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kc*i) a tear : 

Thou, simmer, while each corny spear 
Slioots u}) its I lead. 

Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear 

For him that’s dead ! 

Thon, autumn, wi’ tliy yellow hair. 

In gi-ief thy sallow mantle tear : 

TJioii, winter, Jmrling thro’ the air 

TJie roaring blast, 

Wide o’er the naked world declare 

Tlie worth we’ve lost ! 

Mourn him, thou sun, groat source of light 
^lourn, empress of the sileut iiiglit ! 

And you, ye twinkling stamles bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 

For through your orbs he’s ta’en his fliglit, 
Ne’er to return. 

O, Henderson 1 the man — the brother ! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever? 

And hast thou crost that unknown river. 

Life’s dreary hound ? 
lake thee, whore shall 1 find aiiother. 

The world aiound ? 

Go to your sculptui’d tombs, ye gi-eat. 

In a’ the tinsel trash o’ state ! 

But by thy honest turf I’ll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ao best fellow’s fate 
F’er lay in earth. 


iEpitnpI). 

Stop, passenger! — my stoiy’s brief. 
And truth 1 shall relate, man ; 

I tell nae common tale o’ grief — 

For Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast, 

Yet spum’d at fortune’s door, man, 

A look of pity hither cast — 

For l^latthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodger art, 

That possest by this grave, man. 

There moulders here a gallant heart— 
For Matthew was a brave man. 



94 


THE POETICAL WORR.S 


If thou on men, their works and ways, 
Oaust throw uncommon li^ht, man. 
Here lies wha weel had won thy praise — 
For Matthew was a brig^lit man. 

If thou at friendship’s sacred ca’ 

Wad life itself resign, man, 

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa* — 
f^or Matthew was a kind man ! 

If thou art staunch without a stain, 

Like the unchanging blue, man. 

Tins was a kinsman o* tliy ain — 

For Alatthew was a true man. 

If tlioii hast wit, and fun, and fire, 

And ne’er gnid wine did fear, man, 
This was thy billie, dam, and sire — 

J^’or Alatthew was a queer man. 

If oiiy whiggisli wliingin sot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man, 
3May dool and sorrow be his lot I 
For Matthew was a rare man. 


CXIII. 

iffihe ©arlfn*!* 

A SCOTS BALI. AH. 

Tunc — Chevy Chase. 


LThis is a local and a political Poem, composed oa the contest be- 
tween Miller, the youn/ter, of Daliwiiiton, and Johnstone, of West- 
eihall, for the representation of the Dumfries and Calloway distriit of 
|{nnni($hs. Each town or boroufch speaks and acts in character: 
Maftcy ttcrsnnatcs Dumfries ; Marjory, Lochinabcn ; Hess of Solway* 
suit’. Annan; Whiskey Jean, Kirkcudbright; and Black Joan, San- 
quhar. On the tiartnf Miller, all the Whig interest of the Duke of 
Queensherry was exerted, and all the Tory Interest on the side of 
the Johnstone: the poet's heart was with the latter. Annan and 
J.ochmal>en stood staunch by old names and old affertlons: after 
a contest, bitterer than anything of the kind remembered, the Whig 
interest prevailed.] 


There were five carlins in the south 
They fell upon a scheme. 

To send a lad to London town, 

To bring them tidings home. 

Not only bring tlicm tidings hame, 
But do their errands there ; 

And aiblins gowd and honour baitli 
Might be that laddie’s sliare. 


There was Maggy by the banks o’ Nith^ 
A dame wi’ pride eneugh; 

And Marjory o’ the mony lochs, 

A carlin auld and teugh. 

And blinkin’ Bess of Annondalc, 

That dwelt near Solway-side : 

And whiskey Jean, that took her gill 
In Giillowuy sae wide. 

And black Joan, frae Crighton-peel, 

O’ gipsy kith mi’ kin ; — 

Five wighter uiirlins were iia found 
The soutii couutric within. 

To send a lad to London town, 

T’Jioy met ux)on a day ; 

And mony a kniglit, and mony a lainl. 
This errand fain wad gae. 

O mony a knight, and mony a laird, 
This errand fain wad gae ; 

But nae ane could their fancy please, 

O ne’er a ane but twae. 

The first ane was a belted knight. 

Bred of a border baud; 

And ho wad gae to London town, 

Might nae man him wdtlibtand 

And he wad do their errands wee!. 

And ineiltle ho wad say; 

And ilka ane about the court 
W ad bid to him gude-day. 

The iieist cam in a sodger youtlj. 

And spak wi’ modest grat:e. 

And he wad gae to London town, 

If sae their pleasure was. 

lie wad na liocht them courtly gifts. 

Nor mcikle 8X>cceli pretend ; 

But he wad hccht an hoTiest heart, 

"NVad ne’er desert his friend. 

Tlien wliam to cliuse, and wham ixifuse. 
At strife tliir carlins fell ; 

For some had gentlefolks to {deasc, 

And some wad please themsel. 

Then out spak mim-mou’d Meg o’ Nith, 
And she spak up wi’ pride. 

And she wad send the sodger youth, 
Whatever might betide. 

P’or the auld gudeman o* London court 
She didiia care a x>in ; 

But she wad send the sodger youth 
To greet his eldest son. 
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Then slow raise Marjory o* the Lochs 
And wrinkled was her brow ; 

Her ancient weed was russet gray, 

Her auld Scofs heart was true. 

“ Tlie TiOndon court set light by me — 

I set os light by them ; 

And I will send the sodgor lad 
To show that court the same.’’ 

llienup sprang Bess of Annandalo 
An d swore a deadly aith, 

Says, “ I will scud the border-knight 
Spite o' you caiTms baith. 

“ For far-off fowls hae feathers fair, 

And fools o' change are fain ; 

Hut I hae try’d this border-knight, 

J’ll try him yet again.” 

Then whiskey .lean spak o'er lier drink, 

“ Ye weel ken, kiminers a’, 

'J'lie auld giidcirian o' Londt)n court, 

Jlis back’s been at the wa’. 

“ And mony a friend that kiss'd his canii, 

Is now a fremit wight ; 

Hut it’s ne’er be sae wi’ whiskey Jean, — 
We’ll send the border-knight.” 

Siys black Joan o’ Crighton-peel 
A carlin stoor and grim,— 

“ 'File auld gudeman, or the young gudeman, 
For me may sink or swim. 

“ For fools will prate o’ right and wTang, 
AVhile knaves laiigii in their sh^nt' ; 

But wha blaws best the horn shall w in. 

I’ll speir nae courtier's leave.” 

So how this mighty plea may end 
1’here’s naebody can tell : 

God grant the king, and illca man. 

May look weel to hiinsel’ ! 


eXTV. 

®!)e hg tjc ?3anlLi$ o’ Kttli* 


fTliisshort wm first pubHsihptl liv Rolicrt 1 'liamhcrs. It inti- 
mates pictty stroiiKlyi him- much the jioct disappmved ol the ciiiuigc 
which came over the I)ukc of Queenslicrry’ii opinions, tUien lie sup. 
ported the rinht of the I’rinre of Wales to assurac Uie government, 
Without consent of Parliament, during the king’s alamtiiig illncsr 


I’ltK laddies by the banks o' Nith, 

Wad trust his Grace wi’ a’, .famie, ^ 
^«t he’ll sair them, as he sair’d the King, 
Turn tail and rin awa*, Jamie. 


Up and waur them a', Jamie, 

Up and waur them a’ ; 

The Johnstones hae the guidin’ o’t, 

Ye turncoat Whigs awa'. 

The day he studo his country's friend. 
Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie: 

Or frae puir man a blessin' wan, 

That day the Duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 

But wha is he, his country’s boast ? 
lake him there is na twa, .lamie ; 

There’s no acallaiit tents the kye, 

But kens o* Westerha’, Jamie. 

To end the "wark liore’s Whistlohirk,' 
Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie ; 

And Maxwell true o’ sterling blue : 
And wc’ll be Joliiistoucs a’, Janiic. 


cxv. 

EPISTLE 

OF F I N T a Y : 

ON TJir. CLOSE OF TJIE BlsrUTED ELECTION 
BETWEEN SIR JAMES .TOIINSTONE 
ANI> CAPTAIN MILLER, FOR THE nUMFRIE.S 
HisTRiCT or BORorroiis. 


I" I am t/)olittU’fi man,” will Um ns, in ilii* note to Fintry, which ac'- 
conipauKd this P.ici-i, w ha\ cany politiial atKu hment . 1 am deeply 
indchutl to, and liawtheiianncst vcnemtiori fur iiidivulualB of lioth 
I p-iTtics r hut a man who has it m his jiowcr ro be the fatiierof a coun- 
' trv, anil who acts like his Orace ot (.lULtiislierry, is a character that 
onJ cannot speak of vi tth |)Hticiicc.” Tins Epistle u as first pnntcdin 
mv edition of Burns in 18 M : 1 had the use of the Macniurdo and the 
} Afton manuscripts loi tnat purpose: to both families thepoet wa. 
1 much iiiilcbtcd tor many ai uof unirtcsy and kindness 


Fintrt, my stay in w’orldly strife, 

Friend o' my muse, friend o’ my life. 

Are ye as idle’s I am ? 

Come then, wi’ imcoiith, kintra fli‘g. 

O’er regitous I’ll fling my leg, 

And ye shull see me try him. 

I’ll sing the zeal Drumlanrig beai-s, 

Al'ho left the ftll-important cares 

Of princes and their darlings ; 
And, bent on winning borough towns, 

Conic shaking hands wi’ wabster lowns. 

And kissing barefit carlins. 

1 Uiikwhiatlai aCWUway Ulrd, Mid eltctur 
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CombuBtioii ihro’ our boroughs rode 
Wbistliug his roaring |»ack abroad 

Of mad immu 2 szled lions ; 

As Queensberry buff and blue unfurled, 

And Westerha’ and Hopeton hurled 

To every Whig defiance. 

But caulious Queensberry left the war, 

Th’ unmanner’d dust might soil his stai*; 

Besides, he hated bleeding : 

But left behind him heroes bright, 

Heroes in Csesareau fight^ 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 

O ! for a throat like huge Mons-meg, 

To muster o^er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Brumlanrig*s banner ; 
Heroes and heroines commix, 

All in the field of politics. 

To win immortal honour. 

M'Murdo* and his lovely spouse, 

(Th’ enamour'd laurels kiss her brows !) 

Led on the loves and graces : 

She won each gaping burgess’ heart. 

While he, all-conquering, play’d his part 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarroch* led a light-aim’d corps, 

Tropes, metaphors and figures pour, 

like Hecla streaming thunder : 
Glcnriddel,* skill'd in rusty coins. 

Blew up each Tory’s dark designs, 

And har’d the treason under. 

In either wing two champions fought, 
Ilcdoubted Stuig* who set at nought 

The wildest savage Toi-y : 

And Welsh,* who ne’er yet flinch’d his ground. 
High- wav’d liis inagnum-bonum round 
With Cyclopeian fury. 

Hiller brought uj> th’ artillery ranks, 

The niany-ijoiindcrs of the B^ks, 

Jlesistless desolation ! 

Wliile Maxwclton, that baron bold, 

’Mid Law’son’s® jjort entrench’d his hold. 

And tJireatcn’d worse damnation. 

To these what Tory hosts oppos’d, 

With these wliat Tory wairiors clos’d. 
Surpasses my descriving : 
Squadrons extended long and large, 

W'itli furious speed rush to the charge, 

Like raging devils driving. 

What verse can sing, what prose narrate, 

The butcher deeds of bloody fate 

Amid this mighty tulzie ! 

Grim Horror gim’d — pale Teiror roar’d, 

As Murther at bis tUrapple shor’d. 

And hell mix’d in the brulzie. 


< John M*Murdo, Ksq., of DrumUnilg. 

» KeTKunon of Crai^rmch. » Kiddd FrlanCaiW. 

* Provott SoilK of Dutnfrlea, « Shcriflf W elslu 

• A iviiw-mercharit in Duinfriea. 


As higlilond craigs by thunder cleft, % 
When lightnings fire the stormy lif^ 

Hurl down with crashing rattle 
As flames among a hundred woods ; 

As lieadlong foam a liundred floods. 

Such is the rage of battle ! 

The stubborn Tories dare to die ; 

As soon the rooted oaks would fly 

Before th’ approaching fellers : 
The Whigs come on like Ocean’s roar. 

When all his wintry billows pour 

Against the Buchan BuUers. 

Lo, from the shades of Death’s deep night. 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight. 

And think on former daiing : 
The muffled murtlierer' of Charles 
The Magna Churta flag unfurls, 

All deadly gules it’s bearing. 

Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fame, 

Bold Scrimgeour* follows gallant Graham,^ 
Auld Covenanters shiver. 
(Forgive, forgive, much wTong’d !Montrose I 
Now death and hell engulph thy foes. 

Thou liv’st on high for ever t) 

Still o’er the field the combat burns, 

The Tories, Whigs, give way by turns; 

But fate the w'ord has spoken r 
For woman’s wit and strcnglli o’ man, 

Alas I ciin do but what they can ! 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

O that my cen were flowing buiais, 

My voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cuhs’ undoing I 
That I might gi’oct, that 1 might cry, 

While Tories fall, while Tories fly. 

And furious Whigs pursuing ! 

WTiat Whig but melts for good Sir James? 
Dear to his country by the names 

Friend, patron, benefactor I 
Not Pultcncy’s wealth can Pultenoy save ! 
And Hopeton falls, the generous brave ! 

And Stewart^ bold as Hector. 

Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow ; 

And Tliurlow growl a curse of w'oe ; 

And Melville melt in wailing 1 
ITow^ Fox and Sheridan rejoice ! 

And Burke shall sing, O Prince, arise, 

Thy power is ail prevailing I 

For your poor friend, the Bard, afar 
He only hears and sees the urar, 

A cool spectator purely ; 

So, when tlie storm the forest rends, 

The robin in the hedge descends, 

And sober chirps securely. 

> TlieexerutloncrofChAricif. wMimuihcd. 

» Scviinseour, l/uidDuvdjBe. somhiwi. Marqufoor tlflueroM 
< StewMt ot f hiVUk. 
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CXVL 

OK 

H^aptain 

PBREGRINATIONS THROUGH SCOTLAND, 

COLLECTINO THK 

ANTIQUITIES OF THAT klMGDOM. 


[T>ili " Ane« fatt fodgd wlfflit** was a clever man. a skilful anei- 
quaiy. and fond of wic and wine. He was well acquainted with he. 
raldiy. and was conversant with the wcriiiotis and the armour of his 
own and other countries. He found iiis way to Trial's l.'arse. in tlie 
Vale of Nithf and there* at the sticial ** board of Glennddel*'* for 
the first time saw Bums. The Enf'lishtnan heard. It is said, with 
wonder* the sarcastic sallies and eloquent hunts of ttic inspired 
Scot* who* in his turn, surveyed with wonder tlie remarkable 
corpulence* and listened with pleasure to the indc|iendent acnlituents 
and humorous tunisof couversadon in the joyous Knglishinan. This 
Poem was the fruit of the intendew* and it is said that Grose re> 
panled some passages as ratiier personal.] 

IIean, Land o’ Cukes, and britlior Scots, 

Frae Maidenkirk to Joliiiiiy Groat’s ; 

If there’s a hole in a’ your coats, 

I redo you tent it: 

A cliiel’s amanjr you taking notes, 

And, faith, he’ll prent it E 

If in your hounds yc chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 

O’ stature short, hut genius bright, 

That's he, mark ^eel — 

And wow ! he has an unco slight 

O’ caiik au(l kccL 

By some auld, lioulct-haiiiited biggin, 

Or kirk deserted by its riggin. 

It’s ten to one ye’U find him snug in 
Some eldritch })art, 

Wi’ dells, they say, L — d safe’s, colleaguin’ 

At some black art. 

Ilk gUaist that liaunts auld ha’ or chanier, 

Yc gipsey-gang that deal in glamor, 

And you deep read in hell's black grainniar, 
Warlocks and witclies ; 

Ye’ll qualie at Ids conjuring hammer, 

Ye midnight b es ! 

It’s tauld he was a sodger bred, 

And ane wad rather fa’n than fled ; 

But now he’s quat the spurtle-blade, 

And dog-skin wallet, 

And ta’en the — Antiquarian trade, 

1 think they call it. 

He has a fouth o’ auld nick-nackjRs i 
Kusty aim caps and jinglin jackets, 
ad hand the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont guid ; 

And parritch-pats, and auld saut-baokets, 

Afore the flood. 


Of Eve’s first fire he has a cinder ; 

Auld Tubalcain’s fire-shool and fender ; 

That which distinguished the gender 
O' Bsdaam’s ass ; 

A broom-stick o’ the witch o' Endor, 
Weel shod wi’ brass. 

Forbye, he'll shape you aff, fu' gleg, 

The cut of Adam’s philibeg : 

The knife that nicket Abel’s craig 

He’ll prove you iWly, 

It was a faulding jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail gully. — 

But ivad ye see him in his glee, 

For meiklc glee, and fun has he, 

Then set him down, and twa or three 
Guid follows wi' him ; 

And port, O port I shine thou a wee, 

And then ye’ll sec him ! 

Now, by the pow'rs o* verse and prose ! 

Thon art a dainty chid, O Grose ! — 

Whae’er o' thee shall ill siq^pose, 

Tlioy sair misca’ thee ; 

I'd take the rascal by the nose. 

Wad say, Sliame fa’ thee. 


CXVII. 

WRITTEN IN A WRAPPER^ 

K.Vf 1.081 vn 

^ Hctter to Cuaptafn CSrosie. 

[B'lrns wrote out some antiriuiirian and Icf^cnaary meiitoraiida. 
TCtpectingrertain ruins in Kyle, and enclose tl them inasheetof papet 
to Cardoniiel, a northern antiquarv. As his mind teenu-d will) (mv 
ctry, he conld not* as he aiten>anls mild, let the opiiortunlty pass of 
sending a rhyming enquiry alter his tat liiend* and i'ardonnol 
spread the condoling enquiry over the North— 

■* Is he slain hyHighlan’ bodies f 
And eaten like a wcchcr-haggis ?’’{ 

Ken ye ought o’ Captain Grose ? 

Igo and ago. 

If he’s among his friends or foes ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he south or is he north ? 

Igo and ago. 

Or drowned in the river Forth ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he dain by Highlan" bodies ? 

Igo and ago. 

And eaten like a wether-haggis ? 

Iram, coram, T 
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to AbtoitoVi lKMMmi gane f 
’ ' Igo and Bgo^ ^ 

<>!P luMidm Sarah by the wame ? 

Iranij coram, dage. 

Vniere’er he be, the Lord be near him ! 

Igo and ago, 

Ah for the dell, he daur na steer him ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 

But please transmit the enclosed letter, 
Igo and ago, 

'Which 'will oblige your humble debtor, 
Irani, coram, dago. 

So may ye hae auld stanes in store, 

Igo and ago, 

The very stanes that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye get in glad possession, 

Igo and ago, 

The coins o* Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 


CXVITI 

®nm o’ ,S!)anter, 


** OTbrownylf aiid of bogiUi full is thlslmbei'' 

rSAWIN DOUOLAB. 

r This Is a Wcst-oountty legend, embellished by genius. No nths 
Poem in our languiige displsys such VArlety of power, in the 
nil inber of lines. It was written as an inducement to Close to ad- 
mit Alloway-Kirk into his tvork on the Antiquities of Scotland ; and 
written with such ecstacy, that the poet shed teanin the moments of 
cuinposition. The walk in which it was conceived, on thehraMOf El- 
lisland. Is held in remembrance in the vale, and pointed out to po^ 
cnquiTOrs ; while the scene where the Poem Is laUU-the tmnnbling 
ruins— ^e plarc where the chapman perished In the snow— the trae 
on which the iKior mother of Mungo endeil her aorrows — the eaim 
where the murdered child was found by the hunten— and the old 
bridgpover which Mim^le bore her astonished master when all htil 
was in pursuit, are first-rate objects of inspection and enquiry in 
the •• Land of Bums.” •* In the Inimitable tale of Tam o’ Shanter,” 
says Scott. •• Bunts has left us sulHcient etidenoe of his abillw to 
combine the ludicrous with the awful, and even the horrible. No 
poet, with the exception of Shakspearc, ever passcssed the poire- of 
exciting the most varied and discordant emotions with such rapid 
tiantitions.”] 

When chapman billies leave the street, 

And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, 

As market-days are wearing late. 

An* folk beg^n to tak* the gate ; 

■While we sit bousing at tiie najipy. 

An’ gettin fou and unco happy, 

W e think na on the lemg Scots miles, 

The mosses waters, and stiles, 
lie be^een ns and our hame;, 

.'’Wlkeee sits onr sulky sttlSen dame, 


This truth fand honest Tam o’ Shanter, 

As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 

(Auld Ayr, whom ne’er a town surpasses, 

For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

O Tam ! hadst thou but 1]^n sae wise. 

As ta’en thy ain wife Kate’s advice I 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 

A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November till October, 

Ae morkct-day thou wasna sober ; 

That ilka melder, wi* the miller, 

Thou sat os lang as thou had siller ; 

That ev’ry naig was ca’d a shoe on. 

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 

That at the Lord’s house, ev’n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi’ Kirton Jean till Monday. 

She prophesy’d, that late or soon. 

Thou would be found deep drown’d in Doon; 
Or catch’d wi’ warlocks iii the mirk, 

By AUoway’s auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet. 

To think how many counsels sweet. 

How mony lengthen’d sage advices. 

The husband frae the wile despises ! 

But to our tale: — Ae market night, 

Tom had got planted unco right ; 

Fast by an ingle bleezing finely, 

Wi’ reaming swats, that drank divinely « 

And at his elbow, Sou ter .lohnny. 

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 

Tain lo’ed him like a vera britlier; 
lliey had been fou’ for weeks thegither ! 

The night drave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter ; 
And ay the ale was growing better : 

The landlady and Tam grew gracious; 

Wi’ favours secret, sweet, and precious ; 

The Souter tauld his queerest stories ; 

The landlord’s laugh was ready chorus 
The storm without might rair and rustle — 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Carc^ mad to see a man sae happy. 

E’en drown'd himself among the nappy i 
As bees flee hame wi* lades o’ treasure^ 

The minutes wing’d their way wi’ pleasure t 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O’er a’ the ills o’ life -victorious. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread, 

You seize the flow’r, its bloom is shed; 

Or like the snow falls in the river, 

A moment white — then melts for ever ; 

Or like the borealis race, 

Tliat flit ere you can point their place ; 

Or like the rainbow’s lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. 

Nae man cau^sther time or tide ; 

The hour approaches Tam moon ride; 

* VARIATION. 

TiM'iRidMt vdiU 

ttoadililUA Ktoraifiieahi jok 
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That hour, o* night's black arch the key-stane, 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in ; 

And sic a night lie taks the road in 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as *twad blawn its last; 

The rattling show'rs rose on the blast ; 

The sjjeedy gleams the darkness swallow’d ; 
Loud, deep, luid laiig the thunder bellow’d : 
Tliat night, a child might imdcrstand, 

The de'ii had business on his liand. 


Wool mounted on his grey mare, Meg, 

A better never lifted leg, 

Tam skelpit on thro’ dub and mire. 

Despising wind, and rain, and fire ; 

Whilos holding fast his guid blue bonnot ; 
Whiles crooning o’er some auld Scots sdriuet ; 
Wliiles glow’ring round wi’ prudent cares, 
Lest bogles catch him unawares ; 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 

Wharfe gliaistsaud houlets nightly cry. — 

By this time he was cross the ford, 

Wliare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And post the hirks and moikle stane. 

Where drunken Charlie brak’s neck-bane ; 
And thro* tbo wliins, and by the cairn. 

Where hunters iand the murder’d bairn ; 

And near the tliorii, nboon the well, 

Where Mungo’s mither liang’d hcrsel. 

Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 

The doubling storm roiu’s thro’ the woods; 
'J'lie lightnings flash from pole to pole; 

Near and more near the thunders roll ; 
B'hen, glimmering thro’ the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seenn’d in a bloeze; 

'J'lii o’ ilka bore tlie beams were glancing; 
And loud resounded mirth and dimcing. 

Inspiring bold John Bai-leycorn ! 

What dangers tlioii canst make us scorn ! 

Wi’ tippenny, we fear nae evil; 

Wi’ usquabae we’ll face the devil ! — 

The swats sae ro.am’d in Tammie’s noddle, 
J<’air play, he car’d nae deils a boddle. 

But Maggie stood right sair astonish’d, 

’Till, by the heel and hand admonisli’d, 

She ventur’d forward on the light; 

And wow! Tam saw an unco sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance; 

Nae cotillion brent new froe France, 

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
But life and mettle in their heels : 

A winnock-biinkcr in the east, 
lliore sat auld Nick, in shape o* beast ; 

A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 

To gie them music was his charge ; 

He screw’d the pipes and gart them skii*!, 
Till roof and roisters a’ did dirl. — 

Coffins stood round, like open presses ; 

That sliaw’d the dead in Uieir lost dresses ; 
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And by some devilish cantrip slight 
Fach in its cauld hand held a light’~ 

By which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 

Twa span-hiiig, wee imehristen’d bairns ; 

A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 

Wi’ his last gasp his gab did gape; 

Five tomahawks, wi* bliiid red-rusted; 

Five scimitars, wi’ murder crusted ; 

A garter, which a babe had strangled ; 

A knife, a father’s throat had mangled. 

Whom his ain son o’ life ber<‘ft, 

The gi*ay liairs yet stack to the heft 
Wi’ mair o’ horrible and awfu’, 

Which ev’n to name wad be unlawfu’. 

As Tammio glowr’d, amaz’d, and curious, 

The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : 

The i)ipcr loud and louder blew ; 

The dancers quick and quicker dew ; 

They red’d, they set, they cross’d, they clceki». 
’Till ilka carlin swat and rcckit, 

And coost her duddics to the wark. 

And linket at it in her sark 1 


Now Tam, O Tam ! had thae been queans 
A’ plump and strapping, in their teens ; 
Their sarks instead o’ creeshie flannen, 

Been snaw-wiiite seventeen hiinder linen 
Thir breeks o’ mine, liiy only pair, 

That ance were plush, o’ guid blue Lair 
I wad hae gi’en them off my Imrdies, 

For ac blink o’ the bonnie burdies ! 

But wither’d beldams, auld and droll, 
Bigwoodic b.ags, wad spean a Ibal, 

Lowping an’ flinging on a cumin ock, 

I wonder didna turn tby stomudi. 

But Tam kenn’d what >vas what fu’ brawlie, 
There was ao winsome wench and walie, 
That night inlist<‘d in the core, 

(Lang after kenn’d on Carnck shore; 

For moiiy a beast to dead slie shot 
And perish’d mony a bonnie boat, 

And shook baitli meikle com and bear, 

And kept the country-side in fear). 

Her cutty sark, o’ Paisley ham. 

That while a lassie she had worn, 

111 longitude tho’ sorely scanty, 

It was her best, and she was vuuntie — 

Ah ! little kciin’d thy reverend grannie. 
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 

Wi’ twa pund Scots (*twas a* her riches), 
Wad ever gi-ac’d a dance of witches ! 


‘ VAUIATIOir. 

Three lawyoiT tonguee turned inildeont, 
Wi’ liee eeam’d like a beggar’e clout; 
And prieete’ heute rotten Uack b> muck* 
Lay icinking tile, in e\’ei;y nmk* 
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But here mj muse her wiog maun cour 
Sio flights are fax beyond her pow’r ; 

Ve sing how Nannie lap and flang, 

<A souple jade she was and strong,) 

And how Tam stood, like ano bewitch'd, 
And thought his very een enrich’d ; 

Even Satan glowr’d, and fidg’d fu’ fain. 
And botch’d and blew wi* might and main : 
’Till first ae caper, syne anithcr, 

Tam tint his reason a’ thegither. 

And roars out, “ Weel done, Cutty-sark !” 
And in an instant all was dark: 

And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 

When out the hellish legion sallied. 


As bees bizz out wi* angry fyke, 

When plundering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pussic's mortal foes. 

When, pop ! she starts before their nose ; 
As eager runs the market-crowd. 

When Catch the thief!” resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 

Wi’ mony an eldritch screech and hollow. 


Ah, Tam I Ah, Tam ! thou’ll get thy fairin’ ! 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin’ I 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy cornin’ ! 

Kate soon will bo a woefu’ woman ! 

Now do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 

And win the key-stane^ of the brig ; 

There at them thou thy tail may toss, 

A running stream they darena cross ! 

But ere the kcy-stane slie could make, 

The fient a tail she had to shako ! 

For Nannie, far before the rest, 

Hard upon noble Maggie prcst, 

And flew at Tam wi’ furious ottlo ; 

But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 

Ae spring brought off her master hale. 

But left behind her ain gray tail : 

Tlie carlin claught her by the rximp, 

And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 


Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read. 
Ilk man and mother's son, talce heed : 
Whene’er to drink you are inclin’d, 

Or cutty-sarks run in your mind, 

Think ! ye may buy the joys o’er dear — 
Ilemember Tam o’ Slianter's mare. 


1 It. l£ a well-knnwii fact that witclm, or any c\’ll apiiiu, haw 
tM poivtr to follow a poor wight any ftirther than the middle of 
the next running ttream. It may be proper likewiw to mention to 
the benighted traveUer. that when he ftllaln with hogfee, whatever 
danger theie may be in hie going forward* there it much more haz- 
sndin turning back. 


CXIX. 

of Idtfljcbub 

TO THR 

PRESIDENT OF THE HIGHLAND SOCIETY. 


rThis Poem made ite fint appearance, aa I waa aasured by niy 
friend the late Thomas Pringle, in the Scota Magazine, for Fehru> 
ary. 1818, and was printed fhun the original in the hand-writing of 
Bums. It waa headed thus, *' To the Uight Honourable the Earl 
of Breadalbyne, Prerident of the Right Honourable and Hon- 
ourable the Highland Society, whidi met on the SM of May last, 
at the Shakspeare, Coven t Garden, to concert ways and means to 
frustrate the designs of four hundred Highlanders, who, as the So- 
ciety were Informed by Mr. M , of A s, were so audacious as 

to attempt an escaiie from their lawful lairds and masters, whose 
property they were, by emigrating from the lands of Mr. Macdonald, 
of Glengarry to the tvilds of Canaxla, In search of that fantastic 
thing— Liberty." The Poem was cfuninuiiicated by Burns tu 
his friend Itankine of Adam Hill, in Ayrshire.] 


Long life, my Lord, an* hcaltli be yours, 
Unskaith’d by hunger’d Highkind boors ; 

Lord grant nae duddie desperate beggar, 

Wi’ dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger. 

May twin auld ScoUand o’ a life 
She likes — as lambkins lilce a knife. 

Faith, you and A s were right 

To keep the Highhind hounds in sight, 

I doubt na* ! they wad bid nae better 
Than let them anco out owre the water ; 

Then up amang the lakes and seas 

They’ll mak’ what rules and laws tliey please; 

Some daring Hancoke, or a Franklin’; 

May set their Highland bluid a ranklin’ ; 
Some Washington again may head them 
Or some ^Montgomery, fearless lead them. 

Till God knows what may be effected 
When by such licads and hearts directed — 
Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire 
May to Patrician rights aspire ! 

Nae sage North, now, nor eager Sackville, 

To w^atch and premier o’er the pack vile. 

An’ whare will ye get Howes and Clintons 
To bring them to a right repentance. 

To cowe the rebel generation. 

An’ save the honour o’ the nation ? 

They an’ be d d ! what right hae they 

To meat or sleep, or light o’ day ? 

Far less to riches, pow’r, or freedom. 

But what your lordship likes to gie them ? 

But hear, iny lord I Glengarry, hear ! 

Your hand's owre light on them, 1 fear; 

Your factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies, 

I conna’ say but they dogaylies ; 

They lay aside a’ tender mercies, 

An* tirl the hallions to the birses ; 

Yet while they’re only poind’t and herriet, 
They’ll keep their stubborn Highland spirit; 
But smash them ! crash them a* to spails 
An’ rot the dyvors i’ the jails ! 

The young dogs, swinge them to the labour ; 
Let wark an’ hunger mak* them sober ! 
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Tho hizzies, if they're aughtlins fawsont. 
Let then* in Dmry-lane be lesson'd ! 

An* if the wives an* dirty brats 
E’en thigger at your doors an* yetts 
ElafFan wi’ duds an* grey wi* beas', 
Frightin' awa your deucks an’ geese, 

Get out a horsewhip or a Jowler, 

The langest thong, the fiercest growler, 

An gar the tattered gypsies pack 
AVi’ a’ tlieir bastarts on their back ! 

Go on, my Lord 1 I long to meet you, 

An* in my house at hame to greet you ; 
"Wi* common lords ye shanna mingle. 

The benmost ncuk beside the ingle, 

At my riglit hau* assigned your seat 
'Tween Herod’s hip an Polycrate, — 

Or if you on your station tarrow. 

Between Aliuiigro and Pizarro, 

A seat, I’m sure ye’re weel desorvin’t ; 

An’ till ye come — ^Your humble servant, 

Beelzebub. 

June Isty Anno Mundi d7!10. 


cxx 

TO 

35o|)tt CflflloL 

fllunis, it appears, was, in one of Ins exvundons in le mat- 
ters likely Ut lU! detained at Wanltickhcadt the roads stcbli|)- 
|i(:i y with ICC, Ins mare k«p her feet with difficuU)'« and all e blatk- 
t'liiths ot tile village irere pre^ngaged. To Mr. Taylor, person 
fit iiiHuunce in the place, die poet, in despair, addnssed :his little 
I’nctu, lic^ging bis uiterfcrcnce : Taylor spoke to a smith ; smith 
dew to his tools, sharpened or frosted the shoes, 

t he hod ** never lieen well paid but < 
lat was by a ijoet, ivlio laiid him in monc}', iiaid Jiim in drink, and 
aid him in verse.”} 

With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo weary Hying, 

Through li-osty hills the journey lay, 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor slip-shod giddy Pegasus 
Was but a sorry walker ; 

To Vulcan then Apollo goes. 

To get a frosty calker. 

Obliging Vulcan fell to work, 

Threw by his coat and bonnet, 

And did Bol’s business in a crack; 

Sol paid him with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan’s sons of Wonlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster; 

My Pegasus is poorly shod — 

1*11 pay you like my master. 

Bobeut Burns. 

3 o'choky ([no date,) 


CXXI. 

Eamcnt 

or 

maby, queen of scots, 

ON THE APPROACH OF BPRIKa. 


fThe poet communicated this ** Lament^ to his friend, Or. Mooie, 
in February, 1791, but it was composed about thedoseof thepn- 
ceding year, at the request of Lady WiniOrcd Maxwdl Constable, 
of Tencagles, the last in direct daMent of the noUo and ancient 
house of Maxwell, uf Nithsdale, Bums expressed hinudf mon 
than commonly pleased with this oomposidon; nor was he unre- 
warded, for Lady Winifred gave him a valiuble snuff-box, with 
the purciait of the unfortunate Mary on the lid. The M still 
kct‘ps Its place in Terreagles, on which the queen slept as sha waa 
on hci way to take refuge with her cruel and treacherous cousin, naj- 
sabeth I and a letter fhim lier no less unfortoiiate grandson, Cborlci 
the First, calling the Maxwells to arm in hit cause, li preserved in 
the family arcluve&J 


Now Nature hangs her mantle green 
On every blooming tree, 

And spreads her sheets o* daisies wliite 
Out o'er the grassy lea ; 

Now Phoebus cheers tho crystal streams. 
And glads the azure skies ; 

But nought can glad the weary wight 
Tliat fast in durance lies. 


Now lav'rocks wake the merry mom. 
Aloft on dewy wing; 

The merle, in his noontide bow’r, 
Makes woodland echoes rmg ; 

The mavis wild wi' mony a note. 
Sings drowsy day to rest : 

In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi’ care nor thi’all opprest. 


Now blooms the lily by the banU, 
The primrose down the brae ; 

The hawthorn’s budding in the glen, 
And milk-white is the slae ; 

Tlie meanest hind in fair Scotland 
May rove their sweets among ; 
But 1, the Queen of a* Scotland 
l^lauu lie in prison Strang ! 


1 was the Queen o’ bonnie France, 
Where happy I hae been ; 

Fu* lightly rase 1 in the mom. 

As blythe lay down at e’en : 

And I’m the eov’reign o* Scotland, 
And inony a traitor there ; 

Yet here I lie in foreign bands 
And never-ending caro. 
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But as for thoe, thou false woman ! 

My mster and my fae, 

Grim vengeance yet sh^l whet a sword 
That thro’ thy soul sliall gac ! 

The weeping blood in woman’s breast 
Was never known to thee ; 

Nor th’ balm that draps on wounds of woe 
Frae woman’s pitying e’e. 


My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 
Upon thy fortune shine ; 

And may those ploasui’cs gild thy reign. 

That ne’er wad blink on mine ! 

God keep thee frae thy mother’s faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee ; 

And where thou meet’st tliy mother’s friend. 
Remember him for me ! 


O ! soon, to me, may summer-suns 
Nae inair light up the morn ! 

Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 
Wave o’er the yellow com ! 

And in the narrow house o’ death 
Let winter round me rave ; 

And the next flow’rs that deck the spring 
Bloom on my peaceful grave ! 


CXXII. 

[** A« tlie authentic prose history,” savs liurns, •* of the * Whistle’ 
Is curious. 1 shall here ffive it. In the train of Anne of Denmark, 
when she came to tx-otland uith our James the Sixth, there came 
over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic stature and great pmwcsv 
and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He had a little vliony whis- 
tle, which at the commericemeiit nf the orgies he laid on the tabic, 
and whoever was the last able to blow it, every body else tieing dis- 
abled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry off the whistle as a 
trophy of victory. The Dane jiroduccd credentials nf his tdccones, 
tvithout a single defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm, 
Moscow, Warsaw, and several of the petty courts in (lermany ; and 
challengwl the Scotch Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying his 
prowess, or else of acknmvlcdging their inferiority. After many 
overthrows on the part of the Scots, the Dane was encountered by 
Sir Bobert Lawne, of Maxwelton, ancestor of the present worthy 
baronet of that name; u ho, after three days and thm nights* hard 
contest, left the Scandinavian under the tabic, 

* And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill.’ 

*' Sir Walter, son to Sir Roliert tieforc mentioned, atterwards Inst 
the whistle to Walter Riddel, of Glenriddcl, who had married a sister 
of Sir Walter’s.— On Friday, the Kith of October, I 7 M), at Kriaris- 
Carse, the whistle was once more contended for, as relared in the bal- 
lad, by the present Sir Robert of Maxwelton ; Roliert Middcl, Ksq., of 
Glenriddel, Uneal descemlant and represeneati veof W alter Riddel, who 
won tlic whistle, and in whose family it had continued ; and Alexan- 
der Fergusaon, Esq., of Croigdorroch. likewise descended of the 
great Sir Robert ; which last gentleman earned off the hard-won ho- 
nours of the field.” 

The jovial contest took place in the dining-room of Friar’s-Carw, 
In thepmenceof the Bud, u ho drank bottle and bottleabout with 
them, and seemed quite disposed to take up the conqueror when the 
day dawned.] 

I SIKO of a wliistlc, a whistle of worth, 

I sing of a whistle, the jiride of the North, 


Was brought to the court of our good Scottish 
king. 

And long with this whistle all Scotland shall 
ring. 

Old Loda,' still rueing the arm of Flngal, 

The god of the bottle sends down from Ins 
haU— 

“This whistle’s your challenge — to Scotland 
got o’er, 

“ And drink thorn to hell. Sir ! or ne’er see 
me more !” 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell, 

What champions ventur’d, what cliampious fell ; 

The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 

And blew on his whistle his requiem shrill. 

Till Robert, the Lord of the Cairn and the 
Scaur, 

Unmatch’d at the bottle, unconqiier’d in war. 

He drank his poor godsliip us dec’p us the sea, 

No tide of the Baltic e’er drunker than he. 


Thus Robert, victorious, the tro]>hy has guiu'd ; 

Which now in his house has for ages reinainM ; 

Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood, 

The jovial contest aga.in have renew’d. 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of 
ilaw ; 

CraigdaiTOcli, so famous for wit, worth, and 
law ; 

And trusty Glenriddel, so skill’d in old coins; 

And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines. 

Craigdan-och began, with a tongue smooth as 
oil. 

Desiring Glenriddel to yield ii]) the spoil ; 

Or else he w’ould muster tlie heads ot the clan. 

And once more, in claret, try which was tlie 
man. 

“By the gods of the ancients!” Glenriddel re- 
plies, 

“ Before I surrender so glorious a prize. 

I’ll conjure the ghost ol'tho great RorioMorc,’' 

And bumper his horn with him twenty times 
o’er.” 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend, 

But he ne’er turn’d his back on his foe — or his 
fi’ieiid. 

Said, toss down the whistle, the prize of the 
field, 

And knee-deep in claret, he’d die, or he’d yield. 


^ SoeOsBian’fs Cariv-tbura. 

* 3x Juliiiwiit'b 'J'oui to f be Herndes 
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To llic Board of Glcnriddel our heroes repair. 

So noted for drowii.ng of sorrow and can* ; 

But for wino and for welcome not more known 
to fame 

Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely 
dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray, 

And tell future aj^es the feats of the day ; 

A bard who detested all sadness and spleen^ 

And wish’d that Parnassus a vineyard had 
been. 

Tlie dinner beinpr over the claret they ply, 

A nd cv’ry new cork is a new sprinf» of joy ; 

In the bands of old friendship and kindred so 
set, 

And the bands ^rew the tighter the more they 
were wet. 

(lay i>leasure ran riot as bumpers ran o’er ; 

Jh iglit Phoebus ne’er witness’d so joyous a core. 
And vow’d that to leave them ho wiis quite 
forlorn, 

Till Cynthia hinted he’d find them next morn. 

8ix bottles a-piece had well wove out the 
night, 

When gallant Sir llobert, to finish the fight, 
Turn’d o’er in one bump(’r a bottle of red. 

And swore ’twas the way that their ancestor 
did. 

Tlion worthy Glenriddol, so cautious and sage, 
No longer the wsiri'are, ungodly, would wage ; 

A high-ruling Klder to wallow in wine ! 
lie left the foul business to folks less divine. 

M’lu* gallant Sir Robei’t fought Iiard to the 
end ; 

J3\it who can with fate and quarl-huinpers con- 
tend ? 

Tliougli fate said — a hero shall i)erishin light; 
So up rose bright Phoebus — and down fell the 
kiiighi. 

Next lip rose our bard, like a prophet in 
drink : — ■ 

“ Ci-aigdarroch, thoiiTt soar when creation shall 
sink ; 

Put if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme. 
Come — one bottle more — and have at the sub- 
lime ! 

“Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with 
Pruce, 

Sliall heroes and patriots ever produce: 

thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 
Tlie field lliou liast won, by yon bright god of 
day?” 


CXXIIL 

ON 

MISS BURNET, 

OF MONBonno. 


[This beautiful and acrainplislied lady, the heavenly Iluniet, as 
Jams loveil t» call her, was daughter to the odd and the elegant, the 
‘lei er and tlic whimsical Lord Monboddo. •• In domestic ciri’iim- 
tanccs,” says Robert Chambers, *' MonlKKldu was particularly unini- 
.unatc; ll>s wife, a very Iwautiful woman, died in c)iild-bed. Ills son, 
a promising boy, in whose education lie took great delight, was 
ikcwise snatched from iiis affections by a premature dearli ; and 
his second daughter, in personal loveliness one of the first wn- 
uen of the age, was cut off by consumpdon, when only twenty-five 
'ears old.” Her name was Elizabeth, j 


Life ne’er exulted in so rich a prize 
As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Nor envious death so triumph’d in a blow, 

As tliat which laid th’ accomplish’d Burnet 
low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget ? 
In ricliest ore the brigiitest jewel set ! 

In thee, liigh Heaven above was truest shown, 
As by his noblest work the Godhead best is 
known. 

In vain ye flaunt in summer’s pride, ye groves ; 
1'hou ci'ystal streamlet with thy fiow(‘iy 
shore, 

Yc woodland choir that cliant your idle loves, 
Ye cease to charm — Eliza is no more! 

Ye heathy wastes, iinmix’d with reedy fens; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes 
stor’d ; 

Ye rugged eJifl’s, o’crlianging dreary glens, 

Tn you 1 fly, ye with my soul ac;cord. 

Princes, whose cumb’rous pride w’as all their 
worth, 

Sliall venal lays their pompous exit liail ? 

And thou, sweet excellence! forsake oiir earth, 
And not a muse in honest grief bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in youth and besmty’s 
pride, 

And virtue’s light, that beams beyond tliC 
spheres ; 

But like the sun eclips’d at morning tide. 

Thou left’st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The. parent’s heart that nestled fond in thee. 
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and 
care; 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ; 

So from it ravish’d^ leaves it bleak and bare 
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CXXIV. 

Eamcnt 

roR 

JAMES, EARL OF OLENCAIRN. 


I Burns lamented the death of this kind and accomplished nobl< 
man wltti melancholy sincerity : he moreos’er nauicii <*ntf of his sni 
for him : he went into mouminK when he heard of his drarh* and li 
•uiiK of his merits in a strain not destined soon to lose tlic place n 
has taken amonj; verses which record the names of the noble and thi 
Kenemus. He died January .K), ITiHt in the forty-second yesur 
of his age. James Cunningham was succeeded in his title by hi< 
brother, and with himexpir^, in 17d6f the last of aracc, whose nam 
is intimately connected with the History of Scotland, frait* the day 
of Malcolm Canmore.] 


The wind blow hollow frae the hills, 
hy fits the sun's departing beam 
LookM on the fading yellow woods 
1’hat wav’d o’or I jiigar’s winding strexm ; 
lleneatli a craggy steep, a bard, 

Laden witli years and ineikle pain, 

In loud lament bewail’d his lord, 

Whom death bad all untimedy ta’en. 


lie loan’d him to an ai^ent aik. 

Whose trunk was mouTd’ring down with years; 
Ills locks were bleached white with time. 

His hoary cheek was wet wi’ tears ; 

And as he touch’d his trembling harp, 

And as he tun’d his doleful sang. 

The winds, lamenting thro’ their caves. 

To echo bore the notes olang. 


“Ye scatter’d birds that faintly sing 
Therebques of the vernal quire I 
Ye woods that shed on a’ the winds 
The honours of the aged year I 
A few short mouths, and glad and gay, 
Again ye’ll charm the ear and e’e ; 
But nocht in all revolving time 
Can gladness bring again to me. 


“ 1 am abending aged tree, 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
But now h^ come a cruel blast, 

And my last hold of earth is gone: 

Nae leaf o’ mine shall greet the spring, 
Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 

But 1 maun lie before the storm, 

And ithers plant them in my room. 


“ I’ve seen soo mony chongefu’ years, 
On earth 1 am a stranger grown ; 

I wiindor in the ways of men. 

Alike unknowing and unknown : 
Unheard, unpitied, unrelieved, 

I bear alane my lade o’ care, 

For silent, low, on beds of dust, 

Lie a* tluit would my sorrows share. 


“ And last (the sum of a’ iny griefs ! ) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 

The how’r ainaiig our barons bold. 

Mis country’s pride! his country’s stay — 
In weary being now 1 pine, 

For a’ the life of life is dead, 

And hope has left my aged ken, 

On forward wing for ever lied. 


“ Awake thy last sad voice?, my harp ! 

The voice of woe and wild despair ; 
Awake! resound thy latest lay — 

Then sleep in silence cvermair ! 

And tliou, my last, best, only friend, 

Tliat hllest an untimely tomb, 

Accept this tribute from the I turd 
Though brought from fortune's mirkcbt gloo 


“ In poverty’s low banvn vak 

Thick mists, obscure, involv’d me round ; 
Though oft I turn'd the wistful i*ye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found ; 

Thou found’ Bt me, like the morning sun. 
That melts the fogs in limpid air, 

Tlie friendless bard and rustic song 
Became alike thy fostering care. 


“ O ! why has worth so short a date ? 

While villains ripen gray with time ; 
Must thou, the noble, gen’rous, great, 
Fall in hold manhood’s hardy prime I 
Why did I live to see that day ? 

A day to me so full of woe ! — 

O had I met the mortal shaft 
Wliich laid my benefactor low I 


“ The bridegroom may forget the bride. 
Was made his wedded wife yestreen 
The monarch may forget the crown 
That on his head an hour has been ; 
The mother may forget the child 
That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 
But I’ll remember tliee, Glencairn, 

And a’ that thou hast done for me 1” 
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CXXV. 

SBNT TO 

SIR JOHN WHITEFOOllD, BART., 

OF WHITEI'OOIID, 

, WITH THE FOREOOIKO POEM. 


fSir John Whitcfoord, a name of old scaiidintc in i'Vjrrsl 
heritud the love of hi» family f<»r literature, and Intcrcltcd 
early in the fame and fortunes of Burns. J 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever’st, 
Wlif), save thy mind’s reproach, nought earthly 
feur’st, 

To thee this votive offering I impart, 

The tearful tribute of a broken heart 
The friend thou valuedst, 1, the patron, lov’d ; 
llis worth, his honour, all the world approv’d. 
We’ll mourn till we too go as he has gone. 

And trcail the dreary path to%hat dark world 
unknown. 


exxvi. 

ADDRESS 

TO 

of tTf^om^on, 

OM CBOWKINO ins BUST AT EDBAM WITH BAITS. 


' Lord Buchan has the pleasure to Inviti' Mr. Bums to make nn< 
liv coninutidii of the liust of Thomson, on Kdnatn Hill, on tli 
cifStfpicmlier: ior which day perhaps his museinav iiisjiiiT ai 
suiU'd to the occRMon. Suppose Mr. Burns should, Imvm^ the 
h, go across the country, and meet thc'l'weedat the ncarc!.t point 
11 his farm, and, wandering along tlic pastoral hunks of 'I hom* 
s pure parent stream, catch inspiration in tlic devious ualk, UU 
i lids Lord Buchan sitting on the ruins of lii y Inirgh. The 
iiincndiiUir will git'c him a hearty weli-omo, and try to light t 
Ip At the pure flame of native genius, nixni tiic altui ot Cato 
II virtue.” Such was the inviution of the flarl of Huchaii 
111 rns. To rcquestftlip poet to lay down his sickle when hu. hai\ 

u«>s in Scotland, fur the purpose of linking at the fantAstic cot 
twin ot the had bust ot an excellent poet, was worthy of Lord 
Builian. 1'he poor hard made answer, that a week’s absence in the 
middle of his harvest was a step he durst not venture upon— but hi 
SLiit this Poem. 

The poet's manuBcnpt affinds Uie following Interesting varia^ 

tlOliS 

“ While cold-eyed Spring, avuglui'oy, 

Unfolds licr terdunt mantle sweet, 

Or pranks the sod in frolic joy, 

A earjiet for her youchtul Icet: 

" While Summer, with a matron’s grace. 

Walks searaly in the cooling slinde, 

And oft delighted loves to trace 
The pn^rcss of the spiky blade: 

** While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

With age's hoary honours clad. 

Surveys, with sdf«ppraving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed.” I 


; While virgin Spring, by Eden’s flood. 
Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
praiilfs the sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes ASolian strains between : 


Wliile Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgli’s cooling sliodo, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head. 

And secs, with self>approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter rages o’er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Rousing the turbid torrent’s roar, 

Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet Poet of the year ! 

ShaU bloom that wreath thou well hast wTin ; 

While Scotia, with exulting tear, 

I’roclaims that Thomson was her son. 


exxvir. 


I&obcrt Cliitaiiam, 

OP PINTIVV. 


[By tins Poem Bums prepand the way for his humble request to 
be rcmoveii ui adibtnct mure lumlcratc in its Ixiunds than onewiii;.! 
extended over rcii country istrishcs, and cxiioscd him both totarigue 
and expense. This wish w as- expressert m prose, and was in due time 
attcmlea to, fur Fmtry uas a gentleman at once kind and consi- 
ileraie.) 


Late crippl’d of an ann, and now a leg, 

About to beg a pass for leave to beg : 

Dull, listless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple’s rest;) 

Will generous Graham list to his I’oet's wail ? 
(It soothes jioor misery, hearkening to her tale,) 
And lie*dr him cni’so tlic light he first survey'd. 
And doubly curse the luckless rJiyming trade ? 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature ! I arraign ; 

Of thy caprice maternal 1 complain : 

The lion and the hull thy care have found. 

One sliokes the forests, and one spunis the 
ground : 

Thou giv'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell, 
Th’ envenom’d wasp, victorious, guards his cell ; 
Thy minions, kings, defend, control, devour, 

In all th’ omnipotence of rule and power ; 

Foxes and statesmen, subtile wilc^s insure ; 

The cit and polecat stink, and oi-e secure ; 

Toads with their poison, doctors wdtli their 
drug. 

The priest and hedgehog in their robes are 
snug; 

Ev’n silly woman has her warlike arts. 

Her tongue and eyes, her di'Ciuied spear and 
<Wt8 ; — 
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But, oh ! thou hitter stepmother and hard, 

To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard ! 
A thing unteachable in world's skill, 

And half an idiot too, more helpless still; 

No heels to bear him from the op’ning dun ; 

No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 

No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 
And those, alas ! not Amalthea’s horn : 

No nerves olfact’ry. Mammon's trusty cur. 

Clad in rich dullness’ comfortable fur ; — 

In naked feeling, and in aching pride, 

He bears the unbroken blast from ev’ry side: 
Vainpyre booksellers drain him to the heart. 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

Critics ! — appall'd I venture on the name. 

Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame : 
Bloody dissectors, worse tlian ten Monroes ! 

He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton mahee wrung. 

By blockheads' daring into madness stung; 

His well-won bays, than life itself more dear. 

By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig must 
wear : 

Foil’d, bleeding, tortur’d, in the unequal strife. 
The hapless poet flounders on througli life ; 

'Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir’d. 
And fled each muse that glorious once inspir'd, 
Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age, 

Head, even resentment, for his injur’d page, 

1 le heeds or f(‘els no more the ruthless critic’s 
rage! 

So, by some hedge, the gen'roiis steed deceas’d. 
For half-stiirv’d snarling curs a dainty feast ; 

By toil find famine wore to skin and bone, 

Lies senseless of each tugging bitch’s son, 

O dulncss! portion of the truly blest ! 

Calm shelter'd haven of eternal rest ! 

Thy sons ne’er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 

If mantling high she fills the golden cup. 

With sober selfish case they sip it up ; 
Conscious the bounteous meed they w'ell de- 
serve. 

They only wonder ‘'some folks” do not starve. 
The grave sage hem tlius easy picks his frog, 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. • 
Wlien disappointment snaps the clue of liope, 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling grope. 
With deaf endurance sluggislily they hear, 

And just conclude that “ fools are fortuue's 
care.” 

So, heavy, passive to the tempest’s shocks. 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle muses’ mad-cap train. 

Not such the workings of their moon-struck 
brain ; 

In equanimity they never dwell. 

By turns in soaring hcav’n or vaulted hclL 


I dread thee, fate, relentless and severe. 

With all a poet’s, liushand’s, father's fear I 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, 
Glcncairn, the truly noble lies in dust; 

(bled, like the sun eclips’d as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears:) 

O ! liear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray’r ! — 
Fintry, my other stay, long bless and spare! 
Thro’ a long life liis hopes and wishes crown ; 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun goes down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life ; .and soothe his latest breath, 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of 
death ! 


CXXVIII. 


ilobert Cjtaj^am 

OK KJNTUY. 

ON RECEIVING A F A V O tr R. 

((•mham of Kmtrj' not oiAy obtained for tlie the u»)p(»int- 
znentin the wIiilIi, \ihih he Uteri in Kdiubuif^h, lie dcsiml, 

but he Also Fcmoi cil liiin , as he trished, tr> a better distnet ; and n lien 
im{)utati(ins tteic thrown out airaitist Ins loyalty, he deleiirUdlnm 
With obstmatL and .suni'.sstul eloijuciiec. I'm try did all tliat was 
done to raise Hums out ol thi toiling' humility of his eomlitioii, am! 
eiuiblcbun to serre the muse tvithout fear of wanuj 

I CAEL no goddess to iiisjiirc my strains, 

A fabled muse may suit a bard that feigns ; 
Friend of my life ! my aideiit spirit burns, 

And all the tribute of my Insai t returns. 

For boons accord(‘(l, goodness ever new. 

The gill still dearer, as the giver, yon. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 

And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 

If aught lliat giver from my mind eflhce; 

If 1 tliat giver s bounty e’er disgrace ; 

TJieu roll to me, along your wandering spheres, 
Only to mimheront a villain’s years ! 

CXXIX. 

a 

[Tins Vision of LHierty descended on Bums among the inagnift- 
cciit ruins of the College of Luicluclcn, v. hich stand on the jumtion 
of the Cluden and the Nith, a short inilj above Dumfries. He gave 
us the Vision ; p« rha|)8, he dared not in those yeasty tunes venture 
on tlie song, which his secret visitant poured from Jier lips. 'J'he 
scene is chiefly copied from nature: the sivellines of tl e N.th, the 
bowlings of the fox on the hill, and the try of the owl, unite at times 
wia\ the natural beauty of the siiot, and give it life and voice. These 
rubis wire a favouiite haunt of the pt)ec.J 

As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

Where the wa’-flower scents the dewy air. 
Where th’ how let mourns in her ivy bower 
And tells the midnight moon her care; 
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The winds wore laid, the air was still, 

The stars they shot along the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill. 

And the distant echoing glens reply. 

The stream, adown its hazelly path, 

Was mshing hy the ruin’d wa’s, 

nasting to join the sweeping Nith,^ 

Whose distant roaring swells and fa’s. 

The canid blue north was streaming forth 
Her lights, wi’ hissing eerie din; 

Athort the lift they start and shift. 

Like fortune’s favoui's, tint as win. 

By heedless chance I turn’d mine eyes, 

And, by the moonbeam, shook to see 

A stem and stalwart ghaist aiist*, 

Attir’d as minstrels w'ont to be.* 

Had I a statue been o’ stane, 

His dariii’ look had daunted me; 

And on his bonnet grav’d was jdaiii. 

The sacred posy~‘ Libertie !’ 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 

Might rous’d the shnnb’ring dead to hoar; 

But, oh I it was a tale of woe, 

As ever met a Briton's ear. 

lie sang wi’ joy the former day, 

Ho weeping wail’d his latter limes ; 

But what ho said it was nae jday, * 

I wiuna venlur't in iny rliyiiies. 


exxx. 

TO 

3)o[)n iilaihjcll of ^Tcrraugljti), 

ON Ills Binru-BAY. 


[John AlaxwcU of Torraughty and ^lunhiscs, to whom these t nrscs 
are addressed, tlinu^h descended from the Earls f»f Nitlisdale, cared 
little about lineage, and claimed merit only from a jud{«mcnt sitund 
and clear — a knowledge of business which penetrated itilo all the 
concerns of life, and a skill in handling the most difhcult subjects, 
wliii'h was considered unrivallcHl. Under an austere manner, he*-’-* 
*nui )i kindness of lieart, and was in a fair Avay of lioiiig an a 
gentleness when giving a relusaL He loved to meet Uiims • 
that he either cared for or comprehended poetry ; but lie was pic. 
witli las knowledge of human nature, and with the keen and p 
ing remarks in which he indulged. He was seventy-one years old 
ivlien tlicsc verses were v and survived the poet twenty years. J 

IlEAtTn to the Maxwell’s vet’ran chief 1 
Health, ay unsour’d by care or grief : 


VARIATIONS. 

* To Join yon river on tne Strath. 

• Now looking over firth and fauld, 

1 ler horn the pale-fac’d Cynthia rear’d ; 
When, lo, in form of minstrel auld, 

A atera and stalwart ghaist appear'd 


Inspir’d, I turn’d Fate’s sybil loaf 

Tills natal mom ; 

I sec thy life is stuflp o’ prief. 

Scarce quite half worn 

This day thou metes three score eleven, 

And I can tell that bounteous Heaven 
(The second sight, ye ken, is given 
To ilka Poet) 

On thee a tack o’ seven times seven 

Win yet bestow it. 

If envious buckles view wi’ sorrow 
Thy lengthen’d days on tins blest morrow. 

May desolation’s laiig teeth’d harrow, 

Niue miles an hour, 

Bake them like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brunstaxio stoure • 

But for thy friends, and they are moiiy, 

Baith honest men and lasses honuic^ 

May couthie fortune, kind and cannie, 

111 social glee, 

Wi’ mornings hlythc and e’enings funny 

Bless them and thee ! 

Fareweel, anld birkie ! Lord bo near ^ e, 

And then the Deil he daur na steer ye ; 

Your friends ay love your faes ay fear ye. 

For me, shame fa’ me, 

If noist my heart I dinna wear ye 

While Burns they ca’ me t 

Dumfries, 18 Feb. 1702. 


CXXXJ. 

of Ionian. 

AN OCCASXONAl. ADDBESS SI'OKIN It Y 

MISS FONTENELLE 

ON HER BENEFIT NJOIIT, 

Nov. 2C, 171»i- 

[Miss Funtenclle, was one of tl»e actresses wlmm U illiamscni, th.- 
manager, brought Iw sweral seas<ms to Durntrics: she was young 
and pretty, indulged in little levities of siwecli, and runumr adderi 
IKTliaps inahcinusly, levities of action. The liightsofMan hiidltccii 
advocated by Paine, tlie Itightsot Woman liy Maiy Wolstonccn'ft, 
and nought was talked of, but llic moral and political regene* 
ration of the world. The line 

But truce with kings and truce with constitutions," 

got an uncivil twist in recitation, from some of the audience. TIi** 
worils were eagerly caught up, and had some hisses bestowed on 
tbcm.J 

While Europe’s eye is fix’d on miglity things, 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings : 
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While quacks of state must each produce his 
plau, 

And even children lisp the Rights of Man ; 

Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention, 

The Rights of Woman merit some attention. 

First on the sexes* intermix’d connexion, 

One sacred Right of Woman is protection. 

The tender flower that lifts its head, elate, 
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form, 
Unless your shelter w^ard th’ impending storm. 

Our second Right — but needless here is caution, 
To keep that right inviolate’s the fashion, 

Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
He’d die before he’d wrong it — ’tis decorum. — 
There w'as, indeed, in far less polish’d days, 

A time, when rough i*udo man had naughty 
ways ; 

Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a 
riot, 

Nay even thus invade a lady’s quiet. 

Now thank our stars ! these Gothic times are 
fled; 

Now, well-bred men — and you are all well- 
bred — 

Most justly think (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 

For Right the third, our last, our best, our 
dearest, 

That right to fluttering female hearts the near- 
est. 

Which even the Rights of Kings in low pros- 
tration 

Most humbly own — ’tis dear, dear admiration ! 
In that blest sphere alone we live and move ; 
There taste that life of life — immortal love. — 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
’Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with all her channs. 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings and truce with constitu- 
tions, 

With bloody armaments and revolutions, 

Let majesty your first attention summon. 

Ah ! ca ira ! the majesty of woman ! 


CXXXIT. 

iWonohp, 

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICE. 

{The heroine < f this rough lampoon was Mrs. Riddd of Woodlelgn. 
Park : a ladv. young and gay, much of a wit, ai>d •oiiicthing of a po- 
etns, and oil the hour of his death the friend of Bums himself. She 
pulled hisdisplcaaure on her, it is said, hy smiling more sweetl v than 
he liked on some epauletted coxcombs,” fsar s® he sometimes desig- 
nated aunmissioned officers: the lady soon laughed him out of his 
mood. We owe to her pen an account of Her last Interview with the 
poet, written with great beauty and feeling,] 

How cold is that bosom which folly once fired. 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately 
f^isten’d ! 

How silent tliat tongue which the echoes oft 
tired, 

ITow dull is that ear which to flattery so lis- 
ten’d ! 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await. 

From friendship and dearest allectiou re- 
mov’d; 

IIow’ doubly severer, Alaria, thy fate, 

Thou diest unwept us thou livedst unlov’d. 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you ; 
So shy, grave, and distant, yo sited not a 
tear: 

But come, all ye offspring of Folly bo true, 

And flowers let us cull for Maria’s cold bier. 

We’ll search through the garden for each silly 
flower, 

WeTl roam through the forest for each idle 
weed; 

But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower, 

For none o’er approach’d her hut rued llic 
rash deed. 

We’ll sculpture the marble, we’ll ineasiiro the 

lay; 

Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 

There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey, 
Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 


Tit lEpitapb' 

Here lies, now a prey to insulting neglect, 
What once was a butterfly, gay in life’s 
beam : 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 
Want only of goodness denied lier esteem. 
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CXXXIII. 

l^isstU 

FBOM 

ESOPUS TO MARIA. 


[WilliamsoDt the actor. Colonel Macdouall, Captain G!U<3pic, and 
Mra Hiddcl are the characten which pass over the eugcin^i* 
•traiige comiwidtioii : it » piintcd from the Pt^et's own manuscript, 
and seems a sort of outpouring of wratli and contempt, on persons 
who, in ins (•» cs, gave them-selves airs beyond thc.r condition, or tlidr 
merits. 'I he i ersc of the lady is held up to contempt and laughter: 
tlic satirist edebratrs her 

“ Motley foundling fancies, stolen or ittayed ;** 
and lias a passing hit at her 

** Still matchlns tongue that conquers all reply*] 


From those drear solitudes and frowsy cells, 
Wliero infamy with sad repentance dwells ; 
Where turnkeys make the jealous portal tast, 
And deal from iron liands tlie spare repast ; 
Where truant ’prentices, yet youn^r in sin, 
lilusli at the curious stranger jieoping in ; 
Wliere strumpets, relics of the drunken roar, 
Kesolve to drink, nay half to whore no more ; 
Wliere tiny thieves not destin’d yet to swing, 
Heat hemp for othetrs, riper for the string : 
From these dire scenes my wretched lines I 
date. 

To toll Maria her Esopus' fate. 


“ Alas 1 I feel I am no actor hero I” 

’Tis real hangmen, real scourges bear ! 

J’ropare, Maria, for a horrid tale 

AVill turn thy very rouge to deadly jialo ; 

Will make thy hair, tlio’ erst from gipsy polled, 
JJy barber woven, and by harbor sold, 

'J'liougb twisted smooth with Harry’s nicest 
care, 

Like hoary bristles to erect and stare. 

Tlie hero of the mimic scene, no more 
1 start in Hamlet, in Othello roar ; 

Or haughty Chieftain, ’mid the din of arms, 
in Highland bonnet woo Malvina’s charms ; 
While sansculottes stoop up the mountain high. 
And steal from me Maria’s jirying eye. 

IJlest Highland bonnet ! Once my proudest 
dress, 

Now prouder still, Maria’s temples press. 

1 see her wave thy towering plumes afar, 

And call each coxcomb to the wordy war. 

I see her face the first of Ireland's sous,’ 

And even out>Irish his Hibernian bronze; 

The crafty colonel * leaves the tartaned lines, 
For other wars, where he a hero shines ; 

Tlie hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred. 
Who owns a Bushby’s heart without the head; 


Comes, ’mid a string of coxcombs to display. 

That veni, vidi, vici, is his way ; 

The shrinking bard adown the alley skulks, 

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich 
hulks ; 

Though there, his heresies in church and state 
Might well award liim Muir and Palmer’s fate: 
Still she undaunted reels and rattles on. 

And dares the public like a noontide sun. 

(What scandal called Maria’s janty stagger. 

The licket reeling of a crooked swagger, 

Whose spleen e’en worse than Bui*ns’ venom 
when 

He dips in gall unmix’d liis eager jien, — 

And pours his vengeance in the burning line, 
Who christened thus Maria's lyre divine ; 

The idiot strum of vanity bemused, 

And even th’ abuse of poesy abused ! 

M'ho called her verse, a parish workhouse made 
For motley foundling fancies, stolen orstrayed ?) 

A workhouse ! ah, that sound avrakes my woes, 
And pillows on the thorn my rack’d repose ! 

In durance vile liero must I wake and weep, 

And all my frowzy eoucli in sorrow steep ; 

That straw where many a rogue has lain of 
yore, 

And verinined gipsies littered heretofore. 

Wliy, Lonsdale, thus thy wrath on vagrants 
pour, 

Must earth no rascal save thyself endure^ 

Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell. 

And make a vast monopoly of hell ? 

Thou know’st, the virtues cannot hate theo 
worse, 

Tiie vices also, must they club their curse? 

Or must no tiny sin to others fall, 

Because thy guilt’s supreme enough for all ? 

Mai’ia, send me too thy griefs and cares ; 

In all of thee sure thy Esopiis shares. 

As thou at all maiildnd the flag unfurls. 

Who on my fair one satire’s vengeance hurls ? 
Who calls thee, port, afftKitcd, vain coquette, 

A wit in folly, and a fool in wit. 

Who says, that fool alone is not thy duo, 

And quotes thy treacheries to prove it true ? 
Our force united on thy foes we’ll turn, 

And dare the war with all of woman bom: 

For who can wi-ite and speak as thou and 1 ? 
My periods that decyphering defy, 

And thy still matcliless tongue tW conquers all 
reply. 


I i'aiitoln GUlHi^e. 


* CuL MaodouaU. 
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CXXXTV 

i^oem 

ON PASTORAL POETRY. 

[Thoiigrh Gilbert Bums saj’s there is some doul>e of this I'oem 
hdng by bis bmtlier, and thouffh Robert Chambers declans tiiat he 
*' has sraircdy a doubt that it is not by the Ayrshire llanlj" 1 must 
ivint it as his fori have no doubt on the subjeeL Ituas lound 
amntiK the papers of the poet, in his own hand'writin^ : the 
second, the fourth, and the concluding verses (tear the Burns’ 
■tamp, which no one has been suc-ccs&ful in coiinterfcitin{': they 
resemble the verses of Beattie, to which Chamliers has eoinpared 
them as little as the cry of the cs^le resembles the cliirp of the 
wren.] 

Hail Poesie ! thou Nymph reserv’d ! 

In chase o* thee, what crowds hae swerv’d 
Frae common sense, or sunk enerv'd 

’Maiig heaps o’ clavers ; 

And och ! o’er aft thy joes hae starv’d 
l^Iid a’ thy favours ! 

Say, Lassie, w’hy thy train amang, 

WJiile loud, tlie trump’s heroic clang, 

And sock or buskin skelp alang, 

To death or marriage ; 

Scarce ane has tried the sheplierd-sniig 
But wi’ miscarriage ? 

In Homer’s craft Jock hlilton thrives ; 
Eschylus* pen Will Shaksjicare drives ; 

Wee Pope, the knurlin, ’till him rives 
Iloratian fiime ; 

In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, sarvives 

Even Sappho’s flame. 

But thee, 'J'heocritus, w’ha matches ? 

They’re no herd’s ballats, Maro’s catches ; 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches 
O’ heathen tatters ; 

I pass by hunders, nameless w’retches, 

That ape their betters. 

In this braw age o’ wit and lear. 

Will nane the Shepherd’s w’histle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace; 

And wi* the far-fam'd Grecian share 
A rival place ? 

Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottish callan — 

There’s ane ; come forrit, honest Allan ! 

Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever; 

The teeth o’ time may gnaw Tantallan, 

But thou’s for ever ! 

Tliou paints auld nature to the nines, 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream thro’ mjTtles twines, 

Where Philomel, 

While nightly breezes sweep the vines, 

Her griefs wiU tell 1 


In gowany glens thy bumie strays, 

Where bonnie lasses bleach their clacs; 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi* hawthorns gray. 

Where blackbirds join the shepherd’s lays 
At close o’ day. 

Thy rural loves are nature’s sel’ ; 

Nae bombast spates o’ nonsense swell ; 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 
O’ witchin’ love; 

That charm tliat can the strongest quell, 
Tlie sternest move. 


cxxxv 

Sonnet, 

WHITTEN ON THE TWENTY -FIFTH 
OF JANUARY, 17i>^) THE RJUTIIDAY OF THE 
AUTHOR, ON HEARING 
A THRUSH SING IN A MORNING WALK. 

f Bums was fund of a saunter in a leafless wood, when the wintfur 
storm houkd amotiK the branches, l-he**© charfictenstie lines wens 
composed on the momi up of his birth-day, with the Nith at liii 
feet, and the ruins ot J^includen at his side : he is wilhtitr to aenyt 
Che unlcx;kcci-foi song of the thrusli as a fortunate otncn.J 


Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough, 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain, 

See aged Winter, ’mid his surly reign, 

At thy blithe carol clears his furrow’d brow. 

So in lone poverty’s dominion drear. 

Sits meek Content with light nnauxious heart. 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part. 
Nor asks if they bring aught to hojie or fear. 

I thank Thee, Autlior of this opening day ! 

Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 
skies ! 

Riches denied. Thy boon was purer joys, 
What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care, 

The mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with 
thee I’ll share. 
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CXXXVI. 

Sonnet, 

ow THE 

DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDEL, ESQ. 
OF GLENRIDDEL, 

AriUL,17*M. 


(The death of Glenrakn, who was his patron, aod the death of Glen- 
riddel. who was his friend, and had, while he lived at Ellisland, hren 
his ncip^hlHinr, wii(tiied liard on the mind of Hums, who, about this 
time, tef^an to regard his own future fortune with innie rif dismav 
tan of nope. Riddel united antniuarian pursuits with llioscot li- 
rature.andcx; trienced all the vulftar ]in‘jiidiecs entertained by the 
•asantry a^cainst those who indulite in such rcseaiehes. His 
illcetinn of wliat the rustics of the vale eallwl ** queer quaims and 
iwinc-troughs," is nenv scattered or neglected ; I have hc'anl a com- 
ent judge say, that they clirew light on huth tlie pubheand domci,- 
history of Scotland.] 

No more, ye warblers of tlie wood — no more! 
Nor pour your desoant, gnitiri", on my soul ; 
Tlioii youiig-eycd Sjiriiig, gay in tliy vcrd.'int 
stole, 

Alore wolconie were to megrim Winter's wild- 
est roar. 

How cun ye charm, yo flowVs, with all your 
dyes ? 

Ye blow upon tlio sod that wraps my friend: 
How can I. to the tuneful strain attend ? 

Tliat strain flow's round th’ untimely tomb where 
Riddel lies. 

Yes, jiour, ye w'arhlors, pour the notes of woo ! 
And soothe the Virtues weeping on this bier : 
U'lie Man of Worth, and has not left his peer. 
Is in his narrow house” for ever darkly low. 

'rhee, Sx>ring, again with joy shall otlicrs greet, 
Ale, mcm’ry of my loss will only meet. 


CXXXVI I. 

impromptu, 

ON MnS. n ’8 BIRTHDAY. 


[Ky cumplnncnts such as these lines contain. Bums soothed the 
iiiiart which his vcrst-i “ On a lady famed fur lier caprice’* inflicted 
Jii the accumiilishcd Mn. Hiddel. | 


Old Winter, with his frosty heard, 

Tims once to Jove his prayer iireferr’d,- 
AV hiit have I done of all the year, 

To Lear this hated doom severe ? 


My cheerless sons no pleasure know : 

Niglit’s horrid car drags, dreary slow ; 

My dismal months no joys are crowning, 

But sploeny English, hanging, drowning. 

Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 

'Po counterbalance all this evil ; 

Give me, and Tve no more to say, 

Give me Maria’s natal day ! 

That brilliant gift shall so enrich mo, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, cannot match me ; 
’Tis done ! says Jove ; so ends my story, 
And Winter once rejoic’d in glory. 


cxxxvnr 

A FRAGMENT. 


[Fragments of verse wore nurneroiis. Dr. Carrie said, among the 
loose iiatiers of the poet. These hnos formed the commencement of an 
ode cominetnorating the achievement <>f libertv for America, under 
the directing getiiiis of \V{n.lungti>n and Fi 111)1(1111.] 


Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, 

Tliet*, famed for martial deed and sacred song, 
To thee I tuni willi swimming eyes ; 

WIuTC is that soul of freedom fled ? 
linmingled with the mighty dead ! 

Beneath the hallow’d turf where Wallace lies. 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death ! 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ; 
Disturb not ye tlie hero’s sleep. 

Nor give the coward secret breath. 

Is tliis the j)ow(*r in freedom’s war, 

That wont to hid the battle rage ? 
l^ehold that eye which shot immortal hate, 
Ci-ushing the despot’s proudest hearing f 


rxxxTX. 

TO A YOUNG LADY. 

[This young lady was the daughter of the port's friend, Graham of 
Fintiy ; and the gift alluded to was a copy of George Thomson’s 
Sdect Scottish Songs : a work which owes many attractions to thi 
lyric genius of Burns J 


JIere, where the Scottish muse immortal live.s, 
In sacred straius and tuneful numbers join’d, 
Accept the gift ; — tho* humble he who gives, 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 
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Bo may no rufHan-fcclinp; in tliy breast, 
Discordant jar tliy bosom*c1iords among ; 
But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 

Or love ecstatic wake his seraph song. 

Or pity’s notes in luxury of tears, 

As modest want the tale of woo reveals ; 
While conscious virtue all the strain endears, 
And heaven-born piety her sanction seals. 


eXTi. 


[Bums admired genitu adorned by learning ; bat mere learning 
tidthout genius he alnrays regarded as pedantry. Those crities who 
■cruided too much alKiut words he called eunuchs of literature, and 
to onci who taxed him with writing obscure language in questionable 
giammar, he said, “ Thou art but a Gretna-grccn match-maker be- 
tween vowda and consonants I**] 


•Twas where the birch and sounding thong are 
ply’d, 

The noisy domicile of pedant pride ; 

Where ignorance her daikening vapour throws. 
And cruelty directs the thickening blows ; 

Upon a time, Sir Abece the great, 

In all his pedagogic powers elate, 

llis awful chair of state resolves to mount. 

And call the trembling vowels to account. — 

First enter’d A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
But, all I deform’d, dishonest to the sight ! 

Ilis twisted head look’d backward on the way, 
And flagrant from the scourge he grunted, at! 

Keluctant, E stalk’d in ; with piteous race 
The justling tears ran down his honest fa^c ! 
That name ! that well-worn name, and all his 
own. 

Pale he surrenders at the tyrant’s throne ! 

The pedant stifles keen the Homan sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 
And next the title following close behind, 
lie to the nameless, ghastly wretch assignVl. 

The cobweh’d gothic dome resounded Y ! 

In sullen vengeance, I, disdain’d reply: 

The pedant swung his felon cudgel round. 

And knock’d the groaning vowel to the ground ! 

In rueful apprehension enter'd O, 

The wailing minstrel of despairing woe ; 

Th’ Inquisitor of Spain the most cxi>ci’t, 

Might tlicro have learnt new mysteries of his 
art; 

So grim, deform’d, with horrors entering U, 
llis dearest friend and brother scarcely knew ! 


As trembling U stood staring all aghast. 

The pedant in his left hand clutch’d him fast, 

In lielph'BS infants’ tears lie dipp’d his right. 
Baptiz’d him eu^ and kick’d him from his sight. 

CXLT. 

XTerjs c ^ 

TO JOHN B A N K I N E 

[With the •* rou{;h. r de, toady-witlod lU nkinc,” of AdAtn-hill, in 
Ayrshire, Uu ms kepi i > a w ill o' wiHiush mrt of a ccirn'i>)iniidencL' 
in rhyme, till the clay oi hi& death : ibi-sccci ninnnications, of which 
this la one, wen* soniei t>>ei ftraccicss but ys uitty. It is sup* 
{losed chat these lines by Falsta/T' mnt of hu 

recruits : — 

“ I’ll not march th ouRh Coventry with them, that's flat I"| 

Ae day, os Death, that grusome carl, 

Was driving to the titherwarr 
A niixtie-maxtic motley squad, 

And mony a gui]t-bespottt‘d lad ; 

Black gowns of each denomination. 

And thieves of every rank and station, 

From him that wears the star and garter. 

To him that wintles in a halter : 

Asham’d himsel’ to see the wretches, 

He mutters, glowrin’ at the bitches, 

“ By G — d I’ll not be seen beliint tliom. 

Nor ’uiang the sp’ritiial core present them, 
'Without, at least, ac honest nuin. 

To grace this d — d infernal elan,” 

By Adambilla glance he threw, 

“ Jj — d God !’’ quoth he, “ I have it now, 
There’s just the man 1 M'ant, i’ faith !” 

And quickly stoppit liaiikine's breath. 

Lll. 

<!!>n Scufitbilttp. 

MY DEAll AND MUCH IIONOUIIF.D FltlEND, 

JMllS. DUNLOP, 

OF DUNMJP 

['These verses were occasioned, it is said, hy some sentiments crin* 
tamed in a communication from Mrs. Dunlop. 'J'iiat excellent 
lady WHS sorely cried with dr.tncscie afllictioiis fora tune, and to 
those he appears to allude ; but he deadened the effect of his syiiip-i' 
thy, when he primed the stanzas in the Museum, changii^ the 
fourth line to, 

** Dearest Nancy tnou canst tell !” 
and BO transferring the tvholc to another heroine.] 

Sensibility bow charming, 

Tliou, my friend, canst truly tell: 

But distress with horrors arming, 

Thou hast also known too welL 
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Fairest flower, behold the lily. 
Blooming in the sunny ray : 

Let the blast sweep o’er tho valley. 
See it prostrate on tho clay. 

Hear the wood -lark charm the forest, 
Telling o er his little joys : 

Hapless bird ! a prey the surest. 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Deai’ly bought, the hidden treasure, 
Finer feeling can bestow ; 

Cliords that vibrate sweetest pleasure, 
Tlii'ill the deepest notes of woe. 


CXIJII. 

Hincg, 

SENT TO A C.E.NTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD 
OFl'ENDED. 

['rh<' to<( hospitable board of Mr«. Kiddcl fx-casioricd thei.civr>^iit- 
aiit snauis: they were {uccpM!, as they were meant hythei’WH. 
'I'lio fkict had, it seems, not only spoken of mere titles and rank tilth 
disrespeet, but had alUiwed his tongue unhndled licence of speueh, on 
ilic ciniin of poluKHl iinportiimv, anil ihmnstic equality, which 
Mtuy WiKilstoruTott and her t<iUo\veis ]utromzed, at which Mrs. 
ituidel alTcctcd to be j/i icvoubly oMondid.] 

The friend whom wild from wisdom’s w'ay. 

The fumes of wine infuriate send; 

(Not moony madness more astray ;) 

Wlio but deplores that hapless friend ? 

M'n\c was th’ insensate frenzied jiart, 

Ah, why should I such scenes outlive ! 

Beenes so abhorrent to niy heart ' 

^Tis thine to pity and foj-giva 


CXLTV 

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTEKEI.l.E ON llEB 
BENEFIT NIGHT. 
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A Pvologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
’Twould vamp my bill, said I, if nothing bet- 
ter; 

So Rouglit a Poet, roosted near the skies. 

Told him I came to feast iny curious eyes ; 

Said notliiug like his works was ever piiiiled ; 
And last, my Prologue-business slily hinted. 

“ Ma’am, let me tell you,” quoth my man of 
rhymes, 

I know your bent — those are no laugliiiig 
times: 

Can you — but, llliss, I own I have my fears, 
Dissolve in pause —and sentimental tears ; 
With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sen- 
tence, 

Bouse from his sluggish slumbers, fell Ilepent- 
anco ; 

Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand, 
Waving on high the desolating brand, 

Calling the storms to heai* him o’er a guilty 
land r*” 

1 could no more— askance the creature eyiing, 
D’ye think, said 1, this face was made for cry- 
ing ? 

ITl laugh, that's poz — nay more, tho woi id shall 
know it ; 

And so, your servant ! gloomy iMasti r Poet! 
Firm jis niy creed, Sirs, ’tis my fix’d belief, 
'I'hat Misery’s another word for Crief ; 

I also think — so may I bo a bride ! 

Tliat so much laughter, so much life enjoy’d, 

I’hou mail of crazy care and ceaseless sigh, 

Btill under bleak Ali&fortune's blasting eye : 

I )oom’d to that sorest task of man alive — 

To make three guineas do the w^ork of five : 
Laugh in Misfortune’s face — the beldam witch! 
Say, you’ll be merry, the’ you can’t be rich. 

Tliou other man of care, tho wretch in love, 
Wlio, long with jjltish arts and airs hast 
strove ; 

Who, as tho boughs all temptingly project, 
Measur'st in desperate tlio light — a rope — thy 
neck — 

Or, wliere tho beetling cliff o’erhangs the deep, 
Pecrest to meditate tho healing leap : 

Would st thou bo cur’d, thou silly, moping 
elf? 

Laugh at their follies — laugh e’en at thyself : 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific, 
And love a kinder— that’s youi* grand spe- 
cific. 

To sum up all, bo merry, I advise ; 

And as wo’re merry, may we still bo wise. 


^ThiR addrenwas aptikm by Miss Fontcuclle, at tlic Dutnfriei 
ti-Atrc, on thc4tb of December, I7i^.j 


Still anxious to secure your partial favour, 
And not less, anxious, sure, this uight than ever 
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CXLV. 

oy 

ibeeitis dpontcnelle 

IN A FAVOUBITE CHARACTEB. 


[ITicgood lonkB and tlie natural acting of Mias Kontcndlc pleased 
odtera as wdl as Hums. I know not to what rhararter in the range 
of her penonadons he alludes i she was a favourite on the Dumfries 
boards j 


Sweet uaivetd of feature, 

Simple, wild, enchanting clf, 

Not to thee, but thanks to nature, 
Thou art acting but tliysclf. 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected, 
Spurning nature, torturing art ; 
Loves and graces all rejected, 

Then indeed thou"d*st act a part. 

R.B. 


CXLVl. 

^0 


f Chlnris was a Nithsdale lieauty. Love and sorrow were strongly 
mingled in her early history: that she did not look so lovely in 
other eyes as slie did In those of Hums is well known : but he 
had much of the taste of an artist, and admired the elegance of her 
form, and the harmony of her motion, as much as he did her bloom> 
ing face and sweet voice.] 


*Tis Friendship’s pledge, iny young, fair friend, 
Nor thou the gift refuse, 

Nor with unwilling oar attend 
The moralizing muse. 

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms, 

Must bid the world adieu, 

(A world ’gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 

Since thy gay mom of life o’ercast, 

Chill came the tempest’s lower ; 

(And ne’er misfortune’s eastern blast 
Did nip a fidrer flower.) 

Since life’s gay scenes must charm no more 
Still much is left behind ; 

Siill nobler wealth hast thou in store— 

The comforts of the mind ! 


Thme is the self-approving glow. 
On conscions honour’s part , 
And, dearest gift of heaven below, 
Thine fnendship’s truest heart 

The joys refin’d of sense and taste, 
With every muse to rove : 

And doubly were the poet blest, 
These joys could he improve. 


CXLVIT. 

^Poetical Iin^cription 

FOR AM ALTAR TO IMDEPEMnEKCE. 


fit was the faahinn of the feverish times of the French Revolu- 
tion to plant trees of Liberty, and raise altars to Indcpendenccu 
Heron of Kcnouglitnv, a gentleman widely esteemed In Galloway, 
was about to engage in an election ointcst, and these noble lir v 
served the purposa of announcing the candidate’s sentiments on frre- 
dam.] 


Thou of an independent mind. 

With soul resolv’d, with soul resign'd; 
PrcjMLr’d Power’s proudest frown to hrave^ 
Who wilt not be, nor liave a slave; 

Virtue aloue who dost revere, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, 
Approach tliis shrine, and worship hero 


CXIA IlL 
?i?cton idallati^. 

[UALLAD FlltST.] 


[This is the first of several party ballads which Rums wto:^ 
serve Patrick Htron, of Kerroughtrec, in two elections Inr the Stew- 
artr)' of Kirkcudbright, in which he was opposed, first, by Gordon of 
llalniaghic, and secondly, by the lion. Montgomery Stewart. 'I’hcn* 
is a iH'rsonal bitterness in these lainpcKins, wliich did not mingle 
with the strains in v, Inch the pfjct rccnided the contest iMJtivwii 
Miller and Johnstone. They arc printed liereas matters of jMCtry, 
and 1 feel sure that none will be displeased, and some will smile.] 


Whom will you send to London town, 

To Parliament and a’ that ? 

Or wha in a* the^country round 
The best deserves to fa.' that ? 

For a' that, and a’ that, 

Thro’ GraJloway and a’ that ; 
Where is thelmrd or belted knight 
That best desei’yes to fa’ that ? 
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lift 


Wha sees Kerroughtree’s open yett, 
And wha is't never saw that ? 

Who ever wi* Kcrroughtrcc meets 
And has a doubt of a* that ? 

For a* that, and a’ that, 
Here*s Heron yet for a* that. 
The independent patriot, 
Tlio honest man, an’ a’ that. 


Til o’ wit and worth in cither sex, 
yt. Mary’s Isle can shaw that ; 

Wi’ dukes an’ lords let Selkirk mix. 
And weel does Selkirk fa’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ lliat, 

II ore’s Heron yet for a’ tliat I 
The independent coinmonei* 
Shall be the man for a’ that. 


But why should we to nobles jonk. 
And it’s against the law that ; ^ 

For why, a lord may be a gouk 
Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that! 
A lord may be a lousy louii, 
Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that. 


A beardless boy comes o’er the hills, 

Wi* uncle’s purse an’ a’ tliat ; 

But we’ll liac ane frae ’iiiaug oursels, 

A jiian we ken, an’ a’ lluit. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ tliat, 

Here’s Heron yet for a’ that ! 

For w'e’re not to be bought an’ sold 
Like noigs, an nowt, an’ a’ that. 


Then let us drink the Stowartry, 

K(‘rroiigh tree’s laird, an* a’ that, 

Oiir representative to bo, 

For weel he’s worthy a’ that. 

For a’ that, an* a* that, 

Ucre*s Iltjron yet for a’ that. 

A House of Coinmons such as he, 
They would ho blest that saw tiuit. 


CXIJX. 

It^cron BallabiS. 

[ballad second.] 

[In thw ballad tlie poet Rachers together, after tlie manner of •* Fy I 
Ut us a’ to the bridal.*’ all the leading cUvtors of the Stewartiy, who 
befriended Heron, orop|iosed hint ; and draws their portraits in the 
colours of light or darkness, accoidiiig to tlie complexion ot their poll, 
tics. lie is too sev'ere in most instnna'S, and in soinc he is vcnoih. 
oils. On tlic Karl of (Calloway’s family, and on the Mur* 
rays of UrouKhton and Caillu*, as well as on Iluslibv of '1 inwald- 
dowps, he pours his hottest same Hut mokIs which an- unjust, ot 
undeserved, tall ofl their victims like raiii-tlrnps fi. in n wiUl-dnck’s 
wing. The Murrays ot Ilroughton and i’aillic have livng l>orne. 
tioin the vulgar, the stigma ot ticachcry to the cause of I'lincc 
Chalks Stewart: from such infamy the family is wholly free: the 
traitor, Murray, was of a race now extinct , and while ho vvas b(‘tray' 
In" the cause in which so much noble and gallant bbsid was shed, 
Murray of Broughton and Caillic was perfoiimiig the duties ol an 
honourablcand loyal man : he was. like his gi cat-grandson now, re- 
lirescntitig his native district in p.irliiinic’iit.| 

T II E E L E C T I O N. 


Fv, let US a’ to Kirkcudbright, 

For there will bo bickerin’ there ; 

For Murray’s' light-liorsc are to muster, 
And O, bow tUo heroes will swear ! 

An’ there will be Murray commander, 
And Gordon'^ the battle to win ; 

Like brothers they’ll stand by eacli other, 
Sae knit in alliance an' kin. 


An* there will be black-lippit Johnnie,^ 
The tongue o’ the trump to tliem a* ; 
An lie get iia Jiell for his luiddiii’ 

The deil gets iia justice ava*; 

An’ there will he Keinpleton’s birkie, 

A boy no sac black at tlie banc, 

But, as for his fine n.'ibob fortune, 

^^"e'll e’en let the subject alane. 


An’ there w'ill be Wigton’s new slicrifi*, 
Dame Justice fu’ brawlio has sped, 
She’s gotten the heart of a liushby, 

But, Lord, what’s become o’ tlie head ? 
An’ there will be Cardoness,* Esquire, 
Sae mighty in Cardoiiess’ eyes ; 

A w’iglit that will weather damnation, 

For tho devil the prey will despise. 


An’ there will be Douglasses® doughty. 

New* christ’ning towns far and near ; 
Abjuring their democrat doings, 

By kissing the — o’ a peer ; 

1 Murray, of Broughton and Caiilie. 
s Gordon, of Balmaghife. 

S Uuiihby, of Tinwald-dovvna. 
a Maxw^ofCuvloncu 

• ’The Douglanea, of Orohardtown and t aatle-DaagUu. 
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All* there will be Kenmure' sac gcn’rous. 
Whose honour is proof to the storm, 
To save them from stark reprobation. 

He lout them his name to the firm. 


Blit we winna mention Redcastlo,* 

The body e’en let him escape ! 

He’d venture the gallows for siller, 

An’ ’twere na the cost o’ the rape. 
An* where is our king’s lord lieutenant, 
Sae fam’d for his gratefu’ return ? 
The billie is gottin’ his questions. 

To say in St. Stephen’s the nioin. 


An’ there will be lads o’ the gospel 
Muirlipad’ wha’s as gude as he’s true ; 
An* there will be Buittle’s'* apostle, 

Wlia’s more o’ the black tlian the blue ; 
An’ there will be folk from St. Mary’s,* 

A house o* great merit and note, 

Tlic deii ane but honours them highly, — 
The deil ane will gie them liis vote ! 


An’ there will be wealthy young Richard,® 
Dame Fortune should hing hy the neck ; 
For prodigal, thriftless, bestowing, 

His merit had won him respect : 

An* there will bo rich brother nabobs, 

Tho’ nabobs yet men of the first. 

An’ there will bo Collieston’s’ whiskers, 
^|A.n* Quintin, o’ lads not the worst. 


An’ there will be stamp-office Johnnie,® 
Tak tent how ye purchase a dram ; 
An* there will be gay Cassencarrie, 

An’ there will be gleg Colonel Tam ; 
An* there will be trusty Kerroughtree,® 
Whose honour was ever his law. 

If the virtues were packed in a parcel, 
His worth might be sample for a*. 

IX.. 

An’ can we forget the anld major, 
Wha’ll ne’er be forgot in tho Greys, 
Our flatt’ry we'll keep for some other. 
Him only *tis justice to praise. 

An* there will be maiden Kilkerran, 
And also Barskimming’s gude knight, 
An’ there will be roarin’ Birtwhistle, 
Wha luckily roars in the right. 

* Gordnn, Aftenvards Viscount Kenxnorc. 

* ].aurie, of Itedcastle. 

B Moreliead, Minibter of Un. 

* The Minister of Uuittlc. 

B i^arl of Selkirk's family. 

® Oswald, of Auchcncruive. 

7 Copland, of Collicston and Illackwood* 

B John Syine, of the Stamp-office. 

B Heron, of Karouj^htn-c. 


An* there, frae the Niddisdale borders. 

Will mingle the Maxwells in droves ; 

Tcugli Johnnie, staunch Gcordie, an’ Walie, 
That griens for the fishes an’ loaves; 

An’ there will he Logan Mac Douall,' 
Sculdudd’ry an* he will be there. 

An’ also the wild Scot of Galloway, 
Sodgerin’, gunpowder Blair. 

XI. 

Then hey tho chaste interest o* Broughton, 
An’ hey for the blessings ’twill bring ? 

It may send Balmaghie to the Commons, 

In Sodom ’twould make him a king; 

An’ liey for the sanctified M y, 

Our land who vri* chapels has stor'd ; 

He founder’d his horse among harlots. 

But gied the auld naig to the Lord. 


CL. 

TEljc 3$aIIati0 

[baulad third.] 

fThiR third and lust liallud was written nn the contest between 
Heron and Stewart, Mhnh follcnved L\<n>e on that ivitti (iordnit. 
Heron earned the election, but was uiiseuted by the tlttLision of a 
Comnnrti-e of the House of Commons: a decision which it isEa>d 
he took so much to heart that it afftxted his health, and shorttned 
his lili 3 

an k X c e l l e n t new song. 

Tunc. — ‘‘ Buy broom besoms'* 

WiiA will buy my troggin, 

Fine election ware ; 

Broken trade o’ Broughton, 

A’ in high repair. 

Buy braw troggin, 

Frae the banks o’ Dee; 

Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 

There’s a noble Earl’s* 

Fame and high renown 
For an auld sang — 

Its thought tlie gudes were stowii. 

Buy braw troggin, 

Here’s the worth o’ Broughton® 

In a needle’s eo i 
Here’s a reputation 
Tint by Balmaghie. 

Buy braw troggin, Ac. 

1 rolonel Macdouall, of Logan. 

B The Earl of Galloway. 

B Mumy, of Itroughton and Collluk 
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Here’s an honest conscience 
Might a prince adorn ; 

Frae the downs o’ Tinwald* — 

So was never worn. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here’s its stuff and lining, 

Cardoness’ * head; 

Fine for a sodger 
A’ the wale o* lead. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here’s a little wadset 
Buittle’s’ scrap o’ truth. 

Pawn’d in a gin-shop 
Quenching lioly drouth. 

Buy braw troggin, Ac. 

Here’s armorial bearings 
Frae the manse o* Uit 

The crest, an auld crab-apple 
llotten at tlic core. 

Buy braw troggin, Ac. 

Here is Satan’s picture, 

Like a hizzard gled, 

Pouncing poor Iledcastle,® 

S]jrawliii’ as a tacd. 

Buy braw troggin, Ac, 

Here’s the worth juid wisdom 
Collieston^ can boast; 

^ By a thievish midge 
* 'J’hcy had been nearly lost. 

Buy braw troggin, Ac. 

Here is Murray’s fi-agments 
O’ the ten commands ; 

Gifted by black Jock^ 

U'u get them affhis hands. 

Buy braw troggin, Ac. 

Saw ye e’er sic troggin ? 

If to buy ye’re shack, 

llornie’s turnin’ chapman, 
iie’ll buy a’ the pack. 

Buy braw troggin, 

Frae the banks o’ Dee ; 

Wha wants troggin 
Let him conic to me. 


1 Bushby. of Tlnwald-downb 

2 Maxwell, of CurdonesR. 

^ I'hc Minister of liuittle. 

* Moroheodf of Urr. 

^ Ijliuiie. of linlcastlc. 

0 Copland, of CoUicston and Blackwood 
V John Bushby, ofTiuwald-^'wnB. 


c:li. 

ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, COLLECTOR 
OF EXCISE, 

dusikrirb, i;!)a 


fThe grentlcman to whom this very modest, and, under the dr. 
eumstances, most affecting applioadon for his salary was made, 
ailed the office of Collector ef Excise for the district, and was uf a 
kind and generous nature: but few wereawan thaeth poet was 
luffcriug both from ilLhcalth and poverty.] 


Friend of the Poet, tried and leal, 

Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal ; 
Alakc, alake, the iiieikle dcil 

Wi’ a* his witches 
Are at it, skelpin’ jig and reel, 

In my poor pouches ! 

I modestly fu’ fain wad hint it, 

That one pound one, I sairly want it, 

If wi’ tlie hizzie down ye sent it. 

It would ho kind ; 

And while my heart wi’ life-blood dunted 
I’d bear’t in mind. 

So may the auld year gang out moaning 
To see the new come ladtui, groaning, 

Wi’ double plenty o’er the lounin 

To thee and thine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning * 
The hale design. 


Ye’ve licard this while how I’vo been licket, 
And by fell death was nearly nicket; 

Grim Jooii ! he got me by the fccket, 

And sair mo sheuk ; 
But by guid luck I lap a wicket, 

And turn’d a ncuk. 

But by that health, I’ve got a share o’t, 

And by that life, I’m promised inair o’t. 

My hale and weel I’ll tak a care o’t, 

A tentior way : 

Then farewell folly, hide and hair o’t 

For auce and aye! 
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CLII 

SieiSKS Ertoarn, 

DUMFRIES. 

WITH johnsok’s ‘ wnsrcAi museum.’ 

[Mlw Jessy Lcwars iratched ovlt the dwlinin/f days of the port, 
wlthtiie affectionate rcvcnucc of a dauKhtcr: tor tins she lias the 
dlentgratitudeof allivhoiulinircthpg;cnuis of llurns; she has re- 
ceived inoK» the thanks of the poet himself, expressed in verses not 
destined soon to dieO 

Thine be tbe volumes, Jessy fair, 

And with them taJee tlie Poet’s prayer ; 

That fate may in her fairest page. 

With every kindliest best presage, 

Of future bliss enrol thy name ; 

With native worth, and spotless fame, 

And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ill — ^biit chief, man’s felon snare ; 

All blameless joys on earth we find, 

And all the treasures of the mind — 

These he thy guardian and rew^ard ; 

So prays thy faithful fjlend, The Bard. 

June, 26, 1796. 

CLlll, 

^oem on Etfr, 

AOURKSSUO TO 

^ COLONEL DE PEYSTEB. 

UUUFKIES, lysxi. 

[This is supposed to be the last Pocn rritten l»y the hand, or 
conceived by the muse of Hums. The {icrs to u honi it is addressed 
was Colonel of the gentlemen Volunteci of Dumtrics, in whose 
ranks Uumi was a private : he was a Ca idian by birth, and prided 
himself on having defended Detroit, against the united eflortsof the 
Ercochand Amcricuis, He wasrougb andausterc, and thoughtthe 
science of war the noblest of all sciences: he affected a taste for lite- 
rature, and wrote verses.] 

Mv honoured colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet’s weal ; 

Ah ! now sma’ heart hae I to speel 

The steep Pai'nassus, 
Surromided thus by bolus pill. 

And potion glasses. 


0 wliat a canty warld were it. 

Would pain and care and sickness spare it ; 
And fortune favour worth and merit, 

As they deserve ! 

(And aye a rowtli, roast beef and claret ; 

Syne, wha wad starve ?) 

Dame Life, tho’ fiction out may trick her, 

And in paste gems and frippeiy deck her ; 

Oh i flickering, feeble, and imsicker 

I’ve found her still, 

Ay wavering like the willow- wicker, 

’Tween good and ill 

Then that cui*st carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches, likebaudrons by a rattan, 

Our siiifu’ saul to get a ckut on 

Wi’ felon ire; 

Syne, whip ! Lis tail ye’ll ne’er cast saut on — 
He’s aflf like fire. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it is na fair, 

First shewing us tho tempting ware, 

Bright wines and bonnie hisses rare, 

To put us daft ; 

Syne, weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O’ liell’s damn’d waft. 

Poor man, tho flie, aft hizzes bye. 

And aft as cliancc lie comes tlico nigli, 

Thy auld damn’d elbow yeiilis wi’ joy, 

And hellish pleasure ; 
Already in thy fancy’s eye, 

Thy sicker trciisui-e ! 

Soon heels-o’er-gowdie ! in he gangs, 

And like a sliecp head on a tangs. 

Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murd'ring wratle, 
As, dangling in the wind, he liangs 

A gibbet’s tassel 

But lest you think 1 am uncivil. 

To plague you with this draunting drivel, 
Abjuring a’ intentions evil, 

I fpiat my pen: 

The Lord preserve us frae the devil! 

Amen 1 amen ! 



EPITAPHS, EPIGRAMS, FRAGMENTS 


ETC, ETC. 


I. 

On tj&e Stul^or’s 

rwill’am Bumrsii ineritpH 
{ilv of \tu'tyi p&ticncc, and lo titudp.J 

0 YE wliose cheek tlio tear of pity stains, 

Draw near with pious rcvVence and attend I 
Hero lie the loving liiishand’s dear remains, 

'I'hc lender father and the gen’runs frii nd. 

The pitying heart that felt fur human woe ; 

The dauntless heai't that feared no human 
pride ; 

The friend of man, to vice alono a foe ; 

“ For ev’n his failings loan’d to virtue’s side/' 

11 

©n R. 51,, 

f Riihert Aiken Esq., to v “ I'hc Cuitor’i Saturday Night” ia 

« drim'd : a kind and f^en n.Hni] 

Know thou, 0 stranger to the fame 
()1‘ this imich lov’d, much honour’d name I 
(I* or none that knew him need be told) 

A warmer heart death ne’er made cold. 

III. 

<9(1 a dFttenti. 

(The name of this friend is neither mentioned nor alluded to in 
any nf the poet's productions.] 

An honest man here lies at rest 
As e’er God with his image blest I 
^’he fnend of man, the friend of truth ; 

The friend of age, and guide of youth ; 


I Few hearts h’ko his, with virtue warm iS, 

I Few heads with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss \ 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 


IV. 

JFot ffiabin IQamiltoii. 


[These lines allude to the persecution which Hamilton endured for 
presuming to ride on Sunday, and say, damn it," in the presenos 
of the uiinister of Mauchline.] 


The poor man weeps — ^here Gavin sleeps, 
Whom canting wretches blam’d: 

Ihit with such as he, where’er he he, 

May I be sav’d or damn’d ! 


On ISHce 3^of)nnv. 

HIC JACET WEE JOUNN' 


[Wee Jonny was John Wilson, printer of the Kilmarnock edi- 
tion of Bums’s rnems: he doubted the successor the speculation, and 
the poet punished him in these lines, which he printed unaware of 
their meaning.] 


W^ioe’ee thou art, 0 reader, know, 
That death has murder’d Johnny 1 
An* here his body lies fu* low— 

For Saul he ne’er had ony. 
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VT 

35oJn ISobe, 

INKKEEPEH, MAUCTILINE. 

(John Dove kept the Whltefoord Amu In Mauchline : his religion 
is made to eonilat of a comparative appreciation of tlie liquors he 
kept] 


Here lies Johnny Pidgeon ; 

What was his reHgion ? 

Wha o*er desires to ken, 

To some other warl* 

Maun foUow the carl, 

For licre Johnny Pidgeon had nane ! 

Strong ale was ablution — 

Small beer, persecution, 

A dram was memento mori ; 

But a full flowing bowl 
Was the saving his soul, 

And port was celestial glory. 


IX. 

0 n a Kotei? ^olemfr* 

[This noisy polemic was a mason of tnenamenf Jamrs Hum- 
phrey: he astonished Cromck by an elof|iicnt disscrtatum on Irve 
grace, effectual-calling, and predestination.] 

Below thir stancs lie Jamie’s banes : 

O Death, it’s my opinion, 

Thou iio’er took siicli a bletbrin’ b — cli 
Into thy dark dominion ! 

X. 

011 SJean jbeott. 

[The heroine of tlicse « * lines lived in Ayr. ai 

cheered the jxict with her s\ \ ell as her sweet looka I 


Oil ! had each Scot of ancient times 
Been .loany Scott, as tiiou art. 

The bravest heart on Eiiglisli ground 
Had yielded like a coward ! 

VTI. 

<n?i n SOng in 


[This laborious and useful wag uas tlie ** Dear Smith, thou 
tieeit pawkic thief,” of one of tlieixiet's fit test epistles: ho died in the 
West Indies ' 


Lament him, Mauchline husbands a’. 
He aften did assist ye ; 

For had ye staid whole weeks awa, 
Your wives tl»ey ne’er had missed ye. 
Ye Maucliline bairns, as on ye press 
To school in bands thegither, 

O tread ye lightly on his grass, — 
Perhaps he was your father. 


viir. 

0n a 0eIehcateb IfluUng lEIbtr* 


XL 

0n a |[?enpccheb 0ountrp £qu(iT. 


(Though rauisiic-d with the latii'c of tliosc linos, tlicpiHt 

made a second attempt.] 


As father Adam first was fool’d, 
A case that’s still too common, 
Here lies a man a woiri.an rul'd, 
The devil rul’d the woman. 


Xll. 

0n t()c Same. 


[Soutcr Hood obtained the distinction of this Epigram by his im- 
peitinenttianquities into wliat he called tlie moral delinquencies of 
Bumii] 


Here soutor Hood in death does sleep ;~ 
To h — II, if he’s ganc thither, 

Satan gic him thy gear to keep, 

He’ll baud it weel thegither. 


i The second attempt did not in Burns's fancy exhaust this fruitful 
subject : he tried his hand again.] 


O Death, had’st thou but spared his life, 
Whom we this day lament. 

We freely wad exchang’d the wife, 

And a’ been weel content I 
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Ev’n as he IS, cauld ill his grafT, His uncomVd gviz/.ly locks wild staiw, 

The swap we yet will doH ; tlmtcl^d ^ 

T^e thou the carlin’s Ccorcase afl*, A Iiead for tliought profound and clear, uii. 

Thou se get the soul to hoot. match’d 

Yet tlio’ Jiis caustic wit was hitiiig, rude, 

His heart was wann, benevolent, and good. 


XIIT. 

<?^n Same. 


[In these lines he hncle farewell tn this sordid dame, who lived, it 
s said, in Nethtr]ilare, iiemr M juichline.j 


One Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell, 

AN'Iieii de])riv'd of her husband she loved so 
well, 

In resjicet for the love and affection he'd sliow'd 
her, 

Slu* reduc’d him to dust and she drank up the 
pow dor. 

Hut Queen Nctlierplace, of a diif’reiit com- 
plexion, 

Wlicn eall’d on to order the fun’ral direction, 

A\'ould have t‘at her dear lord, on a slender 
pretence. 

Not to show iicr respect, but to save the ex- 
pense. 


XIV. 

®'|)e ?Qig])lnnh SSUcIcomc. 


rns UKtk farvucll of the htutjiit ot rhe SeotCuh lli^flilandf 

liiiea.) 


N\ HEN Death’s dark stream I ferry o’er, 
A time that surely shall come; 
in Heaven itself I’ll ask no mori' 

'riian just a Jlighland welcome. 


XV. 

<!Ilu ^tlltam <SmcUtc. 


Ismrllie, author of the J*hilos(i|>liy <i1 

I ruui} wit, and negligent in nothint; h. c his divis.] 

•^iittFwn ■Willie SincUic to Crochallaii eame, 
■I'la* old cock’d hat, the grey surtout, Ihe same; 

I I is liristling beard just rising in its might, 

’I'uas four long nights and days to &ha\ing 

night ; 


XVI 

ITcrsce 

WRITTEN ON A WINPOW 01 ' THE INN AT 
CAURON. 

[These lines were written on receii'ing w het the jwt ronsidned 
in unrivU refusal to l<K»k at tlicv.mks of the celct^raad farron 
bundry.J 

We came na here to view your warks 
Id hopes to be inair wise, 

But only, lest we gang to bell, 

It may be iiae surprise : 

For wdian we tirl’d at your door, 

Your porter donght na liear ns; 

Sac may, sbou’d we to hell’s yetts come 
Your billy Satan sair us I 

XVJT. 

[Hums wrote this reproof in a hJiakspeaie, ivliich he fmind splei 
didly bound and gilt, but unread and wnrui-caten, m n iiuhlc perwni 
library.] 

Through and through tlie inspir’d Io.avos 
Yc maggots make j-our w indings ; 

But oh ! respect his lordshii»’s tastc^ 

And spare his golden bindings. 

xvni. 

on 

[(In vlhiiing Stirling, Hums was s mg at Ix^liolding nothing 1 
dcsoLitJon in tlie imlaees ol our prino j and our halli of Kgislarw 

id that till rittvn by Im companion, Nienl, but tins wants 

iiilimiauoi 

Here Stuarts once in glory reigned, 

And laws for Si'utlund’s ueal ordained ; 

But now unroofed their palace stands, 

Tlioir sceptre’s swayed by otlitsr bands ; 

The injured Stuart line is gone, 

A race outlandisli fills llieir tliroiie; 

An idiot race, to honour lost; 

Who know them Lest despise them most. 
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XTX. 

liepYoof. 

(The impradenoe of making the lines written at Stirling public 
WM hinted to Bums by a fnend ; he said, ** Oh, but 1 mean to re- 
prove myidf for it," which he did in these words.] 

Hash mortal, and slanderous Poet, tliy name 
Shall no longer appear in the records of fame ; 
Dost not know that old Mansfield, who writes 
like the Bible, 

Says the more *tis a truth, Sir, the more ’tis a 
Hbel? 

XX. 

Zie Heplg. 

[I'lic minister of Gladsmuir wrote a censure on the Stirling liun, 
intimating, as a priest, that llurns’s race was nigh run, and as a 
prophet, that oliliv ion awaited his muse. The poet replied to the 
expo<>tulatinn. J 

Like Esop's lion. Bums says, sore I feel 
All others* scorn — hut daniu that ass’s heel. 

XXT. 

IL{nc$ 

WKTTTEN UNDER THE PICTURE 01' THE 
CEEEURATED MISS 11 URNS. 

[The Miss Burns of these lines was well known in those days to 
the bucks of the Scuctish metropolis : there is still a letter by the poet, 
claiming from the magistrates of Edinburgh a liberal interpretation 
of the laws of social morality, in behalf fif his fair namesake. i 

Cease, yc prudes, your envious railings, 

Lovely Burns has charms — confess : 

True it is, she had one failing — 

Had a woman ever less ? 


XXII. 

lExtempore in tl)c (S^ourt of 

[These portraits are strongly coloured with the partialities of the 
p<iet: Duudas bad offended his pride, Erskine had pleased his i'a» 
nity ; and as lie felt he sjioke.] 

LORD ADVOCATE. 

He cleiicli’d his jiamphlets in his fist. 

He Quoted and he hinted, 

’Till in a declamation-mi^t, 

His argument he tint it : 

He gaped for*t, he grap’d for’t. 

He land it was awa, man ; 

But what his common sense came short, 

Ho eked out wi* law, man. 


MB. ERSKTKC. 

Collected Hairy stood awee. 

Then open’d out his arm, man ; 

His lordship sat -wi* rnefu’ e*e. 

And ey’d the gathering stoiui, man i 
Like wind-driv’n hail it did assail. 

Or torrents o\vre a linn, man ; 

The Bench sae ^visc lift up their eyes, 
Half-wauken*d wi* the din, man. 


XXIII. 

?i^ui»banb 

(A lady who exprcssixl herself with incivility about her husba id'b 
potations with Bums, was rewarded by these sharp lines.] 


Curs’d be the man, the poorest wretch in life. 
The crouching vassal to tlie tyrant wife ! 

Who has no will but by her high permission ; 
Wlio has not sixpence but in her possession ; 
Who must to her his dear friend’s secret tell ; 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell ! 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 

I’d break her spirit, or I’d break her heart ; 
I’d charm her with the magic of a switch, 

I’d kiss her maids, and kick the perverse b— h. 


XXIV. 

SSIrftten at Snberars. 

[Neglected at theinn of Invcrary, on account of the presence of some 
Tinrlhern chiefs, and overlooked by huGniecrif Argyll, the poet lot UK>se 
his wrath and his rhyme : tradition siieaks of a pursuit which took 
place on the part of the Camplicll, when he was told of his mistake, 
and of a resolution not to be soothed on the part of the bard*i 

Whoe’er he he that sojourns here, 

I pity much his case, 

Unless he’s come to wait upon 
The Lord their God, his Grace. 

There’s naething here but Highland pride 
And Highland cauld and hunger ; 

If Providence has sent me here, 

’Twas surely in his anger. 
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XXV. 

(9n lltan^Iatlonss 


MARTIAL'S EPIGRAMS. fThb was an cxterniwre praiie, pronounced by the iwiet at a dinner. 

table, in Dumfries : he n as e\ er ready to (»ntribute tlie small chiiiiHo 
ot rhyme, for either the use or amusement of a company.] 


[Burns thus relates theoriftin of this sally 
“ Stipping at a merchant’s shop in Eldinburgh, a friend of mine 
one day i)ut Elpbinston’s Translation of Martial into my hand, and 
iledrcd my opinion of it. I asked permission to write my opinion on 
a blank leaf of the book s which being granted, I wrote this epi- 
gtam.] 

O THOU, whom poesy abhors, 

AVhom prose has turned out of doors, 
llcard’st thou that groan ? proceed no further; 
'Twas laurelled Martial roaring inurther ! 


O Thou, who kindly dost provide 
For every creature’s want ! 

We bless thee, God of Nature wide, 
For all thy goodness lent : 

And if it please thee, Heavenly Guide, 
May never worse be sent; 

But, whether granted or denied, 

Lord bless us with content ! 

Anieii. 


XXVJ. 

Sn^ettption. 

ON THE HEADSTONE OF FEV6USS0N. 


XXIX. 

9L Grace before 


il friends, M'hosc good feelings were luticr than their 
ha nainented witlt sunpleniental iron uoik thu hoadsronc 
Bums erected, with tins mscriptioii to the iiicmor}* ol his 
bard, Fergusson.] 


Here lies 

Robriit Fkiu.ussow, Poet. 
Born, September, 5, 17.'il : 
Died, Oct. 15, 1774. 


No .sculptured marble here, nor pompous lay, 
No storied urn nor animated bust 
Tins siiiiple stone directs pale Scotia’s way 
'I’o pour her boitows o’er her poet's dust. 


lagh>Park.] 


at the tabl of Mrs. Kid(U!l,c f Wihh) 


O Thou in whom we live and move, 
Who mad’st the sea and shore, 
Thy goodness constantly we prove. 
And grateful would adore. 

And if it please thee, Power above, 
Still grant us with such store, 

The friend we trust, the fair wo love, 
And we desire no more. 


XXVII. 


XXX. 
Gn 2®lnt. 


(!>n a <Scj[)oolma^tcr. 


['The name of tlie object of this heice epigram might be found, 
but in gratifying curiority, some pain would be inflicted.] 


fl'hc Willie Miehlc of this epigram was, it is said, schoolmaster cf 
tile parish nf Clcish, in Fifesliire . he met Burns dunng bis lint 
vmc toFkhnbuigb.) 


Here lie Willie Michie's banes ; 

O, Satan ! when ye tak him, 

Gi* him the schoolin’ o* your weans, 
For clever de’ils he’ll make them. 


Sic a reptile was Wat, 

Sic a miscreant slave, 

That the very worms damn’d him 
When laid in his grave. 

“ In his flesh there’s a famine,” 

A starv’d reptile cries ; 

** An’ his heart is rank poison,” 
Another replies. 
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XXXI. 

<3^apta{n iptanci^ ditose. 


[This WM a festive nlly : it is sdd that Grose, who was very fat. 

Chough he jfuned in the laugh, did not relish it.] 

The devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 

So whip! at the summons, old Satan caino 
flying; 

But when he approach’d where poor Francis 
lay moaning, 

And saw each bed-post with its burden a-groan- 

Astonish’d ! confounded ! cry’d Satan, “ By 
God, 

I’ll want him, ere I take such a damnable 
load !” 


XXXTT. 

Impromptu, 

TO MISS AINSLlll 

[These lines were oreasioned liy a sermon on sin, to which ihe 
poetaud Miss Ainslie of Berry well had listened, during his visit Cc< 
the Dorder.j 

Faiu maid you need not take the liiiii. 

Nor idle texts pursue : — 

’Twas guilty sinners that he meant, 

Not angels such as you ! 

XXXIII. 

Zfft IStfrk of 3lamtng;ton« 

[One rough, cold day Bums listened to a sermon, so little tohis 
liking, in the kirk ofl.amiTigton, in Clydesdale, that he left this pru* 
test on the scat where he sat.] 

As cauld a wind as ever hlew, 

A caiilder kirk, and in’t hut few ; 

As cauld a minister’s e’er spak, 

Ye’se a’ he hot ere I come hacL 

XXXIV. 

2r!)c Ecague anb ISTobenant. 

fin answer tn a gentleman who called the solemn League and Co> 
venant ridiculous and fanatical.] 

The solemn League and Covenant 

Cost Scotland blood — cost Scotland tears : 
But it sealed freedom’s sacred cause — 

If thou’rt a slave, indulge thy sneers. 


XXXV. 
on a ^ane of 

IN THE XNV AT MOFFAT. 

[A friend asked the |)oet why God made Miss Davies so little, and 
a lady who was with her, so large : betore the latliea, who had just 
IiassL.il the window, wire out iit sight, the following answer was ru> 
corded on a pdiu’ i f gloss.] 

Ask why God made the gem so small, 

And why so huge the granite ? 

Because God meant mankind should set 
The higher value ou it. 


XXXVi 

Spoken, 

ON BEING APPOINTED TO THE EXCISE. 

[Bums took no pleasure in the name of gauger; the situation 
was unworthy of him, and he seldom hesitated to say so.] 

Seahching aiild wives’ barrels, 

Och — hou ! the day ! 

That clurty hann should stain my laurels ; 
But — what’ll ye say ! 

These movin’ things ca’d wives and weans 
Wad move the very hearts o’ stanes ! 

XXXVIJ. 

Einr0 on i!^r0. Hemkle. 

[Tlie poet wrote these lines in Mrs. Riddel's box in the Dumfries 
Theatre, in the w'inter of 1794: he was much moved by Mrs. Kcm^ 
ble's noble and pathetic acting.] 

Kemble, thou cur’st my unbelief 
Of hroses and his rod ; 

At Yarico’s sweet notes of grief 
The rock with tears had flow’d. 


XXXVIII. 

^0 Sbum^ 

[John Syme, ol Ryedalc, a rhymer, a wit, and a gentleman oi 
education and intelligence, was, while Bums resided in Dumfries, 
his chief companion : he was bred to the law.) 

No more of your guests, he they titled or not, 
And cook’ry tlie first in the nation ; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 
Is proof to all other temptation. 
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WITH A PRESENT OF A DOZEN OK PORTER. 


fThe tavern where these lines were wntten was kept by a wan- 
deiint; mortal of the name of Smteh ; who, having vinted in some 
rapacity or other the Holy Land, put on his sign, **.fhhn Smith, from 
Jcrusaictn.” He was commonly knoivn by name of Jerusalem 
John.] 

O, HAD the malt thy strength of mind. 

Or hops the llavour of thy wit, 

’Twere drink for first of human kind, 

A gift that e’en for Syme were fit. 

Jerusalem Tavern, Dumfries, 

XL. 

^ dSrnce. 

['rhls Grace was spoken at the table of Rycdalc, where to the 
lyat cookery was added thr richest ivinc, as well as tiie rarest wit: 
liysUip was a db tiller. J 

Iaird, we thank and thee adore, 

For tcmp’ral gifts we littlo merit ; 

At present we will ask no more. 

Let William Hyslop give the spirit. 

XLI. 

inscription on a Gohlet. 

[Written on a ^nner-goblet by the hand of Dums. S> me, exaspe- 
rated at haidog his set of crystal defaced, threw the goblet under 
the grate : it was taken up by his clerk, and it tssiill preserved as a 
curiosity. 1 

There’s death in the cup — sac beware ! 

Nay, more — there is danger in touching 

Hut wha can avoid tlie fell snare ? 

The man and his wine’s sae bewitching ! 

XLII. 

^f)t Inbitation. 

(Uumshad a happy knack in aclEnowledgingdvillties: these lines 
tvere written wdth a pencil on the paper in which Mn. Hyslop, of 
Lochnitton inclosed an invitaticn to dinner.] 

The King’s most humble servant I, 

Gan scarcely spare a minute ; 

Hut I am yours at dinner-time 
Or olse the devil’s in it. 


[When the Commlssbners of Excise told Rums that he was 
act, and not to think; he took out hie pencil and wrote *The 
Creed of Poverty.’'] 

In politics if thou would’st mix, 

And mean thy fortunes he ; 

Bear this in mind — he deaf and blind ; 

Lot great folks hear and sec. 


XLIV. 

S^ritlen (n a llabp’$s ^ocIteUiSoob. 

fThat Burns loved liberty and sympathised with those who were 
warring in it» cause, these lines, and hundreds more, sufficiently 
teslify.J 

Grant me, indulgent Heav’n, that I may live 
To see the miscreants fool the pains they givo, 
Deal Freedom’s sacred treusur<*s free as air, 

Till slave and despot bo hut things which were. 


XLV. 


ISome sarcastic person said. In Bums’s heiring, that ch 
ftlsehood in tne Reverend Dr. Tturnsidc’.s looks : the poet mus.’d f >r a 
moment, and replied in lines w’liieh have less of truth than jNiint.] 


TiTA’r there is falsehood in his loolcs 
1 must and will deny ; 

They say their master is a knave — 
And sure they do not lie. 


XLVI. 

Zie ^oab*1Eater. 


[This reproof w*as ailministercd extempor • to one of the guests at 
the table of Maxwell of Terraughty, whose ivholc talk was of dukes 
with whom he had dined, and of earls with .vhoui he had supped.] 


What of carls with whom you have supt. 
And of dukes that you dined with yestreen f 
Lord ! a louse, Sir, is still but a louse, 
U'hough it craw'l on the curl of a queen. 
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L. 

ILinest 


[1 copied these Uncs from a pane «>f glass In the Frier’s ( arse Her- 
mitage. on which they had lieen traced with the diamond ot Hums.] 


To Riddel, much- lamented man, 

This ivied cot was dear ; 

Header, dost value matchless worth ? 
This ivied cot revere. 


XL VIII. 
Zf)c 


(Bums being called on tar a song, by hit brother volunteers. < 
a festim occasion, gave the folloudng Toast.] 


INSTEAD of a song, boys, I’ll give you a toast — 

Here’s the memory of those on the twelfth that 
we lost I — 

That we lost, did I say ? nay, by Heav'n, that 
we found ; 

For their fame it shall last while the world goes 
round. 

TJio next in succession, I’ll give you — the King I 

AVlioe'er would betray him, on high may ho 
, swing ; 

And here’s tlie grand fabric, our free Consti- 
tution, 

As built on the base of the groat Revolution ; 

And longer with politics not to be cranim’d. 

Be Anarchy curs'd, and be Tyranny damn’d; 

And who would to liberty e’lw prove disloyal, 

May his sou be a luuiginan, and he his first 
trial. 


Xl.lX. 

ON A 1‘EBSON NICKNAMED 


( In a moment when vanity previdieil against prudence, this person . 
WHO kept a respectable publiohouK In Dumfries, desired Bmnsto 
write his epitaph.] 

He HE lies a mock Moi'quis whose titles were 
shomm’d ; 

If ever he rise, it will be to be damn’d. 


WRITTEN ON A WINDOW 


(Bums traced these words with a diamond, on the window of the 
King's Anns Tavern, Dumfries, as a reply, or rcpnmf, w one wh - 
had been witty on excisemen. J 


Ye men of wit and wealth, why all this sneer- 
ing, 

’Grainst poor Excisemen? give the cause a 
hearing; 

"What are your landlords* rent-rolls ? tcazing 
ledgers : 

Wliat premiers — w’liat ? even monarclis’ mighty 
gaugers : 

Nay, what are priests, those seeming godly 
wise men ? 

What are they, pray, but spiritual Excisemen 


LI. 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE GLOBE 
TAVERN, DUMFRIES. 


(The Cli>l)c Tavern was Runis’s favourite ** Houff,''as he callcii 
it It had other attractions than good liquor; there lived ■' Aniiu, 
with the golden locks."] 


The graybeard, old Wisdom, may boast of hi^ 
treasures, 

Give me with gay Folly to live ; 

I grant him his calm-bloodcd, time-settled plea 
Eurcs, 

But Folly has raptures to give. 


LI I. 

Z'bt €itncr. 


(On a visit to St Maiy*s Isle. Burns was requested by the noble 
owner to say grace to dinner; he obeyed In theselines;. now known 
in (jalloway by the name of ** The Selkirk Grace.”? 


Some hoc meat and canna eat. 
And some wad cat that want it. 
Blit wo hac meat and we can eat, 
And sac the Lord be tliankct. 
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LIII. 

^0 Br. 

ON JESSIE STAIG’S RECOVERY. 

.Maxtt'dl wu a ddlful physician ; and Jessie Staip, the Provostfs 
eltot daughter, was a young lady of great beauty : she died early.] 


Maxwell, if merit here you crave 
That merit I deny, 

You save fair Jessie from the grave — 
An angel could not die. 


LTV. 

[These lines were traced by the hand of Uums on a goblet belong* 
ingto Gabriel Kichardson, bnnver, in Dumfries: it is carcftilly pie- 
served in the family.] 

Here brewer Gahriers fire’s extinct. 

And empty all his barrels : 

Tie’s blest — if as he brew’d he drink— 

In upright virtuous morals. 


liV. 

C^pitnpD 

ON WILLIAM NICOL. 

[Nicol was a scliolur, of ready and rough i\ it, who loved a joke 
audagilLJ 

Ye maggots feast on Nicol’s brain, 

For few sic feasts ye’ve gotten ; 

And fix your claws in Nicol’s heart, 

For deil a bit o’t’s rotten. 

LVI. 

0n ti)c IDealfi of a 3lap: 

XAMED ECHO. 

i"A>en dsiting with Syme at Kenmore Castle, Hums wrote this 
Kpitaph, rather reluctantly, it is saul. at the request ni tlie lady of the 
bouse, in honour of lijr lap*dog.] 


Ik wood and wild, ye warbling throng, 
Your heavy loss deplore : • 

Now hall extinct your powers of song, 
t^weet Echo is no more. 


Y'e jaiTing screeching things around, 
Scream your discordant joys ; 

Now half your din of tunelosB sound 
With Echo silent lies. 


LVIT. 

0n a Koteb CDoxcom^. 

[Neither Ayr, Edinbuigh , nor Dumfries have contested the hr 
of pnidudng the person on whom these lines were written doxc* 
IK thegrowth of all districts.] 


Lioht lay the earth on Willy’s breast, 
llis chicken-heart so tender ; 

But build a castle on his head, 

His skull will prop it under. 


LVIII. 

ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT OF 

Sforb Cuallofoap. 

[Tbis, and the three succeeding Epigrams, are hasty squibs throu ii 
a^d the tumult of a contesnd elecuon, and must not be taken 
the fixed and deliberate sentiments of the poet, regarding an ancient 
and noble house.] 


What dost tliou in that mansion fair ? - 
Flit, Gallow ay, and find 
Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cave, 

The picture of tiiy mind ! 

LIX. 

©n tie 

No Stewai t art thou, Galloway, 

The Stew^arts all were brave; 

Besides, the Stewarts were but fouls, 

Not one of them a knave. 


LX. 

<Dn iit i^amc. 

Bright ran thy lmc,0 Galloway, 
Thro* many a iar-fam'd sire ! 
So ran the far-foxa’d Roman way, 
So ended in a mire. 
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LX I. 

^0 t!)e Same, 

OK THE AUTHOR SEIKO THBEATEKED WITH 
HIS RESENTMENT. 

Stare me thy vengeance, Gs^loway, 

In quiet let me live : 

1 ask no kindness at thy hand, 

For thou hast none to give. 

LXII. 

0n a C^ountrs Eatth. 

Maxwell, of Cardonccs. afterwards Sir Davfd. exposed himself 
to* the rhyming wrath of Bums, by his activity in the contested 
eiretio*‘n of Heron,] 

Bless Jesus Christ, O Cardoness, 

With grateful lifted eyes, 

Who said that not the soul alone 
But body too, must rise : 

For had he said, “ the soul alone 
From death I will deliver ;** 

Alas ! alas ! O Cardoness, 

Then thou hadst slept for ever. 

LXIIJ. 

On 3(otR JUujilibp. 

[Burns, in Ills harshest lampoons, alwas's admitted the talents of 
Bashby : the peasantry, who hate all clever attornies, loved to handle 
his character with unsparing severity.] 

Here lies John Bushby, honest man i 
Cheat him Devil, gin yo can. 

LXIV. 

t¥ue Eopal Katibed. 

[At a dinner-party, where politics ran high, lines tignrd by men 
who called themselves the true loyal natives of Dumfries, were 
handed to Bums : he took a pencil, and at once wrote this reply-] 

Ye true “ Loyal Natives” attend to my song, 
In uproar and riot rejoice the night long ; 

From envy or hatred your corps is exempt, 

But where is your shield from the darts of con- 
tempt r ^ 


LXV. 

<!^n a Suicihi. 

[Bums was observed by my fnend, Dr. (!op1and Muti'l ison. bi 
fix, one morning, a bit of piiiK*rnn thcgra\o<if a poison whoUai 
committed suicide: on the palter these lines were pencilled.] 

Earth'd up liere lies an imp o" hell, 
Planted by Satan's dibble — 

Poor silly wretch, he’s damn’d liimsel’ 

To save the Lord the trouble. 

LXVT. 

Extempore 

PINNED ON A lady's COACH. 

f‘* Printed,** says Sir Harris Nicolas, from a copy in Bums's 
hand-writing,” a slight alteration in the last line is made from an 
oral version.} 

If you rattle along like your mistress’s tongue. 
Your speed will outrival the dart: 

But, a fly for your load, you’ll break down on the 
road 

If your stuff has the rot, like her ho.art. 

r.xvn. 

Hitus 

TO JOHN llANKINE. 

[These lini s were said to have been written by the poet to li; 
kltie, ot Adai ihill, witii orders to forward than v, hen he died. } 

ITe who of Uankinesang lies stiff and dead, 
And a green grassy hillock hidt‘s his licad ; 

Alas ! alas ! a dcvilisli change indeed. 

LXVIJI. 

Hcfenris. 

f Written on the blank side of a lift of wild Vieasts, exhittltnii; n 
niimfries. ■* Now,” said the poet, u ho was then very ill, it is fit ' 
be presented to a lady.'*] 

Talk not to me of savages 
From Afric's burning sun, 

No savage e’er could rend jiiy heart 
As, Jessy, thou hast done. 

But Jessy's lovely hand in mine, 

A mutual faith to plight, 

Not even to view the heavenly ofioir 
Would be so blest a sight 
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I.XIX. 

^oastt. 


[One day» when Rums was ill and seemed in slumlieri he ob- 
seri'ed Jessy Leworsmm'ing about the house Avith a li{tht step lest she 
should disturb him. He took a crj'stal goblet containuig w'lne- 
aud-water for moistening his lips, wrote tliese words upon it with a 
diamond, and presented it to her.] 


Fili. mo with the rosy wine, 
Call a toast — a toast divine ; 
Give the Poet’s darlin" flaino, 
Lovely Jessy ho tlio name ; 

Then thou iiiayest freely boast, 
Thou liost given a peerless toast. 


LXX. 

<5)n ILetoar^. 


^hc constancy of her attendance on the poet’s sick-beil and 
anxiety of mind Imiughr a slight illness ujion Jessy Lewars. “ Ym 
must not die yet," said the fxict : give me that gobh t, and I sliaU 
prepare you for the worst,” lie traced these lines with his dmmctid, 
and said, ** 'J’hat will be a companion to * The Toast.’"] 


Say, f^ages, what’s the charm on earth 
Can turn Death’s dart aside ? 

It is not purity and w'orth, 

Else Jessy had not died. 

R. B. 


LXXJ. 

ON THE RECOVEUY OF 

ILcbars^. 


r A little repose brought health to the young lady. 1 knew you 
W'tiiild not die,** ohMTt’ed the poet, with a smile: “ there is a pociir 
reason for your rccoix'ry lie wrote, and uith a feeble liand, tlic 
lollowing lines.] 


But rarely seen since Nature’s birth. 
The natives of the sky ; 

Yet still one seraph’s left on earth. 
For Jessy did not die. 

R. B. 


LXXIl. 
t|)e (EDfiap. an. 

ll’am, theChapman, is said by tlic late William Cobbett, who knew 
him, to have been a Thomas Kennedy, a nativcof Ayrshire, agent 
to a mercantile house in the west of Scotland. Sir Harris \icolas 
confounds lum with the Kennedy to whom Uurns addressed scmil 
letters and verses, which 1 pi-inted in rny edition of tiic ]vict in 
it is perhaps enough to say that tlie name of the one uus Thoniao* 
and the nameuf the other John.] 

As Tam the Chapman on a day, 

AVi’ Death forgather’d by the way, 

Weel pleas’d he greets a weight so lamoiis. 
And Death was nae less pleas’d wi’ Thomas, 
AVlia cliecrfully lays down the pack, 

And there hlaws up a hearty crack ; 

3 lis social, friendly, honest heart, 

Sae tickled Death they could na part : 

Sac after viewing knives and garters, 
Deatli takes him hnme to gic him rpiartei-a. 


LXXITI. 

lines teem to owe their origin to the precept of Mickle 
** The present nimnent is our ain. 

The next we never saw,”] 

Here’s a bottle and an honest friend ! 

AVhat wad you wish for niair, man? 
M'ha kens before his life may end, 
What his share may bo o’ care, man ? 
Then catch tlie moments as they fly, 
And use them as ye ought, man ! 
Believe me, hap])mess is shy, 

And comes not ay when sought, man. 


LXX IV. 


[The sentiment wliic 

Burns in the early, as i icludiiig days of his bfc.J 


Though fickle Fortune has deceived me, 

She promis’d fair and perform’d hut ill ; 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth hcreav’d me, 
Yet I hear a heart shall support me still. — 

I’ll act with prudence as far’s I’m able. 

But if success I must never find, 

Then come misfortune, I bid thee welcome, 
I’ll meet thee with mx undaunted mind. 
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LXXV. 1 T.XXVII. 


3>ol)n HeitnclJj?. 


[The John Kennedy to whom these verses and tlie sueceeclinK Ittios 
were addreBiedt lived, in ]7Hfi, at Dumfrics-housc, and his taste was 
BO much esteemed by tlic poet, that he submitted Ins « Cotter’s Satin- 
day Night” and the " Mountain Daisy” to his judgment: he seems 
to have beert of a sodal disjiosidon. J 

Now Kennedy, if foot or horse 
K’er bring you in by IVIaufliline Cross, 

L — d man, there’s lasses there wad force 
A hermit’s fancy. 

And down the gate in faith they’re woi’so 
And iiiair unchancy. 

But as I’m sayin’ please step to Dow's, 

And taste sic gear as Johnnie brow s, 

Till some bit callaii bring me new's 

I'liat ye are tliero. 

And if wo dinna Iiac a bonze 

I*se ne’er drink mair. 

It’s no I like to sit an’ swallow, 

'J’hen like a swine to puke and wallow, 

But gio me just a true good fallow, 

\Vi’ right iiigiue, 

And spunkic ance to make us mellow. 

And then we’ll shine. 

Now if ye*re ane o’ w’arl'.s folk, 

AVha rate the w earer by the cloak 
An’ sklent on iiovcrty their joke 

"VVi’ bitter sneer, 

AV'i’ you iiae friendsliip I will troke, 

Nor cheap nor dear. 

But if, as I’m informed weel, 

Ye liate as ill’s the very deil 
The flinty heart that canna feel — 

Come, Sir, here’s tac you ! 
llao there’s my haun, I wiss you weel 

And gude bo wi’ you, 

IlOBKUT BuRNESS. 

Mossffielj 3 March^ 1786. 


1.XXVI. 

^0 Sojin Hcmubg. 

Farewell, dear friend ! may guid luck hit you. 
And ’mang her favorites admit you ! 

If e’er Detraction shore to smit you, 

May nane believe him ! 
And ony deil that thinks to get you. 

Good Lord deceive him ! 
R. B. 


[Cmmek found these Characteristic Ures among CAe poor.s papers. 1 

There’s naetliin like the honest nappy ! 
■Whaur’ll ye e’er see men sac happy, 

Or women sonsie, saft an’ sappy, 

’Tween mom an’ morn, 
As them wha like to taste the drappie 

In glass or horn ’ 

I’ve seen me daezt upon a time; 

I scarc*e could wink or see a styme ; 

Just ae hauf muclikiu does me prime, 

Ought less is little, 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme, 

As gleg’s a' whittle. 


j.XXVlII. 

ON THE BLANK LEAF 
OP A 

SIX or ft bp ?i^annab iUorc. 

i*iiksi3nti:d uy mrs. c . 

’Thou flattering w'ork of friendship kind, 
Still may llty ]iages call to mind 

"J’he dear, tlie beauteous donor ; 
Tliough sweetly female every part, 

Yet such a liead, and more the lieart, 
J'^oes both tht; bexes honour, 

She showed her taste lefiued and just 
vVjien slie selected thee, 

Yet deviating ow n I must, 

For so ai)pro\ing me ! 

But kind still, I’ll mind still 
The giver in the gift ; 

I’ll bless lier, and wiss her 
A Friend above the Litt. 
^Mossgiel, April, 1786, 


LXXIX. 

AND BRETHREN 

#ta«oni( EoDrt at ^arbolton. 

Within your dear mansion may way ward con- 
tention, 

Or withering envy ne’er enter ; 

]May se<Teey round bo the mystical bound, 

And brotherly love be the centre, 

Edinburgh, 23 August, 1787* 


Eilmarnock, August, 1786. 
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LXXX, 

Ifmptomptii. 

f'llie tuinblnr on wtiicl) these t’cncs arc inscribed by die diamond 
of ]iurns» found its way to the hands of Sir Walter Seott, and is now 
among the treasures of Abbotsford.J 

You’re welcome, Willie Stewart, 

You’re wolcuine, Willie Stewart ; 

’J’liere’s ne’er a flower that blooms in May, 
That’s half sae welcome’s thou art. 

Como bumpers higli, express your joy. 

The bowl we maun renew it; 

The tappit-hen gjae bring her ben, 

To welcome Willie Stewart. 

May foes be strung, and friends be slack, 

Ilk action may lie rue it, 

May woman on liim tura her back. 

That wrongs tliee, Willie Stewart. 


liXXXI. 

^ta^)cr tor ^bam <^moui:. 

[Tliconginof tliis prayer is curious. In 17JW» die mairt-icnani 
of an iiMike<‘iM*r at Mnuclilinc, liAviug been caught m whar oh' 
biillad-maUers dclicatelj call “die deed of hbaiius" Adam Amioiii 
the biother of the poet’s iMinnic Jean, with otieoi tuomoic id hi< 
loinrades, executed a rustic act ot justice upon her, by iiaradiiig be' 
tierforte till ough the \ illagc, placed on a rfjugh, unprumsl pU'ico 
wood : an un pleasant cereOKiuy, vulgarly called ** Uidingthe.stang.’ 
Tins was rescnteil by Ocordie and Nansc, the girl’s master and mis 
tress- law was rcsoiud in, and as Adam hod to hide till the iiiatfei 
was settled, he durst not vciiiun* home till late on the Satunlai 
iiiKhis. Ill one ol tiiise hoine-comingb he met liiirns, who lauglus 
when he heard the s&iri , and said, ** 'ion have need uf some one r« 
pray for you." “ No tini- can do that better than ynurstlt,” was tin 
reply, and this hiiinoroiis iiUireessioii iias made on tlu iiisfant.and, 
as It is s,iid, “ clean otf lonf." 1* rom Adain Armour I obiaineil tin 
wtskjs, and when lie wrote tliciii our, he cold tin. stun to uliicli tin 
prayer oiiginated.J 

T^ord, pity me, for 1 am little, 

Aa elf of mischief and of luctth^, 


That can like ony wabster’s shuttle 
Jink there or here, 

Though scarce as lang’s a glide Ue-wliittle, 
I’m unco queer. 

Lord, pity now our waefu’ case, 

For Geordie’s Jurr we’re in disgrace, 
Because we stanged her tlirongh the place, 
’Moiig hundreds laiighiii, 
For which we dauriia show our face 
Witliin the claclian. 

And now we’re domed in glens and liallow s, 
And hunted as was William Wallace, 

By constables, those blackguard fellows, 
And bailies haitli, 

O Lord, preserve us frac the gallows ! 

That cursed death. 

Auld, grim, hlack-hearded Geoi-dii‘’s sel, 

O shake Iiiin owre the mouth o’ hell, 

And let him liing and roar iiud yell, 

Wi’ hideous din, 

And if he ofl'ers to rebel 

•lust heave him in. 

When Death comes in wi’ glimmering blink, 
And tips auld drunken Naiise the wink 
Gaur Satan gie her a — e a clink 
Behint his yett, 

And fill her up wi’ brimstone drink, 
lied recking hot ! 

There’s Jockie and the hav’rel Jenny, 
Some devil seize them in a hurry, 

And waft tliem in th’ infernal wlicrry 

Straiiglit tlirougli tlie lake, 
And gie their liides a noble curry, 

Wi’ oil of aik. 

As for the lass, lascivious body, 

Site’s had mischief euougli already, 

Wool slanged by market, mill, and smidd»e. 
She’s suffered sair, 

But may she wintle in a widdie, 

If .'.he wJt-re mair 



SONGS AND BALLADS. 


I. 

XelL 

Tune . — I am a man unmarried,** 

[** This composition," says Hums in his *• Common-place Book," 
■< was the first til my pcrfcrinanccs, and done at an early period in life, 
when my heart glowed with honest, warm simplicity ; unacquainted 
and uucorrupted \\ ith tiic u ays oi a wicked world, 'i’hc subject of 
it was a young girl who really desen-ed alt the praises 1 hai'e lio* 
stowed on hcr.’'J 

X. 

O ONCE I lov’d a bonnic lass, 

Ay, and I love her still ; 

And ivhilst that honour warms brcasti 
I'll Jove iny handsome Nell, 

II. 

As bonnie hisses I hae seen. 

And mony full as braw ; 

Jlut for a modest gracefu’ mien 
The like I never saw. 

III. 

A bonnie lass I will confess 
Is pleasant to the e’e, 

But without some better qualities 
She's no a lass for mo. 

But Nelly’s looks are blithe and sweet, 

And wliat is l)est of a’, 

Her roputalioii is complete, 

* And fair without a Haw. 

Sho dresses ay sac clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel : 

And then there’s something in her gait 
Gars ony dress look wcoL 

VI. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 
$tay slightly touch the lieart ; 

Blit it*s innocence and modesty 
That polishes the dart. 


'Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

’Tis this enchants my soul ; 

For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without control. 

IL 

.'iFottunc. 

[These lines, as Bums i iforms us, w'crc written to a tune of hit 
ywn comiHwing, consLsur ^ ol three parts, and the words ucre th- 
echo of the air. | 

O iiAGiNG fortune’s withering blast 
lias laid my leaf full low, O ! 

O raging fortune’s withenng blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, O ! 

My stem was fair, my hud was given, 

My blossom sweet did blow, O ; 

The dew fell fresh, the snn rose mild, 

And made my branches grow, O. 

But luckless fortune’s nortliorii storms 
lAiid a’ my blos-soins low, O ; 

But luckless fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O. 

III. 

IDveani’b H lag. 

[These melancholy venes were written when the poet wm aoiPi 
lerenteen years old : his early days were typical of his latter. J 


I dream’d I lay where flowers were springing 
Gaily in the sunny beam ; 

List’iiing to the wild birds singing, 

By a falling crystal stream t 
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Straiglit the sky grew black and daring; 

Thro' the woods the wliirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were wan*ing, 

O'er the swelling drunilie wave. 

II. 

Such was my life's deceitful morning, 

Such the pleasure I enjoy’d : 

Hut lang or noon, loud tempests storming, 
A’ my flowery bliss destroy’d. 

Tho’ fickle fortune has deceiv’d me, 

Slie promis’d fair, and perfonn’d but ill ; 
Of luony a joy and hope bereav’d mo, 

1 bear a heart shall support me still. 


IV. 

iITtbbte, 31 tbe iDap, 

Tune. — “ InvercaltVs ReeV* 

I’Pic 'ni>bii‘ wlio " siialc iia< Imt gacd by like atourfe,** was. it is 
V wl, tliC(lauKhti’r<if a nianwhciwas la«rd of three acres of jicac- 
mo&s. and tliou^cht it became licr to put ou airs in consequence.] 


But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice. 

Your daddio's gear maks you sue nice; 
The deil a ane wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as I. 


There lives a lass in yonder park, 

I would nae gto her in her sark. 

For thee, Md’ a’ thy thousau’ mark ; 
Ye need na look sae high. 


V. 

dFatber foajj a iFarmev. 

Tune . — The Weaver and his Shuttle, O.'* 

f •* The folloiying 8»>ng,** says the poet, “ is a wild rhaps<Kly, mis(w 
rably deficient in versification, but as the sentiments are the genuine 
feelings at my heart, for tliat reason I have a particular pleasure ui 
cotiuuig It oi»cr.”] 


O Tibbie, I hac seen the day, 
Ye wad na been sae sby ; 
h’or lack o’ gear ye lightly mo. 
But, trowtii, I care na by. 


Yestreen I met you on Iho moor, 
Y<‘ sjiak ua, but gued by like stoure ; 
Yc gcck at mo because I’m poor, 

But fieiit a liair care I. 


iloiibt na. Lass, but ye may think, 
lit ‘cause ye hue the name o’ clink, 
Th.at yo (tan picaso mo at a wink, 
Whene’er yc like to try. 

But sorrow tak him that’s sae moan, 
Altho’ his pouch o’ coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean. 

That looks sae proud and high. 


AUlio’ a lad were e’er sae smart, 
If that ho want the yellow dirt, 
Yo’ll cast your head anither airt, 
And answer him fu* dry. 


But if hehae the name o’ gear. 
Ye’ll fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho’ hardly he, for sense or lear. 
Be better tlian the kyc. 


My father was a farmer 

Upon the Can*ick border, O, 

And carefully ho bred mo 
In decency and order, O ; 
lie bade me act a manly part. 

Though I had ne’er a farthing, O; 
For witlioiit an honest manly heart. 
No man was worth regai'ding, O. 


Then out into tho world 

My course T did determine, O ; 
Tho’ to be rich was not my wish. 
Yet to be great wiis cbarmiiig, O : 
My talents they were not the worst, 
Nor yet my education, O ; 
llesolv’d was I, at least to try, 

To mend niy situation, O. 


In many a way, and vain essay, 

I courted fortune’s favour, O; 

Some cause unseen still stept between. 
To frustrate each endeavour, O : 
Sometimes by foes I was o’erpower’d 
Sometimes by friends forsaken, O, 
And when my hope was at tho top, 

X still was worst mistaken, O. 


Tlien sore harass’d, and tir’d at last, 
With fortune’s vain delusion, O, 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams 
And came to this conclusion, O: 
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The past was bad, and the future hid ; 

Its good or ill untried, O ; 

But the present hour, was in my pow’r. 

And so 1 would enjoy it, 0. 

V. 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I, 

Nor person to befriend me, O ; 

So 1 must toil, and sweat and broil, 

And labour to sustain me, O : 

To plough and sow, to reap and mow. 

My father bred me early, O ; 

For one, he said, to labour bred. 

Was a match for fortune fairly, O. 

VI. 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor. 

Thro' life I’m doom’d to wander, O, 

Till down my weary bones I hi^'. 

In everlasting slumber, O. 

No view nor care, but shun whate’er 
Might breed me pain or sorrow, O : 

I live to-day as well’s I may, 
llcgardless of to-morrow, O. 

VII. 

But cheerful still, I am as wxdl, 

As a monarch in a palace, O, 

Tho’ Fortune’s frown still liunts me down, 
With all her wonted malice, O : 

I make indeed my daily bread. 

But ne'er cau make it farther, O ; 

But, as daily bread is all 1 need, 

1 do not much regard her, O. 

VIII. 

When sometimes by my labour 
1 earn a little money, O, 

Some unforeseen misfortune 
Comes gen’rally upon me, O : 

Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, 

Or ray goodnatur’d folly, O; 

But come what will, I’vo sworn it still, 

I’ll ne’er be melancholy, O. 

IX. 

All you who follow wealth and power 
With unremitting ardour, O, 

The more in this you look for bliss, 

You leave your view the farther, O ; 

Had yon the wealth Potosi boasts, 

Or nations to adore you, O, 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown 
I will prefer before you, O. 

VI. 

Slobn ^arle^corn : 

A BALLAD. 

[UompoMil on the plan of an old boi .(/(, of wliich David Lidng has 
given an authentic version in his ve-y curious volume of Metrical 
Talea] 


There were three kings into the oast, 
Tliree kings both great and high ; 


An* they ha’c sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 


They took .'iplougli and plough’d him down, 
Put clods upon his head ; 

And they ha’e sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead. 


But the cheerful spring came kindly on. 
And show’i-s began to fall ; 

John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore suipris’d them all. 


The sultry suns of summer came, 

And ho grow thiek and strong; 

His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed spears 
That no one should him wrong. 


The sober autumn enter’d mild, 
When he gi ew w’an and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping heatl 
Show’d he began to fail. 


His colour sicken’d more and more, 
He faded into age; 

And tlien his euenties I)Ogan 
To shew their deadly rage. 


TlipyVo ta’eii a weapon, long anti sharp. 
And cut him by the knoo ; 

Then ty'd him fast upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 


They laid him down upon his back, 
And cudgeird him full sore; 

1'hey hung liiin up before the storm, 
And turn’d him o’er and o’er. 


They filled up a darksome pit 
With water to the brim ; 

They heaved in John Barleycorn, 
There let him sink or swim. 


They laid him out upon the floor, 
To work him farther woe ; 

And still, as signs of life appear’d, 
They toss’ d him to and fro. 


They wasted o’er a scorching flamo 
The marrow of his bones ; 

But a miller us’d him worst of all, 

For he crush’d liim between two stones, 
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ILXI. 

\nd they ha’e ta’en his very heart’s blood. 
And drank it round and round ; 

\nd still the more and more they di’ank, 
Tlicir joy did more abound. 

XIIT. 

folin Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise ; 

[i’or if you do but taste Ills blood, 

’Twill make your courage rise. 

XIV. 

'Twill make a man forget his woo ; 

’Twill heighten all his joy i 

TAvill make the widow’s heart to sing, 
Tho’ the tear Avore in her eye. 

XV. 

Tiion lot us toast John Barleycorn, 

I'ach man a glass in hand ; 

Aiul may his great posterity 
N(''or fail in old IScotland ! 


VIT. 

Ktgd 0* l^arlcs. 

Tune. — “ Com Jligs arc Itonnie,*' 

i Tw’fMoung women of the wciit, Anne Horiald and Anne BlaiT* 
each, oy the diMrict tiaditions, been claitned as Clit heroine of 
this iHtly song.] 

1 . 

It Avas upon a Lammas night. 

When corn rigs are bonnie, 

Beneath the moon’s unclouded light, 

1 lield awa to Annie : 

The time Hew by wi* tciitless hoed, 

’Till ’tween the late and early, 

Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed. 

To see me thro’ the barley. 

II. 

The sky was blue, the wind Avas still. 

The moon was shining cleai'ly; 

Isi‘t her down Avi* right good will, 

Airiang the rigs o’ barley : 

Iki'u’t her heart Avsis a’ my ain ; 

1 lov’d her most sincerely; 

I kiss’d her owre and owre again, 

Amang tho rigs o’ barley. 

III. 

I lock’d her in my fond embrace I 
Jler heart Aviis beating rarely ; 

^ly hlcssingu on that h{ip])y place, 

Amang tlie rigs o’ barley! 
hut hy the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 

Sli(* ay shall bless tl)at liappy night, 

Ainang tlio rigs o^ barley! 


I hae been blithe wi’ comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drinkin’ ; 

I hae been joyfu’ gatb’rin’ gear ; 

1 hae been liappy thinkin’ : 

But a’ the pleasures e’er I suav, 

Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly. 
That liappy night was worth them a*, 
Amang tho rigs o’ barley. 

CHORUS. 

Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs, 

An’ corn l igs arc bonnie : 

I’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie, 


VIU. 

iiitlonigomcrjh’jJ 

Tune.— “ Ca//a‘ Water.'' 

f“ My MontRoinery’s I’cj?sy»’’ i»ftys Burns, was my deity for Ux 
or raiinihs * sJie had iKvn bred in a style of lile rather elegant: 
itrosttne some Iieart-aches to pet rid of the affair.” The young 
lady listem'd to the cl(.qucnce of the ])oet, poured out in many an in< 
tertiew. and then quietly told him that slic stooil unalterably cn>{U(ted 
to another.] 

I. 

Altho’ my bed wore in yon muir 
Amang tho heather, in my plaidie, 

Yet happy, happy would 1 be, 

Had 1 my dear Montgomery's Peggy, 

II. 

When o’er tlie hill beat surly stonn.s, 

And winter nights were dark and rainy ; 

I’d seek some dell, and in my arms 
I’d shelter dear Montgomery's Peggy. 

III. 

Were I a baron proud and high. 

And horse and servants waiting ready, 

Then a’ ’twad gic o’ joy to me, 

The shariii’t with Montgomery’s I’eggy. 


IX. 

Tune. — “ I had a IlorsCy I had nae Afair,’’ 

[Tl.e Maurhline lady who won the poet’s heart -was. Jean Arinonr 
she loved to relate liow the bard made her aequwntance- his diiq ra > 
a..ross some linen w«ba which she was bleaching aiiithig Mauchiit'c 
gowans, and he apologized so handsomely that she Uatk anuti er Ido* 
at him. To tins mterview the world owes some of our moat imyiau- 
sititicd strums.] 

W HEN first I came to Stewart Kyle, 

My mind it was nae steady ; 

Where’er I gaed, wliere’er 1 radc, 

A mistress still L had ay : 
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But when I came roun’ by Maucblinc town. 
Not dreadin* any body, 

My heart was caught before I thought, 

And by a Mauchline lady. 


X. 

Tune. — “ The Deuks dang o*er mg Daddy P* 

1“ The HiplUand Lassie" ivas Mary Camphell, whose too early 
•feath the prwt sun^ in strains that will endure while the language 
lasts. *' She was," says Hums, a w’ann-hearted, charming young 
creature as ever blessed a man witli generous love."] 


Nae gentle dames, tho’ e’er .sae fair. 
Shall ever bo my muse's care : 

Their titles a’ are empty show' ; 

Gie me my Highland lassie, O. 

Within the glen sae bushy, O, 
Abooii the plains sae rushy, O, 

I set me down wi' right good will, 
To sing my Highland lassie, O. 


Oh, w'ore yon hills and vallies mine. 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine. 
The world then the love should know 
I bear my Highland lassie, O. 


Blit fickle fortune frowns on me, 
And I maim cross the raging sea; 
I3ut while iny crimson currents flow'. 
I’ll love my Plighland lassie, O. 


Altho' tliro^ foreign climes I range, 

I know her heart will never change. 

For her bosom burns with honour’s glow', 
My faithful Highland lassie, O. 


XL 

V«8sa* 

[Tlic heroine of this song is siiid to have hcou *' Motii 
Pesrffy*"! 

Tune. — I had a Horse, I had nae ilfair.” 


Now westlin winds and slaughtering gnus 
Bring autumn’s pleasant w'eather ; 

The moorcock springs, on wliimng w'iiigs, 
Ainang the blooming heather : 

Now waving grain, w’ide o’er tlie i>lain. 

Delights the vroary fiinner ; 

And the moon shines bright, w'hcn I rove at night 
To muse upon my charmer. 


The partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dolls ; 

The soaring hern the fountains : 
Thro’ lofty gi'oves the cushat roves 
Tlie i>atli of man to bhiin it ; 

The hazel bush o’l'rhangs the thrush, 
The spreading thorn the linnet. 


Thus cv’ry kind their pleasure find, 

’J’lic' savagi* and tlio tender ; 

Some social join, and leagues com])ino; 

Some solitary w'andcr; 

Avaunt, away ! tho cruel sw ay. 
Tyrannic man’s dominion ; 

The sportsman’s joy, tlie imird’ring cry, 
The flu tt’ ring, gory pinion. 


But Peggy, dear, the ev'niiig’s clear, 
Thick flies the sldmiuing swallow- ; 
The sky is blue, tho fields in view'. 
All fading-green and yellow : 

Come, let us stray our gladsome w'oy, 
And view the charms of mature ; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn, 
And every happy creatui e. 


For her I’ll dare the billow's’ roar. 
For her 1*11 trace a distant shore, 
That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my Highland lassie, O. 


She has my heart, she has my hand, 
By sacred truth and honour's band ! 
’Till the mortal stroke shall lay me lo\ 
I’m thine, ray Highland lassie, O. 
Farew'ell the glen sae bushy, O ! 
Farewell the plain sae rushy, O ! 
To other lands I now must go, 

To sing my Highland lassie, O. 


We'll gently walk, and sw'cetly talk, 
Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I’ll grasp thy waist, and, fondlyjprest. 
Swear how I love thee dearly : 

Not vernal show’rs to budding flow’rsj, 
Not autumn to the farmer. 

So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charmer ! 
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XIT. 

rantfn Mti% tlfte o*t. 

Tune .— nook o’ Fi/c.” 


My mitlier sent me to the toAvu, 
To warp a plaiden wah ; 

But the weary, wesuy wurpin o’t 
JTas gart me sigh and sab. 


; The heroine of this hiunorous ditty wm die mother of Sonde, 
■nilrkiiig, dear-bought JJess,” a person whom the poet regarded! as 
hr says, both for her form and her grace. J 


O WHA my babie-clouts will buy ? 

() wha will tent me when I cry ? 
Wha will kiss me where 1 lie ? — 
TI»e rantin dog the daddic o’t. 


0 wha will own he did the fau’t ? 

O wha will buy the groanin' iiiaut ? 
O wha w'ill tell me how to ca’t ? — 
The rantin dog the daddie o’t. 


W lu'ii I mount the ereepie chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 

(lie me Ilob, I’ll seek nae mair, 
The rantin dog the daddie o*t. 


Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me hdgin fain ? 

Wha will kiss me o'er again ? — 
The I’antin dog the daddie o’t. 


A bonnie westlin weaver lad, 
Sat working at his loom ; 
lie look my lieart as wi’ a net, 
In every knot and thrum. 


I sat beside my wai^in- wheel. 
And ay I ca’d it roun' ; 

But eveiy shot and every knock, 
My heart it gae a stoiin. 


The moon was sinking in the west 
Wi’ visage pale and wan. 

As my bonnie wnjstlin weaver lad 
Convoy’d me thro’ the glen. 


But what was said, or w'hat was done, 
Shame fa' me gin I tell ; 

Bnt, oh ! I fear the kintra soon 
Will ken as weel’s mysel. 

To the weavers gin ye go, fair maids, 
To the weavers gin ye go ; 

1 rede you right gang ne’er at night, 
To the weavers gin yc go. 


XIV. 


xnr. 

?l?cart hjn^ ancc. 

Tune. — “ To the Weavers gin ye go’^ 


[" Tlic chorus of this song,” says Uuriis, in his note totlie Mu 
'* w old, tlie rest is mine.” The ** bonmc, westlin \vca\ cr lad” 
to have been one of tlie rivals of Uie poet in the affections of a w 
ludyj 


Hy heart was ance as blytlie and free 
As simmer days were lang. 

But a bonnie, w'cstlin weaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang. 

To the weavers gin ye go, fair maids. 
To the weavers gin ye go ; 

1 rede you right gang ne’er at night. 
To the weavers gin ye go. 


KannU. 

Tune. — " My Nanntej O,'* 


[Agnes Fleming, servant at Calcothill, Insiui-vd this fine song: she 
died at an advanced age, and was more remarkable tor tiie beauty of 
her form than face. When questioned alsiut tlie love of Hums, site 
smiled and said, *' Aye, ativccl lie mode a great iiark about me.”J 


Behind yon hills where Lugar flows, 
’Mang moors an’ mosses many, O, 
The wintry sun the day has clos’d, 
And 1*11 awa to Nannie, 0. 


The westlin wind blaws loud an* shill ; 

The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O i 
But I’ll get my plaid, an’ out I’ll steal. 
An’ owre the hills to Nannie, O. 
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My Nannie’s ehanning, sweet, an’ young; 

Nae artfu* wiles to win yo. O : 

May ill befa’ the fluttering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 


xvr. 

3$onnfe 

Tune. — “ Braes o’ Balquhidder” 


Her face is fair, her heart is true, 
As spotless as slie’s bonnie, O : 
The op’ning gowan, wat wi’ dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 


A country lad is my degree. 

An’ few there be that kon mo, O ; 
But what care T how few they bo ? 
I’m welcome ay to Naiinu?, O. 


My riclies a’s my i)enny-feo, 

An’ I maun guide it cannic, O ; 
But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a’ my Nannie, O. 


Our auld guidman delights to view 
nis sheep an’ kye thrive bonnie, O ; 
But I’m as blytlie that hnuds his plough, 
An’ has nae care but Nannie, O. 


Come wcel, come woe, 1 care na by, 

I'll tak what Ileav’n will sen’ me, O : 
Nae ither care in life have 1, 

But live, an’ love my Nannie, O. 


[On those whom Burns loved he poured out songs without limit. 
Alison is said, by a western tradition, to be Moiitgomeiy'!. 
r^gy, but this seems doubtfuL] 


I’ll kiss thee yet, yet, 

An* I’ll kiss thee o’er ag.ain ; 
An’ I’ll kiss thee yet, yet, 

My bonnie Peggy Alison I 


Ilk care and fear, when thon art near, 
T ever mair defy them, O ; 

Young kings upon their liaiisel throne 
Arc no sae blest as I am, O ! 


When in my arms, wi’ a' thy charms 
I clasp iny countless tri'asiire, O, 

I si*(‘k nae mail* o’ llt^aveii to share 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure, O ! 


And by tliy eon, sac bonnie blue, 

1 swear I'm thine for ever, () ! - • 
And on thy lips I seal my vow, 

And break it shall 1 never, U ! 

I’ll liiss thee yet, yet. 

An’ I’ll kiss thee o’er again ; 
An’ I'll kiss thee yet, yet. 

My boiiuie i’cggy Alison ! 


XV. 


XVII. 


% iFtasment. 


nought but (E^ate. 


Tune — ‘‘ John Anderson myJo.^* 


Tunc. — “ Green grow i/te Bashes.” 


rrUi vene, written early, and probably intended for the starting 
verse of a song, was found among the papera of the poet.j 


One night as I did wander, 
When corn begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder, 

Upon an auld tree root : 
Auld Ayr ran by before me. 
And bicker’d to the seas ; 

A cushat crooded o’er me, 
That echoed thro’ the braes. 


[“Man was made when nature was but an npprcntioc; but 
woman is tlie last and most iwricet work of nature,” savs an ol*! 
writer, in a rare old hook : a ijassage whirli cxjin'sscii ihesontiiiK m 
of Bums ; yet it is all but certain that the Ploughman Bard was u n 
acquainted with “ Cupid's Whirlygig," where tliese ivorda are w bf 
found.] 


Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

The sweetest hours that e'er I s]. 
Are spent amang the hisses, O. 
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Thebe’s nought but care on ev’ry liau’, 
In every hour that passes, O : 

What siguifics the life o’ man, 

AiT ’twere na for the lasses, O. 


I’lio warly race may riches chase, 

An’ riclics still may fly tliem, O ; 

An' tho’ at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne’er eujoy them, O. 


l>iit gio me a canny hour at e’en, 
My arms about my dearie, O ; 
An’ >varly cares, an’ warly men, 
Maya’ gae tapsaltecrie, O. 


I'or you sae douce, ye sneer at this, 
Ye’re nought biiL seiiseliMss asses, O : 
Tiie wisest man the warl’ e’er saw, 

He dearly lov'd the lasses, 0. 


Aiild Nature sv ears tho lovely dears 
Her nobh'st work she classes, O : 

Hei ’prentice ban’ she try’d on man, 

An' then she made the lasses, O. 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the raslies, O ! 

The sw eotesl hours that e’er I sjiond 
Are spent ainang the lasses, O. 


XVJil. 

i'Uj; 3>ran'. 

I'liiie.— The Norlherii 


['Flu 1a(1> on whom thiK jia'osionatc i 
Arinuui.] 

Tnoucij cruel fate sliould bid us part, 

I’ar as the pole and line. 

Her dear idea round my heart, 

Wliould tenderly entwine. 

’J'hough mountains rise, and deserts liow'I, 
And oceans loar between ; 

Vet, dearer Ilian my deathless soul, 

1 still would love my Jean. 


XIX. 

Kobfn 

Tune. — “ Daintie Davie ” 


[Stothanl painted a clc\x‘r little picture from this charactcruclc 
ditty : the caume witej it was evident, saw in Robin's palm somt^ 
thing which tickled her, and a curious InteUigence sparkled in the 
eyes of her gnui)ui.J 


There was a lad was born in Kyle, 

But wliatna day o’ whatna style 
I doubt it’s hardly worth the while 
To he sae nice wi’ Kobin. 
liobin was a rovin’ boy, 

Jliiiitin* roviii,’ rantin’ rovin' | 
Ilobin was a rovin’ boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’ Robin ! 


Our monarch’s hindmost year butane 
Was five-and-twenty days begun, 
’T%vas then a blast o’ Janwai* win’ 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 


Tho gossip keekit in his loof, 

Quo’ scho wha lives will see the proo]'. 
"J’Jiis waly boy will be nae coof, 

1 tliiuk we’ll ca’ him Robin. 


lie'll hac misfortunes great and sma*. 
But ay a heart abouu them a’; 

He'll be a credit to us a’, 

We’ll a’ be proud o’ Robin, 


But sure as three times three male iiino, 
J see by ilka score and line, 

Tliis chap will dearly like our kin’, 

So leeze me on thee, Robin, 


Guid faith, quo* scho, I doubt you gar, 
Tho honnie lasses lie aspar, 

But twenty I'auts ye may hue waur. 

So blessin’s on thee, Robin ! 

Robin w'as a rovin’ boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’, rantin’ rovin’ j 
Robin was a rovin’ boy, 

Rantin’ rovin’ Robin ! 



140 


TIIK POETICAL WORKS 


XX. 

?^?^t JFIofomg Eoclig. 

Tune.— (unknown.) 


f One day— It is tradition that speak* — nums had his fmit in the 
■tirrup tn n'turn frrttn A}r to MaiiLhhne, nhen a vnuiip- ladv of 
Itreat beauty rude uptn the inn, and urdrred refreshments for lier m-i - 
vants : he made these lines at the moincnti to kca‘p, hcsaidj so inudi 
beauty in his memory.] 

IIsR flowing locks, the raven "s wing, 

Adown her neck and hosoiii hiiig; 

How sweet unto that hreast to cling, 

And round tliat neck entwine her ! 

Her lips arc roses wat wi’ dew, 

O, what a feast licr honiiio inou’ ! 

Her cheeks a mair ca*le,stifil hue, 

A crimson still diviner. 

XXL 

<?D kabc Xobek. 

Tune. — “ Mavchllne Hells. 

rWlio these MauHiliiu belloh w eic the lard in other ter 
as:— 

Miss Miller is fine, Mi>v Marklarid’t. divine, 

Miss Smith she has ttit, and Miss Hetty is brav 
Tliere's beauty and fortune to get tvitli Miss Mort 
But Armour’s the jetiTl forme o’ them a’.”J 


O LEAVE novels, ye Mauehline hellos, 
Ye’re safer at your spinning- wheel ; 
Such witching hooks are haited hooks 
For rakish rooks, like Kob Mossgiel. 


Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons, 
1’hey make your youthful fancies reel ; 
They heat your brains, and fire your veins. 
And then you’re prey for Hob Mossgiel. 


Beware a tongue that's smoothly hung 
A heart that warmly seems to feel ; 
That feeling heart but acts a part — 
’Tis rakish art in Hob lifossgiel. 


The frank address, the soft caress. 

Are worse than ijoisoiied darts of steel ; 
The frank address and politess 
Are all finesse in Hob Mossgiel. 


XXTT. 

Young Jjlcggn. 

Tuikj — Last time I cam oer the Muir.^^ 

fin these \ eiSf* Itiinis, it is s tSd, bade farc'well to one on whom he 
had, arcrirditiK to his <uvn ac ‘ouiit, wasted ei^ht months ot cnuit- 
sliip. Vi c hear no more of Mo kt^foincry s 


Young Peggy blooms our bonniest hiss, 
Her blush is like the morning, 

The rosy dawn, the sjiringing grass, 
Witli early g(*ins adorning ; 

Her eyes oiitsIiiiK^ tlie radiant beams 
That gild tlie passing shower. 

And glitter o’er the crystal streams, 

And clieer each fresh’ning floiver. 


Her lips, more than tlie cliorrit's bi-iglil, 
A richer dye has graced them ; 

They charm th’ admiring gazer's sight. 
And sweetly tempt to taste them : 

Her smile is, as the evening, mild. 
When feather'd tribes are courting, 

And little lambkins wanton wild. 

In playful bands disporting. 

m. 

Were fortune lovely J’eggy’s foe, 

Such sweetness would njlent her. 

As blooming spring unbends the brow 
Of surly, savage winter. 

HetrsKJtion's ey(‘ no aim can gain, 

Her winning powers to lessen ; 

And fretful envy grins in vain 
The x>ei.son\l iootli to fasten. 


Ye powers of honour, love, and truth, 
I'loiii every ill defeml her ; 

Inspire the highly-favour'd youtli, 
T'he destinies intend lier ; 

Still fan the sweet eoiinuhial tlamc 
Hesiioiisive in each bosom, 

And bless tlie dear parental mime 
With many a filial blossom. 


XXIIT. 

cure for nil (ll^are. 

’J'unc. — Prepare^ my dear Breiluren, to the Taveru 
LeCsJiyP 

f'I’arholtor. J.odKc, of which the jKM't was a member, was noted for 
its socialities. Masonic lyricsareall of adark and mysticorder ; and 
those of Burns aic scarcely an exiipaun.] 


No churchman am I for to rail and to write 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight. 
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No fely man of businoss contriving to snare — 
For a big-bellied l>ott!'»*s the whole of my care. 


"I’ho peer 1 don’t envy, 1 give him his bow ; 

] scorn not the peasant, tho’ ever so low ; 

Hut a club ot good fellows, like tliose that are 
here. 

And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 

Here passes the scpiiro on bis brother — his 
horse ; 

TJicre centum per centum, the cit with his 
purse ; 

Hut see you Tlie Crown, how it waves in tliOiiir ! 

'J'here a big-bellied bottle still eases iny c.iro. 

^’he wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 

For sweet consohition to church 1 did Hy ; 

I found that old Solomon proved it fair, 

'J'hat u big-bellied bottle's a cure for all care. 


1 once was persuaded a venture to make ; 

A h‘ttor inform’d mo that all was to wreck ; — 
lJut the pursy old landlord just w'addled up 
stairs, 

With a glorious bottle that ended iii}' cares. 


“ J life's cares they arc comforts,”’— a maxim 
laid down 

By the bard, wdiat d’ye call him, that wore the 
hlack gown ; 

And faith 1 agree with th' old prig to a luiir ; 

For a big-l»cliied bottle’s a hcav’n of care 

VII. 

ADDED IN A MASON 1.0DGE. 

M’litm fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow, 

The honours iiisisonic pr<‘j>aro for to throw ; 

M.iy every true brother of the eoiniKiss and 
square 

lliive a big-bi*llieJ bottle wlmn harass’d with 
care ! 

XXIV. 

C'lHa. 

Tunc, — ‘‘ Gildcroyy 

!My UitecxLellmt friuiid, John Unit, informed me that the Ehra 

of thui Hong wa» his relative, and that her name was Elizabeth Har- 


But boundless oceans roaring wide, 
Between my love and me, 

They never, never can divide 
3Iy heart and soul from thee ! 


Farewell, farcAvell, Eliza dear. 

The maid that I adore ! 

A boding voice is in mine car, 

We piirt to meet no more ! 

The latest throb that leaves my heart, 
While death stands \ ictor by, 

1'hat throb, Eliza, is th}'^ part, 

And thine that latest sigh ! 


XXV. 

Si)e Jbong of dDIt) IttlHe. 

Tune . — Shawnhoyy 


[**This soTif;, wreteby Mr. llurnh, was sunfc by him lu the Kil* 
mamnclc-Ktlwlnn ug Lodge, in 17S(>. and fcivcn by him to Mr. 

on tiK’on<inHl, in tlie port’s lmiid-wntin(t, in the po 
Ciabnrl Ncil, of (Slasgow.J 


Ye sons of old Killic, assembled by Willie, 

To follow the noble vocation ; 

Your thrifty old mother has scaree sucli another 
To sit ill that lionoun>d station. 

I've little to say, but only to pray, 

As praying’s the tun ofy'oiir i'asliloii ; 

A prayer from the muse you A\t‘ll may ex- 
cuse, 

’Tis seldom her favourite jiassicm. 


Ye po>vei*s w^ho preside o’er the wind and the 
tide, 

^^'ho marked each element’s border; 

Who formed this frame with beneficent aim, 
Whose sovereign statute is order ; 

Within this dear mansion, may w'ayward coii- 
tcutiuii 

Or withered envy ne’er enter ; 

]May secresy round be the mystical bound. 

And brotherly love be the centre. 


Faom thee, Eliza, I must go, 

And from my native shore ; 

The cruel Fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean’s roar : 


Yountf’s Ni^hc riiouKiiiiu 
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XXVI. 

itttnU. 

Tunc . — Johnny s grey Breeks/ 

lOt’ the Itidy who inspired this souk no one lias kia on any account, 
it lint appeared in thesceond edition of the ]>ool's works, niul as the 
chorus was written i»y an Kdinlnirfsh gentleman, u has laen surmised 
that tlic song was a matter of friendship ratiier than of the heart.] 


Again rejoicing nature sees 

}Ier robe assume its vernal hues, 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 

All freshly stet'jt’d in morning dews. 

And maun I still on Meiiie doat. 

And hcfir the scorn tliat’s in her o’e ? 
For it’s jet, jot black, an' it’s like a hawk, 
All’ it wiiina h‘t a body he. 


Ill v.iiii to me the cowslips hlaw, 

111 vain to me the vi’lets spring ; 
Jji vain to me, in glen or sliaw. 

The mavis and the lintwhitc sin« 


’rju‘ merry itlouglihoy elietu*s liis team, 
Wi’ joy the teutie soetlsiuaii stalks; 
Hut life to me's a weary dream, 

A dream of aiie that never wauka 


TJio w anton coot the water skims, 
Amaiig the reeds the ducklings cry. 
The stately swan majestic swims, 

And every thing is blest hut I. 


’J'hc sheeii-lierd stocks his faulding slap, 
And owTO the moorland whistles shrill ; 
Wi’ wild, unequal, wand’ring step, 

J meet him on the dewy hill. 


And wdicn the lark, ’tween light and dark, 
Wythe w’aukens by the daisy’s side, 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist 1 liameward glide. 


Come, Winter, with thine angry howl, 

And raging bend the naked tree : 

Thy gloom will sooth my cheerless soul, 

\\'hon nature all is sad like me ! 

And maun 1 still on Menic doat, 

And bear the scorn that's in her e’e ? 
For it’s jet, jet black, an’ it’s like a liaw k, 
An’ it wiuua let a body be. 


XXVII. 

‘^\)t dFatftocll 

Til TMli: 

HHETllUKN OF ST. JAMES’S LODGE, 
TARlJOl/rON. 

Tune — “ Good^nighty and Joy he wV you a*.** 


[Durnhi It :s said, sung this song in the St. Jatnos'it 1.0(lge ot '['.ir- 
tioltim, when his chest ivas nn the way tu (irccnock: iiwii are yet 
living u ho had the honour uf hearing him — the ouncludlng verse at- 
leeteil the whole lodge.] 


Adieu ! a heart-w'arni, fond adieu ! 

.Dear brother’s of the mystic tye! 
Ye favour'd, ye enlightened few, 
Comjianions of my social joy ! 

Tlio’ 1 to foreign lauds must hie, 
I’ursuing Fortune’s slidd’ry ha’, 
With melting heart, and brimful eye, 
I’ll mind you still, tho’ far awa’. 


Oft have i met your social hand. 

And spent the checi'ful, festive night ; 
Oft, honor’d with supremo command, 
Tresided o’er the sons of light : 

And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none hut crafismen ever sa^v ! 
Strong mem'ry on iny lieart shall Avnte 
Those happy scenes Avlieu far awa’. 


May freedom, liarmouy, anil lovii 
Uuite you in the giand design, 
Beneath th’ Omniscient Eye above, 
I’lie glorious Architect divine ! 
That you may keep th’ uiieiTing line, 
Still rising by the plummet's law, 
Till ord(‘r bright completely si line, 
Shall he my pray’r when far awa’. 


And you farewell ! who.se merits claim, 
.1 ustly, that highest bridge to wear ! 
lleav’n bless your honor’d, noble name. 
To nuisonry and Scotia desir ! 

A last request permit me hero, 

When yearly ye assemble a’, 

One round — 1 ask it vi ith a tear. 

To him, the Hard that’s far awa’. 
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XXVUl. 

Tunc . — If he he a Uulchcr neat an 


fThere arc many variation , « Inch ivasAi <,t prn 

Civnick from tlie oral cnmiii a f iLu^uw laiij , on 

charm* the poet, in early life 


Ok Ccasnock bunks a lassie tlwells ; 

Could I describe her sliape and iiiic'U ; 
Our lasses a’ she far excels, 

An’ she has twa sijarkliiig rofruish ecu. 


She’s sweeter than the inoniing dawn 
When rising riicebus first is seen, 

And dew-drojia twinkle o'er the hinn ; 
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish ecu. 


She’s stately like yon youthful ash, 

'i’liat grows the cowsli]) br.ies b(‘tw('eii. 
And drinks the stream wdtli vigour fri'sli; 
An’ she lias twa sparkling roguish een. 


Her teeth are like the nightly snow 
When pale the morning rises keen, 
While hid the murmuring streandets ilow ? 
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een. 


Her lips arc like yon cherries riiie, 

That sunny walls fi-om lioreus screen — 
I’hcy tempt tlio taste and charm the sight ; 
An’ she has twa S2>arklijig roguish een. 


Her tec'th are like a flock of sheep, 

Witli fle<v<*s iKwvIy washen <‘]ean, 

That slowly mount the rising steej) ; 

All* she has twa glancin’ roguish t*eii. 

XII. 

Her breath is lilco tin* fragrant ln\»ezo 
Tliat gently stirs the blossom’d bean, 
Wlien Uluebns sinks lH‘bmd tlie seas ; 
An* she lias tw'a sparkling roguish een. 

Xlll. 

Her voice is like the ev’niug thrush 
That sings on Cessnock banks uus(^(*n, 
While his mate sits nestling in tlie bush ; 
All* she has twa s^iarkliiig roguish eiMi. 


Wlu‘’s siiotlcss like the flow 'ring tliorii, 

Witli flovv'rs so white and leaves so green, 
When imrest in the dewy Tiiorii ; 

An’ slie has twa sparkling roguish ee.n. 


II or looks are like the vernal IMay, 

When evening Fluebus shines sereiK*, 
M’liile liirds rejoice on every spray — 

An* she lias twa spaikling roguish een. 


Her liair is like the curling mist 
That climbs the mountuin>sides at e’en, 
Wlion flow’r-reviving rains are past ; 

An* she has twa sparkling roguish een. 


Her forehead’s like the show’ry bow, 
Wlieii gloaming sunbeams intervene, 
And gild the distant mountain's brow ; 
All’ she has twa sparkling roguish een. 


Ih'r checks are like yon crimson goin, 
'file pride of all the flowery scene, 
dust opening on its thorny stem ; 

An’ she has tw'a spai’kling roguish een. 


Hut it’s not her air, her form, her face, 
U'ho’ matcliiug beauty’s fabli'd qreeii, 
’Tis the mind that shines in ev’ry grace. 
All’ chiefly in her roguish een. 


XXIX. 
iJ^tavg ! 

Tune. — “ Blue ItonnclsJ' 


{In the original maim»cript Hums calls tills song “A Prayei fui 
Mary;” liis Highland Mar> is supisised to he the iiispirer.l 


PowEiLS celestial 1 whose jn’otfLlion 
Ever guards the virtuous f.iir. 
While in distant climes I wander, 

Let my Mary he your care ; 

Let her form sae fair and fauUk^ss, 
Fair and faultless as your own, 

Let my Mary’s kindred spirit 

Draw your choicest infliieiife dou i. 
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Make the gales you waft around lior 
Soft and peaceful as her bi*east ; 
Breathing in tlie bre eze that fans her 
Sooth her bosom into rest : 

Guardian angels ! O prote(;t licr, 

When in distant lauds 1 roam ; 

To realms unknown while fate (,*xilcs me, 
Make licr bosom still my homo. 


XXX. 

of liailociimsU. 

I’niio . — Afinn Farcu'cH to Banff*' 

Alcxhiitloi , of ItalUichui} Ic, as the poet tells her iti a letter, 
dated Movemher, 17<W!, inspired this popular son;:;. He chaiietd to 
mrt't her in one of his laviuinte walks on tin. hanks of the A>i» 
and the finesceiieand the lowly lady set the muse to work. Miss 
Alexander. |icrhaps unai'custoined to this forward wixiiiiK of the 
muse, allowed the (»ffcring to remain unnotieed for a time : it is now 
in a costly fiaine. and hung in her chamber — as ic deserves to be.] 


’Twas even — the dowy fields w’^ere green, 
On every blade tin* pearls hung, 

Tlio zephyr wanton’d round the bean, 
And bore its fragi-aut sweets along : 

In ev’ry glen tho mavis sang. 

All nature listening seem’d the while, 
Exccxit where greenwood echoes rang, 
Aiiiang tlie braes o’ Ballochraylo. 


With careless step 1 onward stray’d, 
My heart rejoic’d in nature’s joy. 
When musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair 1 chanc’d to spy ; 
Her look was like the morning’s eye. 
Tier air like nature’s vernal smile, 
l*ei*fection whisper’d, passing by, 
Behold the lass o’ Balloclimyle ! 


Fair is the morn in flow’iy May, 

And sweet is night in autumn mild ; 
When roving thro’ the garden gay. 

Or wand'i-ing in the lonely w'ild ; 

But woman, nature’s darling child ! 

There all her charms she does compile ; 
Kven there her other works are foil’d 
By the bonnic lass o* Balloclimyle. 


O, had she been a country maid, 

And I the happy countiy swain, 
Tho’ shelter’d in the lowest shod 
That ever rose on Scotland’s plain, 


Thro’ weaiy winter’s wind and rain, 
With joy, with rapture, I would toil ; 
And nightly to my bosom strain 
Tlie bonnie lass o’ Ballochinylo. 


Then pride might climb tho slipp’ry steep, 
Where fame and honours lofty shine; 
And thii‘st of gold might tempt the deep. 

Or downward seek tho Indian mine; 
Give me the cot below the pine. 

To tend tho flocks, or till the soil. 

And ev’ry day have joys divine 

With the honuie lass o’ Ballocliiinli*. 


XXXI. 

Zf>2 Cfiloomri Xigbt. 
Tune. — “ JRoxIin Castle, 


{** 1 had taken,” says Ituinb, “ the last faicw ell of ni> (nend^ n 
chest was on the ntfui to firecnock, and I had eon»iif>sf(l the last wi 
I should ever measure in Caledonia — 

• The gloomy night is gathering 


Thk gloomy night is gath’ring fast, 
Loud roans the wild inconstant blast ; 
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I see it driving o'er tho plain ; 

TJie hunter now has left the moor, 

^rJie scatter’d coveys meet seenre ; 
While here 1 wander, prest with eare- 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 


The Autumn mourns her rip'niiig corn. 

By early W’ inter’s ravage torn ; 

Across her placid, azure sky, 

She sees the scowling teniiiest fly : 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave — 

I think upon the stormy wave, 

Where many a danger 1 must dare, 

Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

HI. 

’Tis not the surging billow’s roar, 

’I’is nut tliat fatal deadly shore ; 

Tho' d»*ath in ev’ry shajie appear, 

The wretched have no more to fear ! 

But round my heart the ties are bound, 

That heart transpierc’d with many a wound s 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear, 

To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr. 
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Fare oil old CoiWs hills and dales, 

Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 

The scenes where wretched fancy roves, 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 

Farewell, my friends ! farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those— 
The bursting tears my heart declare ; 
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr ! 


XXXIL 

(!D fofiat bih pc get. 

Tune, — “ Bmnie Dundee. 

[This U one of the first songs which Bums ooaimunu*At«l to John- 
tfiii’s Musical Museum : the starting verse is partly old and luirtly 
lew : the second is wholly by his hand.] 


0, wiiAR did ye get tliat hauvor meal bannock ? 

O silly blind body, 0 ditma ye see ? 

I gat it frae a young brislc sodger laddie. 

iloiweon Saint Johnston and bonnie Ihindee. 
(> gin I saw the laddie that gae me ’t ! 

Aft lias Iio doudl’d me up on his knee; 

May Heaven protect my bonnie Scots laddie, 
And send him safe haino to his habie and 
me ! 


Long did I bear the heavy yoke, 
And many griefs attended ; 
But to my coi^ort be it spoke, 
Now, now her life is ended. 


We liv'd full one-and-twenty years 
A man and wife together ; 

At length from me her course she steer’d, 
And gone 1 know not whither : 

Would 1 could guess, 1 do profess, 

1 speak, and do not flatter, 

Of all the women in the world, 

1 never could come at her. 


Her body is bestowed well, 

A handsome grave does liidi; licr. 
But sure her soul is not in hell, 

The deil would ne’er abide her. 

I rather think she is aloft, 

And imitating thunder ; 

For why, — incthinks I hear her voice 
Tearing the clouds asunder. 


XXXIV. 

€Come bobn tj^e i$ack 

Tune. — WhuiUti and Vll come to you, my Lad.^ 


My blessin’s upon thy sweet wee lippie. 

My blcssin’s upon thy bonnie e’o brie ! 

Thy smiles are sae like my blyth sodger laddie, 
Thou’s ay the dearer and dearer to me ! 

But I’ll big a bower on you bonnie banks. 
Whore Tay rins wimplin’ by sae clear; 

And I'll deed thee in the tartan sac fine, 

And mak tliee a man like thy daddie dear. 


XXXIII. 

Wbe Mibofver. 

Tune . — Maggy Lauder” 

FMoBtof this song b by Bums : his fancy was hllcd with imigcn 
' l* mauimmiial Joy or infelidtyt and he had them ever ready at cht! 
call of the muse. It was first printed in the Musical Museum.] 


I If AABiEB with a scolding wife 
The fourteenth of November; 
She mode me weary of my life. 
By one unruly member. 


(TlieMrof this song was composed by .iohn Bruce, a Duiniri 
fiddler. Burns gave another and happier version to the Wwrk of 
Thomstin ; this was written for the Museum of Joiiuson, where ic 
was first published.] 


CHORUS. 

O whistle, and I'll uome 
To you, iny lad • 

0 whistle, and 1*11 come 
To you, my lad: 

Tho’ father and mither 
Should baith gae mad, 

O whistle, and I’ll come 
To you my lad. 

Come down the back stau-s 
When ye come to court me ; 
Como down the back stairs 
When ye come to court me ; 
Come down tlie back stairs, 
And let naebody sec, 

And come as ye were na 
Coming to me. 
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XXXV. 

1 am ms iH^amms'^ at iSaivn. 

Tune. — “/*m o^er young to marry yetJ** 

[The title, and part of the chorus only of this song are old ; the 
rest is by Burns, and was written for Johnson.] 


1am my mammy’s ae baiin, 

Wi’ unco folk I weary, Sir ; 

And lying in a man’s bed, 

I’m fley’d it make me eerie, Sir. 

I’m o’er young to maiTy yet ; 

I’m o’er young to marry yet; 
I’m o’er young — *twad bo a sin 
To tall me frae my mammy yet. 


Hallowmas is come and ganc, 

The nights are lang in winter, Sir ; 
And you an’ I in ae bed, 

In trouth, I dare na venture, Sir. 


Fu’ loud and shill the frosty wind, 

Blaws through the leailcss tiiiimcr. Sir; 
But if ye come this gate again, 

JTl aiildor bo gin simmer. Sir. 

I’m o’er young to many yet; 

I’m o’er young to marry yet ; 
I’m o’er young, ’twad bo a sin 
To tak me irac my main my yet. 


XXX VI. 

Idonnk Ensiistc, fotll rc go. 

Tunc. — “ The hirks of Aherfeldy,'*^ 

[An old strain, called The Ilirks of Alicrpfcldic,” was the forerun- 
ner of this sweet song : it was written, the }ioet says, standing under 
Die Falls of Ahcrfeldy. near Moncss, in Perthshire, during one of the 
tuniis which he made to the north, in the year 17117- J 


Bonnie lassie, will ye go, 

Will ye go, will ye go ; 
Bonnie hissie, will ye go 
To the birks of Abei’feldy? 


Now simmer blinks on flowery braes, 
And o’er the crystal streamlet plays ; 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aborfoldy. 


The little birdies blithely sing. 

While o’er their heads the hazels hing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the birks of Abei-fcldy. 


The braes ascend, like lofty wa’s. 

The foamy stream deep-roaring fa’s, 
O’erhung wi’ fragrant spreading shaws. 
The birks of Aberfeldy. , 


The hoary cliffs are crowned wi’ flowers. 
White o’er the linns the hurnie pours, 
And rising, weets wi’ misty showers 
Tlie birks of Aberfeldy. 


Let Fortune’s gifts at random flee. 

They ne’er shall draw a wish frae mo, 
Supremely blest wi* love and thee. 

In the birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, will ye go, 

Will ye go, will yo go ; 

Bonnie lassie, will ye go 
^'o the birks of Aberfeldy ? 

XXXVII. 

iHncpjbexson’js ipawtocU. 

Tune. — ‘‘ McPherson s Itant,** 

[This vehement and daring song had its origin in an nl -r and in- 
ferior strain, recording the feelingsof a noted freelmoter wli i brongtit 
to ** justify his deeds on the gallows-tree’' at Inverness.] 


Fari:w£i.l, ye dlmgeons dark and strong, 

The wretch’s destiiiic ! 

Maepherson’s time will not be long 
Oil yonder gallows-tree. 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly. 

Sac duuntingly gacd ho ; 

He play’d a spring, and danc’d it round, 
Below the gallows-tree. 


Oh, what is death but parting breath ? 

On many a bloody plain 
I’ve dar’d his face, and in this place 
1 scorn him yet again ! 


Untie these bands from off my hands, 
And bring to mo my sword; 

And there’s no a man in all Scotland, 
But I’ll brave him at a word. 
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rvG livM a life of stiirt and strife ; 

I die by treaclierie : 

It burns my heart I must d(*part, 
And not avenged be. 


Now farewell light — thou sunshine bright, 

And all bciK'atli tin* sky ! 
iv eo.vard siiann^ di^^tain his name, 

'J'lie retch that <l:in;s not die ! 

Sao rantingly, sat? wantonly, 

Sae daniitingly gaed lie; 
lie jiliiy’d a sjn-iiig, and danc'd it round. 
Below the gallows-tree. 


XXXVITT. 

'Jv.ilv of Cnlln S^aiev. 

Tune . — (Jalla TTafcr.'’ 

•tis found this m <jf licnl; nddtsl thr f 

inmlt* other hu ndations, and piiblisliPil it 

ill: in 1703 he 


Braw, braw lads of Galla Water ; 

O braw lads of Galla Water : 

I’ll kilt iny coats nboon my knee, 

And follow my love tliro’ the water. 


Sai: fair her liair, sae brent lior brow, 
Sue bonny blue her cen, my dearie ; 
Ssie white her teeth, sac sweet her num', 
'J'hc mair I kiss she’s ay my dearie. 


O’er yon bank and o’er yon brae, 

O’er yon moss ainaiig tlie heather; 
J’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my love thro’ the waiter. 


Bown amang the broom, the broom, 

I )own amang the broom my dearie^ 

Tlie lassie lost a silken snood, 

That cost her iiioiiy a blirt and bh‘ary. 
Braw', braw lads of (Jalla Water ; 

O braw lads of Galla Water: 
ril kilt iny coats aboon my knee. 

And follow my love thro’ the water. 


XXXIX. 

Stag, mg Cl^liarmcr. 

Tune . — An Gillc duhh ciar tihvbfi.'* 

fThc air of this song was picked up by the poet in one nf hv 
em tours: his Highland excursions colouzvd many nf Ins h n 
posiriuns.] 


Stav, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
CriK'l, cruel, to deceive me ! 

Well you knowliow much you grieve me; 
Cruel charmer, can you go ? 

Cruel cliai*mor, can you go ? 


By my love so ill requited ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted ^ 
By the pangs of lovers slighted ; 
Do not, do not leave me so ! 
3)0 not, do not leave me so ! 


Xli. 

Xigllt, o’crfinng mg IDlnclUng. 

Tunc. — “ Strathallans Lament^'' 

fThc Viscount Stmihallan, whom this sting c(ltnlnem«m•«^, 
William Drummond: hi* wpi >>lain ar the canmgi* of CuiloiUii. I 
was long bcliwwl th.it he escaped t«> France ami dud in e\ilc J 


Thick KST night, sun’oiind niy dwelling 
Howling tempests, o’er me rave ! 
Turbid torrents, wdiitry swelling, 
Roaring by my lonely cave ! 


Crystal streamlets gently Howing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 
Western breezes softly blowing, 
Suit not my distracted mind. 


In the cause of Right engaged, 
Wrongs injurious to redress, 
Honour’s war wo strongly w'agedj 
But the heavens denied success. 


liuiii's wheel has driven o'er us. 
Not a hope that dare attend, 
The wild wrorld is all before us — 
But a world witliout a friend . 
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Xlil 

iWfi ?t?oggie 

Tune — “ What will I do gin my Hoggic die V* 


XLTTT. 

in i^orning earlp. 

Tunc.— «CoW6/oii;« the Windr 


[Durns was struck with the iiastoml wilrlnessof tliia Liddesdale 
air, and wrote these words to it for the Museum : the first hue only 
bold.] 

What will I do gin my Hoggie die ? 

My joy, my pi*ido, iny Iloggic ! 

My only beast, I had nac mae. 

And vow but I was vogie ! 

The loe-hing night we watcli’d the fauld, 

Me and my faitlifii’ doggie; 

W(‘ heard nought but the roaring linn, 

Ainang the braes sac scroggic; 

But tlip houlet cry’d frao the castle wa’. 

The blitter frae the boggic, 

The tod roply’d upon the liill, 

I trembled for my Iloggie. 

Wli<*u day did daw, and cocks did craw, 

I’he morning it was foggie ; 

All' unco tyke lap o'er the dyke, 

And inaist has kill'd iny lloggie. 


XTAI. 

iSabbte fotbab. 

Tune. — “ Jumpin' John.' 


[" The chorus of this song,” says the poet, in his notes on the Scot- 
tish Lyrics, is old, the two stanzas are mine." 'I'he air is annvnt, 
and was a favountc with Mary Stuart, the queen of William tlis 
Third.] 


Up in the morning’s no for me, 

Up in the morning early ; 

When a^ the hills are cover’d wi’ snaw, 
I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 


Cauld hlaws the wind frae east to west. 
The drift is driving sairly ; 

Sao loud and shill 1 hear the blast, 

I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 


The birds sit cluttering in the tliorii, 

A’ day they fare but sparely ; 

And lang’s the night frae e’en to morn — 
I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 

Up in the morning’s no for me, 

Up ill the morning early ; 

When a’ the hills are cover’d wi’ snaw, 
I’m sure it's winter fairly. 


f is one of the old songs w liich llitson a tijsch Duriisof arncii- 
in:; tor I he Museum: little of it, however, is his, save a touch he 
and there— lull they are Hums' touches.] 


II EH daddie forbad, lier minnie forbad ; 

I'orhiddcn she w^adna he : 

She wiidna trow’t, the brow'st she brew’d 
Wild taste sae bittorlic. 

The langlad they ca’ Junijiin’ Jolin 
Beguiled the bonnic lassie. 

The lang lad they ca’ Juniiiin’ John 
Beguiled the honiiie lassie. 


A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf, 

And throtty gude shilliii’s and three ; 

A ver.'i gude tocher, a cotter-man’s dochtcr, 
The lass with the bonnic black e’o. 

The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin’ John 
Beguiled the bonnic lassie, 

The lang lad they cn’ Juinjiin* John 
Beguiled the bouiiie lassie. 


XJJV. 

THE 

Young 7i>{g]blaub Mobfr. 

Tune.— “ Morag," 


[The Young Highland Rover of this stmin is supposed by some to 
tM! the Chevalier, and with more probability, by others, to be a Gordon, 
as the pong was composed in consequence uf the iioct’s visit to ** bon* 
nie CHstle-Gordon," in September, 1787d 


Loud blaw the frosty breezes. 

The snawB the mountains cover ; 
Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland rover 
Far wanders nations over. 
Where’er ho go, where’er he stray. 
May Heaven be his warden: 
Return him safe to fair Strathspey, 
And honiiie Castle-Gordon ! 
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Tlie trees now nalccd groaning, 

Shall soon wi’ leaves be hinging, 

Tlie birdies dowie moaning, 

Shall a' be blithely singing, 

And every flower be springing. 

Sae I’ll rejoice the lee-lang day, 

When by his mighty Warden 
My youtli's returned to fair Strathspey, 
And bonuie Castle-Gordon. 


XLV. 

tie JlftiKer. 

Tune.— “ T7ie Dusty Miller-*' 

I The Dtuty Miller la an tild atrain, i UKlificd for the Mu tcum by 
Bunia : it is a happy specimen of his taste and skill in making 
the new look like the ol^J 


The moor was driegh, and Meg was skiegli, 
Her favour Duncan could na win ; 

For wi’ the roke she wad him knock, 

And ay she shook the temper-pin. 


As o’er the moor they lightly foor, 

A burn was clear, a glen was green, 
Upon the banks they eas’d their shanks. 

And ay she set the wheel between : 
But Duncan swore a haly aith, 

Tliat Meg should be a bride the mom, 
Then Meg took np her spinnin* graith, 
And flang them a* out o’er the burn. 


We’ll big a house, — a wee, wee house, 
And wo will live like king and queen. 
Sac blythe and merry we will be 
When ye set by the wheel at e’en. 

A man may drink and no be drunk ; 

A man may flght and no be slain ; 

A man may kiss a bonnie lass. 

And ay be welcome back again. 


Hey, the dusty miller. 

And his dusty coat ; 

He wiU win a shilling, 

Or he spend a gi’oat. 

Dusty was the coat, 

Dusty was the colour, 
Dusty was the kiss 

That I got frae the miller. 


XLVII. 

33onnie 

Tune. — “ The Ruffian^ s Rant,' 


[Bams, it U believed, wrote this sonj; during his f.rst Higliland 
tour, when he danced among the n«»rthern dames, to the tune of 
'• iiab at the Boivstcr,” till the morning sun rose and repinved them 
rom the tup of Ben Lomond.] 


I Icy, the dusty miller 
And his dusty sack ; 

Leezo me on the caUing 
Fills the dusty peck. 

Fills the dusty peck, 
Brings the dusty siller ; 
I wad gie my coatie 
For the dusty miller. 


In coming by the brig o’ Dyo, 

At Darlct we a blink did tarry ; 

As day was dawiri in the sky, 

We drank a health to bonnie Mary. 

Theniol Menzies bonnie Mary ; 

Theniel Menzies* bonnie Mary ; 
Cliarlie Gregor tint his plaidie, 
Eissin* Theniel’s bonuie Mary. 


XLVI. 

Tune. — “ Duncan Davison.' 


Her een sae bright, her brow sae white, 
Her haifet locks as brown’s a berry ; 
And ay, they dimpl’t wi’ a smile, 

The rosy cheeks o’ bonuie Mary, 


i There Are several other versions of Duncan Davison, tvhicli it is 
inure ddicatc to aUodc to than to quote : this one is in the Museum.] 


There was a lass, they ca'd her Meg, 
And she held o’er the moors to spin ; 
Tliere was a lad that follow’d her. 

They ca’d him Duncan Davisoiu 


We lap and danced the loe lang day, 

Till pijier lads were wae and weary ; 

But Charlie gat the spring to pay. 

For kissin’ Theniel’s bonnie Mary, 

Theniel Menzies’ bonnie Mary, 
Theniel Menzies’ bonnie Maiy'; 
Charlie Gregor tint his plaidie, 
Kissin’ Thcniel’s bonnie Mary. 
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xi.vnr. 

^f)e oftjb^ IDebon. 

Tune. — “ Bhannerach dlwn na chru*' 

I These verses were compiiscfl o» a charminR younf; ladjr, Charlotte 
Hamilton, sister to the poet’s friend, Oat'in Hamilton of Mauchlinu, 
residing, when the song was written, at Harvieston,flii t)ic banks of 
the Devon, in the cxmnty of Clackmannan.) 


llow pleasant the banks of the clear winding 
Devon, 

With green spreading bushes, and Howci-s 
blooming iiiir ! 

But the bonniest flower on the banks of the 
Devon 

Was once a sweet bud on tlie braes of the 
Ayr. 

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower, 
In the gfiy rosy mom, as it bathes in the 
dew; 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower, 
That steals on the evening each leaf to re- 
new. 


O spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes, 
With chill hoary wing, as ye usher the 
dawn; 

And far be thou distant thou reptile that 
seizes 

The verdure and pride of the garden and 
lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded Lilies, 

And England, triumphant, display her proud 
Bose: 

A fairer than either adorns the green vallies. 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering 
flows. 


XlriX. 

SlStenrs fa* gou, iHuncan Cllrag, 

Tunc- — “ Duncan Gray,** 

[The cniginal Duncan Gray, nut of which the present strain was 
extracted for Johnson, hod no iiglit to be called a lad of grace: an- 
other version, and in a happier mood, was written for Thomson.) 


Weary fa’ you, Duncan Gray — 
11a, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Wae gae by you, Duncan Gray — 
lla^ ha, the girdin o’t 1 
When a’ the l^ve gae to their play, 
Then I maun sit the lee lang ^y, 
And jog the cradle wi* my tae, 
And a’ for the girdin o’i ! 


Bonnie was the Lammas moon — 

Ila, ha, the girdin o’t! 

Glowrin’ a’ the hills aboon — 

11a, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Tlie girdin brak, the beast cam down, 
I tint iny curch, and baith my sliooii; 
Ah ! Duncan, ye’re an unco loon — 
Wae on the bad girdin o’t ! 


But, Duncan, gin yo'll keep your aitli — 
11a, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Ise bless you wi’ my hindmost breath — 
Ha, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Duncan, gin ye’ll keep your aitli, 

The besist again can boar us baith, 

And auld Mess John will mend the skaith, 
And clout the bad girdin o’t. 


L. 

tlTfic JpiousSman. 

Tunc. — £/)) wi* the Ploughman** 


[The old words, of which these in tlie Museum, are an alLcrod ami 
amended icrsion, are in tlie collection of Herd.] 


The ploughman he’s a bonnic lad, 

His mind is ever tme, jo , 

His garters knit below his knee. 

His bonnet it »s blue, jo. 

Then ui) wi’ him my ploughman lad, 
And hey my merry ploughman ! 
Of a’ the trades that 1 do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman. 


My ploughman he comes hamc at e’en, 
1 1 e’s ^ten wat and weary; 

Cast off the wat, put on the dry. 

And gae to bed, my dearie ! 


1 will wash my ploughman’s hose, 
And I will dress his o’crlay; 

I will male my ploughman’s bed. 
And cheer him late and early. 


I hae been east, 1 hae been west, 

1 hao been at Saint Johnston ; 

Tlie bonniest sight that e’er I saw 
W as the ploughman laddie dancin’ 
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8naw-white stockins on his legs, 
And siller buckles glancin’ ; 

A glide blue bonnet on his head — 
And 0} but he was liandsome ! 


Commend me to the barn-yard, 

And the corn-mou, man ; 

1 never gat my coggie fou, 

Till I met wi’ the ploughman. 

Up wi’ him my ploughman lad, 
And hey my merry ]iloughinan ! 
Of a’ the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman. 


LT. 

ilanblabp, count t^c Haiotn. 

Tune - “//(py Tuiii, TaitiJ** 


COf tliissonj; tne first and a ■ond verses are by Hums : the cltis 
iiiffs tfta stm' ing Uritaiii with an inv 

thainin-haiided Cliarles Xll. of Sweden, to avenge his own wrongs 
and restore the line of tlie Stuarts.] 


LII. 

Uabing Sitinbo acounb ber bloiDtug. 

Tune. — " Maegregor of Rura'o Lament^ 

1 composed these versc8,”BayB Dums, •• on Miss Isabella M 'Lend, 
of llaza. alluding to her feelings on the death of her sister, and the 
still more melancholy death of her sister’s husband, the late Ear! of 
Loudon, in I7UG.”J 


Raving winds around her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing, 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 

Isabella stray’d deploring — 

“ Farewell hours tliat late did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ; 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow, 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow I 


" O’er the past too fondly wandering, 
On the hopeless future pondering ; 
Ciiilly gi ief my life-blood freezes, 
Fell despair my fancy seizes. 

Life, thou soul of every blessing, 
Load to misery most distressing, 
Gladly how would I resign thee, 

And to dai k oblivion join thee 1” 


Landlady, eoiiiit the lawin. 
The day is near the dawin ; 
Ye*re a’ blind drunk, boys, 
And I’m hut jolly fou. 
Hoy tutti, taiti. 

How tutti, taiti — 
Wha’s fou now ? 


LIIT. 

I^ob) long ant> Dtrats tss tl)c Nigjbt- 

To a Gaelic air. 


Cog an’ ye were ay fou. 
Cog an’ ye were ay fou, 

1 wad sit and sing to you 
If ye were ay fou. 

Ill 

Weel may ye a’ be ! 

Ill may wc never sec I 
God bless the king, 

And the coinpaiiie ! 
Hey tutti, taiti, 
How tutti, taiti— 
Wha’s fou now ? 


IComposfd for the M usrum ; the air of this affecting strain is tru. 
Highland ; Hums, though not a musician, had a fine natural um- 
in the matter of national melodies.] 


How long and dreary is the night 
When 1 am frae my dearie ! 

I sleepless lie frae e’en to mom, 
Tho’ I were ne’er sae weary, 

I sleepless lie frae e’en to mom, 
Tho’ I were ne’er sae w'eary. 


When I think on the happy days 
I spent wi’ you, my dearie, 

And now what lands between us lie, 
How can I be but eerie ! 

And now what lands between us lie, 
I low eiiu T bo but eerie I 
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How Blow ye move, ye heavy hours. 
As ye were wae and weary ! 

It was na sae ye glinted by, 

"When I was wi’ iny dearie. 

It was na sae ye glinted by. 

When 1 was wi* my dearie. 


LIV. 

iWu^ing on t]^c roaring 0cran. 

Tune . — “ Druimion dubh** 

( ITie air of thli long li from the Highland! : tlie vmci were writ- 
ten in compliment to the ficclingi of Mn. M*LauchUn. whow hui- 
liandwai an officer lervingtn tlie East Indies.] 


By Auchtertyre grows the aik, 

On Yarrow banks the birken sluiw ; 
But Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes of Yarrow ever saw. 


Her looks were like a flow’r in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn ; 
She tripped by tlie banks of thn, 

As light ’s a bird upon a thorn. 


Her bonnie face it was as meek 
As ony lamb upon a lea ; 

The evening sun was nc*cr sac sweet, 
As was the blinlc o’ Phemie’s ec. 


Musiyc on the roaring ocean, 
Which divides my love and me ; 
Wearying heaven in warm devotion. 
For his wool where’er he be. 


Hope and fear’s alternate billow 
Yielding late to nature’s law, 
Whisp’ring spirits round my pillow 
Talk of liiiii that’s far awa. 


Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 
Ye who never shed a tear. 
Care-untroubled, joy-surrouuded, 
Gaudy day to you is dear. 


Gentle night, do thou befriend inc ; 

Downy sleep, the curtain draw ; 
Spirits l^d, again attend me. 

Talk of him that’s far awa ! 


LV. 

ISHtiic toast 

Tune . — Andro and his ChUly Gun," 

[The heroine of this Kng. Euphemia Murray, of Llntrosc. n-as 
}aic1y called the *• Flower of Strathmore she is now widow of I.ord 
Methven. one of the Scottish judges, and mother of a fine family. 
The tong was written at Ochtertyre. in June 1787>1 


Blithe, blithe and merry was she. 
Blithe was she but and ben : 
BUthe by the hanks of £m, 

And blithe in Glenturit glen. 


The Highland hills I’ve wander'd wide. 
And o’er the Lowlands 1 hae been ; 
But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 

Biltlu;, blithe and merry wjis she. 

Blithe w-as she but and ben ; 
Blithe by the banks of Eni, 

And blithe in Glenturit glen. 


LVI. 

tZTiie i^lube iflcb Hosie at Yule map blain 

Tunc. — “ To daunton mg,” 


[The Jacocohite strain of *' To daunton me," must have been in 
the mind of the pout when he wrote this pithy lyric for the M uwn ni.i 


The blude red rose at Yule may blaw. 

The simmer lilies bloom in snaw. 

The frost may freeze the deepest sea ; 

But an auld man sliall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, and mu so young, 

Wi* his fause heart and flatt’riug tongue. 
That is the thing you ne’er shall see ; 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 


For a’ Ills meal and a’ his maut. 

For a’ his fresh beef and his saut. 

For a* his gold and white monie. 

An auld iimi-n shall never daunton me. 
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Ilis gear may buy him kye and yowes, 
llis gear may buy him glens and knowes ; 
I hit me he shall not buy nor fee, 
h'or an auld man shall never daunton me. 


ITe birples twa faitld as he dow, 

\Vi’ his tccthless gab and Ills auld bold pow, 
And the rain rains down frac his red bleer'd ee — 
That auld man shall never daunton mo. 

To daunton ino, and mo sae young, 

Wi’ his fause heart and flatt’i ing tongue, 
That is the thing you ne’er shall sec ; 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 


i.vri. 

C^ome ^oat me o*ci‘ to 

Tunc. — O'er the Water to Charlie''' 


(Tlic second stanza of this sonff, and nearly all the third, are by 
niiins. Many snugs, somcol merit, nn the same sulijocc.and to tha 
uunc air, were in other days current in Scotland.] 


Come boat me o'er, come row me o’er. 

Come boat me o’er to Charlie ; 

I’ll gio John Uoss another bawbee, 

To boat me o’er to Charlie. 

We’ll o’er the water and o’er the scji, 
We’ll o'er the water to Charlie ; 

Come weal, come woe, we’ll gather and go. 
And live or die wi’ Charlie. 


1 lo'o weel my Charlie’s name, 

Tho’ some there be abhor him : 
but O, to sec auld Nick gaun hamc, 
And Charlie’s faes before him ! 


I swear and vow by moon and stars. 

And snn that shines so early, 
in had twenty thousand lives, 

I’d die as ai't for Charlie. 

We’ll o’er the water and o’er tho sea. 
We’ll o’er the water to Charlie ; 
Come weal, come woe, we’ll gather andg 
And live or die wi’ Charlie ! 


LVIll. 

^ ISCosic^ub bu SSElalk. 

Tune. — “ The llose~fmd'' 

[The “ Rose-bud" of these sweet verses was Miss Jean t'.ruick* 
shank, afterwards Mrs. Henderson, daughter of William vlrulck- 
sluuik. of St. .lamcs’s &(iuaic. one of the iiiasrcra of the High S<-lioo» 
of Edinburgh : she is also the subject of a poem ecjualiy sweeu J 


A itosii-nuD b}' my early Avalk, 
Adown a corn -enclosed hawk, 

Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 

All on a dewy morning. 

Kre twice the shades o’ dawn are fled, 
111 a' its crimson glory spread, 

And drooping rich tlio dewy head. 

It scc*ntstlie early morning. 


Within the bush, lusr covert iiost 
A little linnet fondly jirest, 

The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

Sli(‘ soon shall see her ti'nder brood, 
The iiride, the pleasure o’ tlie wood, 
Ainang tho fresh green leaves bedew’d, 
Awake the early morning. 


So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair, 

On trembling string or vocal air, 

Sfiall sweetly pay the tender cure 
I’liat tends thy early morning. 

So thou, swot!t rose-bud, young and gaVi 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day. 

And bless the iiarciit’s evening ray 
Tliat watch’d thy early morning. 


LIX. 

lAatUin’ roann’ 

Tunc. — “ Rattlin', roarin' Willie." 

'I’h ' this chant," says Hums, ** was oijo of the worthiest 

in the world-'WilIjam Diiiibai , Rsq., Writer to the Signet, 
Eduibunth.aiid Colonel of ihe Cnichallan eoriis— a club of wita, who 
took that title at the urne of raising the fenciblc regiments."] 


O rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

O, lie held to the fair. 

An’ for to sell his fiddle. 

An’ buy some other ware ; 
But parting wi’ his fiddle. 

The saut tear blin’t bis ee ; 
And rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 
Ye’re welcome hame to me ! 

U li 
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O Willie^ come sell your fiddle, 

O sell your fiddle sao fine; 

O Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

And buy a pint o’ wine ! 

If I should sell my fiddle. 

The warP would think 1 was mad ; 
Formony a rantin’ day 
My fiddle and I hue had. 


As I cam by Crochallan, 

I cannily keckit ben — 
Rattlin’, roarin’ Willie 
Was sitting at yon board on’ ; 
Sitting at yon board cn’. 

And amang guid coinpanit* ; 
Rattlin’, roarin’ Willie, 

Ye’re welcome hamc to me ! 


liX. 

)$tabin$ angtg Stovmg. 

Tunc. — “iVIeii Goto's Lamentation for AbercairnyJ* 


I'his song,” says tlic p<ict, “ I wmiwhed on one of tho most ae 
rmnplUhed <if women. Miss Peggy C'lialmers tliatwas, ii«iw Mrs 
Lewis Hay, of I'orbes and Co’s, bank, lOdiii burgh.’* She now live 
uc Pau, in the south of France.] 


Where, braving angry winter’s storms, 
The lofty Oeliels rise, 

Far ill their shade my Peggy’s cliarm.s 
First hlcsi iny w'Oiidcring eyes ; 

As one who by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys. 

Astonish’d, doubly marks its beam. 
With art’s most jiolish’d blaze. 


Blest be the wild, sequester’d shade. 
And blest the day and hour. 

Where Peggy’s charms I first survey’d. 
When fii-st I felt their power I 
Tho tyrant Death, with grim control, 
May seize my fleeting breath ; 

But tearing Peggy from my soul 
Must bo a stronger death. 


LXI. 

^iblbte Bunbat. 

Tune.— “JbAnny M^GilV' 


[We owe the air of this song to one Johnnie McGill, a fiddler of 
GiWan, who bestowed his own name on it: and the song itself 
partly to Burns and partly to some unknown minstreL They are 
both ill the Museum.] 


O, WILT thou go wi’ me. 
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 
O, wilt thou go wi’ me. 
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 
Wilt thou ride on a horse, 
Or be drawn in a car. 

Or walk by my side, 

O sweet Tibbie Dunbar ? 


I care na thy dad die. 

His lands and liis money, 
I care na thy kindred, 

Sac high and sae lordly: 
But say thou wilt liae me 
For better for waur — 
And come in thy coatie, 
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ! 


LXTI 

(Streams^ tjat glibe fn plains;. 

Tune. — “ Moray” 


[Wc owe those versos to the too brief visit whirh the poet, in 17*<7» 
iniido to Gtirdoii Castle: he was hurried away , mutli against his will, 
by his moody and obstinate triend William Nicol.] 


Streams that glide in orient plains. 
Never bound by winter’s chains ; 

Glowing here on golden sands. 
There coiiimix’d with foulest stains 
From tyranny’s empurpled bauds ; 
These, their richly gleaming waves, 

I leave to tyrants and their slaves ; 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Gordon. 


Spicy forests, ever gay. 

Shading from the burning ray. 
Hapless wretches sold to toil. 

Or the ruthless native’s way, 

Bi’iit on slaughter, blood, and spoil 
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Woods that ever verdant wave, 

I leave the tyrant and the slave, 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms by Castle Gordon. 


Wildly here without control, 

Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 

In that bobei* pensive mood, 

Dearest to the feeling soul. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood : 
Jiile’s poor day I’ll musing rave. 

And And at night a sheltering cave, 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave. 
By bonnie Castle Gordon. 


LXIII. 

iWfi toas; a CliaUant gan. 

Tunc. — “ Highlander's Lament'' 

'• The ch«»ruSi” says Humsi I picKnl up Ifoiii ati old woman hi 
liinblanc ; the rest of the sonjf mine.” He composed it lor Jului- 
ti : the tone is JacobiucaLJ 


LXIV. 

tZTailor. 

Tunc* — ‘‘ The Tailor fell thro' the bedy thimbles 
an' a'," 

[The second and fourth verses are hy Dums, the rest li very old 
the air is also very old, and is iiluyed at timle festivals and proccssioiH 
by the Cur{ioranoii ol 'J'ailurs.] 


The Tailor fell thro’ tho bed, thimbles an’ a*. 
The Tailor fell tliro’ the bed, thimbles an’ a’ ; 
The blankets were thin, and the sheets they were 
sina*. 

The Tailor fell tliro’ the bed, thimbles an’ a’. 


The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill, 

The sleepy bit lassie she dreadetd nae ill ; 

Tho weather was caiild, and the lassie lay still, 
bhe thought that a tailor could do lier nae ill. 


Gic me the groat again, canny young man ; 
Gio 1110 the groat again, canny young man ; 
Tho day it is short, and the uight it is laug, 
Tho dearest siller that ever 1 wan ! 


Illy Harry was a gallant gay, 

Fu’ stately strode he on tJie plain s 
But now he’s banish’d faraway, 

J’ll never see him back again. 

0 for liim back again ! 

O for liim back again ! 

1 wad gic a’ Knockliaspio’s laud 

For Highland Harry back again. 


There’s somebody weary wi’ lying her lane ; 
TJicro’s somebody weary wi’ lying her lane; 
There’s some that are dowic, 1 trow would be fain 
To see the bit tailor come skippiii* again. 


When a’ the lave gao to their bed, 
1 wander dowie up tlie glen ; 

1 set me down and greet my fill, 
And ay 1 wish him hack again. 


0 uere some villains hangit high. 

And ilka body liad llieir ain I 
Then 1 might see the joyfu’ sight, 

J\ly Highland Harry back again. 

0 for him back again ! 

O for him back again ! 

1 wad gic a’ Knockliaspie’s land 
For Highland Harry back again. 


I. XV. 

a ‘Clime. 

Tune.— “ Ay waukin o'." 

I Tytler and Ilitson unite in conwiicrlnK the air of these words ns 
one of our most ancient melodies. The first verse ol the song is Iroin 
the hand of Hums ; the rest had the benefit of his emendations; U w 
to be found in the Aluseum.] 


Simmer's a pleasant time, 

Flow’rs of ev’ry colour ; 

The water rins o’er tho lieugh, 

And 1 long for my true lover. 

Ay waukin O, 

Waukin still and weaiie : 
Slecx) I can get nane 

For thinking on iny dearie. 
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When I sleep I dream, 
When I wank I’m eeriu ; 
Sleep I can get none 
For tliinkiitg on iny dearie. 


The crystal waters gently fa* ; 

The merry birds are lovers a" ; 

Tlie scented breezes round liim blaw- 
The gard’iier wi* his paidle. 


Lanoly night comes on, 

A* the lave are sleeping ; 

1 think on my bonnie lad 
And I blccr niy een with greeting 
Ay waukin O, 

Wankin still and wearie ; 
Sleep 1 can get nano 

For thinking on my dearie. 


When purjde morning starts the hare 
To steal upon her eai ly fare. 

Then thro’ the dews he maun repair — 
The gard’ner wi’ his paidle. 
When day, exjjiring in the west, 

Tlie curtain draws of nature’s rest. 

He flies to her arms he loe’s h(!St — 
The gard’ner ud* his piiidle. 


LX VI. 

iSetoare o* iSonntc ^nn. 

Tune, — “ Ye Gallanta hriyht.'* 

r Uums wrote this smiR in luinourof Ann Mnstciton, dauglit 
Allftn Masteitnn, author of the air of Stratiiallan's Lament : s 
now M rs. Dcrbishirc, and resides in London.] 


Ye gallants bright, I red ye right. 
Beware o’ bonnie Ann ; 

Her comely face sae fu' o’ grace, 

Your heart she will trepan. 

Her eon sae bright, like stars by night, 
Her skin is like the swan ; 

Sae jimply lac'd her genty waist, 

Tluit sweetly yc might s})an. 

ir. 

Youth, grace, and love attendant move, 
And pleasure loiuls the van : 

In a’ their charms, and conquering arms, 
They wait on bonnie Ann. 

The captive bands may chain the hands, 
But love enslaves the man ; 

Yc gallants braw, I red you a’, 

Beware o’ bonnie Ann ! 


LXVII. 

Tune. — “ Tlie Gardener wi’ hhs paidle*^ 

fl’hp ftir of this sonj? is playcnl Annually at thp procession of 
the GaidencTs: the title ojdv is old ; the rest is the woik of Hums. 
Kvery trade iail, in other days, an air of its own, and son^ to corres- 
pond ; hut mil and sweat came in harder measure, and drove mehr* 
dies out of working-men's beads.] 


LXVTTl. 

ISloomtttg Kcllp. 

Tune.— On a Bank of Flowers,*' 

I One of the lyrics of Allan Rainaiy's collection sfcms to hai'e beer 
n the mind of liurns when he wrote this : the words and air are ir 
:hc Museum. | 


On a bank of flow^ers, in a summer day, 
For summer lightly drost, 

Tlie youthful blooming Nelly lay, 

With love and sleep opprest ; 

Wlien Willie wand’ring thro’ the wood. 
Who for her favour oft had sued, 

He gsiz’d, ho wish’d, he fear'd, he blush’d. 
And tiemblcd where ho stood. 


Her closed ej^cs like weapons sheath'd. 
Were seal’d in soft repose ; 

Her lips still as she fragrant breath’d, 

It richer dy’d the I’ose. 

The springing lilies sweetly prest. 

Wild — wanton, kiss’d her rival breast ; 
He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear'd, he blush'd- 
His bosom ill at rest. 


Her robes light waving in the breeze. 

Her tender limbs embrace ; 

Her lovely form, lier native ease, 

All harmony and grace : 

Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltering, ardent kiss he stole ; 

He gaz’d, he wish'd, he fear’d, he blush’d. 
And sigh’d his very soul. 


When rosy May comes in wi’ flowers. 

To deck her gay green-spreading bowers. 
Then busy, busy are his hours — 

Tlie gard’ncr wi’ his paidle. 


As flies the partridge from the lirake, 
On fear-inspired wings, 

Bo Nelly starting, half awake, 

Away aflrighted springs : 
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Bat Willy follow’d, as he should, 

He overtook her in a wood ; 

He vow’d, he pray’d, he found the maid 
Forgiving all and good. 


liXIX. 

Has return^. 

Tune. — ‘‘ Seventh of November.^' 

f The«*\*cnth of November was the anniversary of the marriage of 
Mr. and Mrs. llldilcl, of Friars Carse, and these verses were composed 
111 compliment to the day.] 


Come, draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet. 
Come, draw a drop o’ the best o’t yet ; 
Gao seek for pleasure where ye will, 

But here I never miss’d it yet. 

We’re a’ dry wi’ drinking o’t ; 

We’re a* dry wi’ drinking o’t ; 

Tlie minister kiss’d the fiddler’s wife. 
An’ could na preach for thinkin’ o’t. 


LXXI. 

3>amtc, come trs me. 

Tune. — “ Jamie, come try meJ*^ 


The day returns, my bosom burns, 

The blissful day we twa did meet, 

Tho* winter wild in tempest toil’d. 

Ne’er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 

Than a’ the pride that loads the tide, 

And crosses o’er the sultry lino ; 

Thau kingly robes, than crowns and globes, 
Heaven gave mo more — it made thee mine ! 


While day and night can bring delight. 

Or nature aught of pleasure give. 
While joys above my mind can move, 

For thee, and thee alone, I live. 

When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part, 

The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bliss — it breaks my heart. 


LXX. 

Eobe a Sossiic S«t. 

Tuuc. — “ Lady Bandinscoth's BeeL’^ 


[These verses had their origin in an olden strain, equally lively and 
less delicate: iome of the old lines keep their place : the title ia old. 
Ifcith words and air are In the Musical Museuiiul 


My love she’s but a lassie yet, 

I^Iy love she’s but a lassie yet ; 
We’ll let her stand a year or twa. 
She’ll no be luilf sae saucy yet. 

I rue the day I sought her, O ; 

I rue the day I sought her, O ; 

Wha gets her needs na say he’s woo’d, 
But he may say he’s bought her, O ! 


f Uums in these verses caught up the starting note of an old song, of 
which httlc more than the starting words deserve to be remenibcMMl 
the words and air are in the Musical Museum.] 


Jamie, come try me, 

Jamie, come try mo ; 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try mo. 


If thou should ask niy love, 
Could I deny tlioe ? 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 


If thou should kiss me, love, 

Wha could espy thee ? 

If thou wad be my love, 

Jamie, come try me. 

Jamie, come try mo, 

Jamie, come try me ; 

If thou would win my love, 

Jamie, come try me. 

LXXII. 

3l3onnU i^arp. 

Tune . — “ Go fetch to me a Pint o’ W%m. 

rConceming this fine song. Bums in his notes says, ** Tliis six U 
Os\vald’ 8 : the first half-stanza of the song is old, the rest is mine 
It is believed, however, that the whole of the song is from his hano : 
in Hogg and Motherwell’s edition of Bums, the starting Unrt 
•re supplied from an olden strain : but some of the old strains in 
that work are to be regarded with suspidon.] 


Go fetch to me a pint o’ wine. 
An’ fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That I may drink, before I go, 

A service to my bonnic lassie ; 
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The boat rocks at the pier o* Leitli ; 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the ferry ; 
Tlie ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And 1 maun leave my bonnie Mary. 


The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked ready ; 
The shouts o* war are heard afar, 

The battle closes tliick and bloody ; 

It’s not the roar o’ sea or shoro 

Wad make me longer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shouts o’ war that’s heard afar — 

It’s leaving thee, my bonnio Maiy. 


LXXIIT. 

Si)e SLajs ittisst. 

Tunc. — “ The Lossy ilfiwL” 


(All that Bumg says about Oie authorship of The Laxy MUt, is 
** This song Is mine.” The air. which is by Oswald, together with 
the words, is in the Musical Museum.] 


The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the 
hill. 

Concealing tho course of the dark winding 
rill; 

How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, ap- 
pear ! 

As Autumn to Winter resigns the pale year. 

The forests are leafless, the meadows are 
brown. 

And all the gay foppery of summer is flown : 

Apart let me wander, apart let me muse, 

How quick Timo is flying, how keen Fate pur- 
sues ! 


IIow long have I liv’d but bow much liv’d in 
vain ! 

How little of life’s scanty span may remain I 

What aspects, old Time, in liis progress, has 
worn I 

Wliat tics cruel Fate in my bosom has torn ! 

How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain’d! 

And downward, how weaken’d, how darken’d, 
how pain’d ! 

Life is not worth liaving with all it can give — 

For something beyond it poor man sure must 
live. 


LXXIV. 

0aptain*j$ Sabs* 

Tune. — O mouni and go,** 

[Part of this song belongs to an old maritime strain, with the 
same title: it was communicated, along witb many other songs, 
made or amended by Burns, to the Musical Museum.] 


O mount and go. 

Mount and make you ready; 
O mount and go. 

And bo the Captain’s Lady. 


When the drums do beat, 
And the cannons rattle, 
Thou sliall sit in state. 

And see thy love in battle. 


When the vanquish’d foe. 

Sues for peace and quiet. 

To the pliados we’ll go, 

And ill love enjoy it. 

O mount and go, 

Mount and inalce you ready; 
O mount and go. 

And bo the Captain’s Lady. 


LXXV. 

(fDf a’tj^e t6e can biatn. 

Time. — “ Miss Admiral Gordon's Strathspey," 

[Burns wrote this charming song in honour of Jean Armour: he 
archly says in his notes, **1*.S. it was during the huncy-moon.” 
Other Versions are abroad; tliis one is from the manuscripts of the 
Voet.1 


Of a’ the aivts tlie wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 

For there the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie I lo'c best : 

There wild-woods grow, and rivers row, 
And mony a hill between ; 

Hut day and night my fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi’ ray Jean. 


1 sec her in the dewy flowers, 

1 SCO her sweet and fair : 

I hear her in tho tunefu’ birds^ 
1 licar her clioriii the air t 
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Tlipre’s not a bonnio flower that spriii 
By fountain, slAw, or green, 
Thereto not a bonnie bird tliat sings, 
But minds me o* my Joan. 


O blaw ye westlin winds, blaw saft 
Among the leafy trees, 

Wi’ balmy gale, frae hill and dale 
Bring home the laden boos ; 

And bring the lassie back to mo 
That's ayo sae neat and clean; 
Ac smile o’ her wad banish care, 
Sae charming is my Jean. 


What sighs and vows ainang the knowes 
Ilao passed atween ns twa ! 

ITow fond to meet, how wac to part, 
That night she gaed awa ! 

The powers aboon can only ken. 

To whom the heart is seen. 

That nane can be sae dear to mo 
As my sweet lovely Jean ! 


liXXVJ. 

feften iWi'iggn toas mfi ©are* 

Tune. — ‘‘ Whistle o'er ifte lave o't." 


IT'lic air of tliis sonff was coinpowd by John T?rncp, of Dumfries, 
musk-inn : the words, thouf^h (irijjinatin^ in an olden Etnun, are 
wholly by Sums, and right bitter onus tJiey are. The words and 
air arc in the Museum.] 


LXXVII. 

CD, toere It on iParnassittSk’ |$UI. 

Tune . — ‘‘ My Love is lost to me,' 


[The poet wdeomed with this exquisite song hli wife to Nitha* 
dale: thealr is one of Oswald's.] 


O, WEB.E I on Parnassus' hill 1 
Or had of Helicon my fill ; 

That I might catcli poetic skill, 

To sing how dear I love thee. 
But Nith maun bo my Muse’s well ; 
My Muse maun bo thy bonnio sol’; 
On Gorsincon I’ll glow’r and spell, 
And write how dear I love thee. 


Then come, sweet Muse, inspiix* my lay! 
For a' the lee-lang simmer’s day 
I coudna sing, I coudna say, 

How much, how dear, I love ihet*. 

I see thee dancing o’er the green, 

Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean, 
Tliy tempting lips, thy roguish ecu — 
By heaven and earth I love thee ! 


By night, by day, a-ficld, at hamc, 

The thoughts o' thee iny breast inflame ; 
And aye I muse and sing tliy name — 

I only live to love tlipo. 

Tho’ I were doom’d to wander on 
Beyond the sea, beyond tho sun. 

Till my last weary sand was run ; 

Till then — ^and then 1 love thee* 


First when Maggy was my care. 

Heaven, 1 thought, was in her air ; 

Now we’re married — spier nac mair— 

Whistle o’er the lave o’t. — 

Meg was meek, and JMeg was mild, LXX VIII. 

Bonnie Meg was nature’s child ; 

■Wis^entliimme’sboiTuil’.l- a ¥out6 In 

Whistle o er the lave o t. 

To a Gaelic Air. 


How wo live, my Meg and me, 

How we love, and how we 'grec, 

I care na by how few may see ; 

Whistle o’er the lave o’t. — 
Wha I wish were maggots* meat, 
Hish’d up in her winding sheet, 

1 could write — ^but Meg maun see't* 
Wliistle o’er the lave o’U 


[**This air," Eaya Burns, **is claimed by Neil fiow-, who calls It 
a Lament for hb Brother. The first half-stanza of tlie songb old ^ 
the rest They arc both in the Museum.] 


There’s a youth in this city, 

It were a great pity 

That he frae our lasses shou’d wander awa: 
For he’s bonnie an’ braw, 

Weel favoured an’ a, 

And his hair has a natural buckle an’ a.’ 
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His coat is the hue 
Of his bonnet sae blue ; 

T’ is fecket is white as the new driven snaw ; 
His hose they are bloc, 

And his shoon like the slae, 

And his clear siller buddes they dazzle us a*. 


For beauty and fortune 
The laddie’s been courtin’ ; 
Weel-featured, weehtocher’d, wci'l mo mtod 
and braw ; 

But chiefly the siller. 

That gars him gang till her, 

The pennie’s the jewel that beautifies a\ 
There’s Meg wi’ the maUcii 
That fain wad a haen him ; 

And Susie, whose daddy vras hiird o’ the ha’ ; 
There’s lang-tocher’d Nancy 
Maist fetters his fancy — 

But the laddie’s dear sol* he lo’es dearest of a’. 


LXXIX. 

Tune. — “ Failie na Miosg.'^ 

[The W(irds and the air arc in the Museum, to which they were 
eontrihuted by Buma lie says, in his notes on that collection, The 
first half-stanza of this song is old; the rest mine." Of the old strain 
no one has recorded any remembranoCiJ 


My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not 
here; 

My heart’s in the Highlands a chasing the deer; 
A chasing the wild deer, and following the roe — 
My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go. 
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the 
North, 

The birth-place of valour, the country of 
worth ; 

Wlierever I wO'Uder, wherever I rove, 

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 


Farewell to the mountains high cover’d with 
snow ; 

Farewell to the straths and green vallies be- 
low : 

Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods; 

Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring 
floods. 

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not 
here, 

My heart’s in the Highlands a chasing the 
deer: 

Chasing the wild deer, w«l foUowingthe roe — 

Mj heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go. 


LXXX.^ 

^nbet^son. 

Tune . — “ John Anderson mg jo.* 


rsoon after tlie death ot Burns, the very handsome Miscellanies of 
Brash and Retd, of Glasgow, contained what was called an im- 
proved John Anderson, from the pen of the Ayrshire bard; but, 
save the second stanza, none of the new matter looked like his 
hand. 

** John Anderson my jo, Jolin, 

When Nature first began 
To try her canniehand, John, 

Her master-piece was man ; 

And you among them a', John, 

Sae trig frae tap to toe. 

She proved to he nac journey work, 

John Anderson my Jog.’'| 


John Anderson my jo, John, 
When we were first acquont. ; 
Your locks were like the raven 
Your honnic brow was brent; 
But uow your brow is held, John, 
Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson my jo. 


John Anderson my jo, Jolin, 

We clamb the liill thcgitlier ; 
And mony a canty day, John, 
We’ve had wi’ ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 
But hand in hand we’ll go ; 
And sleep thegitlier at the foot, 
John Anderson my jo. 


LXXXT. 

0tir flourtelicb anti fatv. 

Tune. — “ Awa Whigsy atca.” 


[Bums trimmed up this old Jacobite ditty for the Museum, 
added some of the bitterest Utst the second and fourth venzs arc 
wholly bis. j 


Awa 'Whigs, awa ! 

Awa Whigs, awa ! 

Ye’re but a pack o* traitor louuS} 
Ye’ll do nae good at a 
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OuE tlirlssles flourish’d fresh and fair> 
■ And bonnie bloom’d our roses ; 

But Whiffs came like a frost in June, 
And wither’d a’ our posies. 


Our ancient crown's fa’n in the dust — 
Ueil blin’ them wi’ the stoure o’t ; 

And write their names in his black beuk, 
Wha gae the Wliigs the power o’t. 


Oui sad decay in Church and State 
Surpasses my descriving ; 

The Whigs came o’er us for a curse. 
And we hae done wi’ thriving. 


Gi im vengeance lang has ta’cn a nap. 
But we may see him wauken ; 

Glide help the day when royal heads 
Are hunted like a inaukin. 

Awa Whigs, awa ! 

Awa Whigs, awa ! 

Ye’re but a pack o’ traitor louns. 
Ye’ll do nae gude at a’. 


Lxxxn. 

1EtDC0. 

Tune. — “ Cd* the Eives to the Knowea,"** 

I Most of tins sweet pastoial is of other days : Rums made several 
eiiu'ndutioiis, and added the condudnijf verse, lie aUenvards, it will 
b( oli'icrvcdj wiotc for Thomson a second version of the subject and 
tijc air.J 


Ca* the ewes to the knowes, 

Ca’ them whare the heather grows, 
Ca’ them whare the buruie rowes. 
My bonnie dearie ! 


As I gacd down the water-side. 
There 1 met my shepherd lad. 

He row’d me sweetly in his plaid. 
An’ he ca’d me his dearie. 


Will ye gang down the water-side, 
^d see the waves sae sweetly glide, 
Beneath the hazels spreading wide ? 
The moon it shines fu’ clearly. 


in. 

I was bred up at nae sic school. 

My shepherd lad, to play the fool. 

And a’ the day to sit in dool. 

And naebody to see me. 

IV. 

Ye sail got gowns and ribbons meet, 
Cauf-lcathcr slioon upon your feet. 

And in my arms ye’so lie and sleep. 

And ye sail be niy dearie. 

V. 

If ye'll but stand to what yo’vc said, 

I’sc gang wi’ you, iny shepherd lad, 

And ye may rowe mo in your plaid. 

And I sail be your dearie. 

VI. 

While waters wimple to the sea ; 

While day blinks in the lift sue hie ; 

’Till clay-cauld death sail bliii’ my e’e, 

Ye sail be my dearie. 

Ca’ the ewes to the knowes, 

Ca* them wharo the heather grows, 

Ca’ them whare the bumie rowes. 

My bonnie d(‘aric ! 

LXXXTTL 

idilerrp {las £ hern teeth (n* ^ fi^echle. 

Tune. — Lord Breadalbane's MarchJ*' 

[Part of this song: is old : Sir llamt Nlcolaa says it does not appear 
to be in the Museum : let him Icxik a^aiii.] 


O MEiiEY hac I been teetliin’ a heckle. 

And merry hae I been shapin’ a spoon ; 

O meiTy hae I been cloutiii a kettle. 

And kissiu’ iny Katie when a’ was done. 

O a’ the lang day I ca’ at my hammer. 

An’ a’ the lang day I w'histle .and sing, 

A’ the lang night I cuddle my kimmer. 

An’ a’ the lang night as hax>i)y’s a king. 

II. 

Bitter in dool I lickit my winnins, 

O’ marrying Bess, to gie her a slave : 

Blest be the hour she cool’d in her linens. 

And blythe be the bird that sings on her gravOb 
Come to iny arms, my Katie, my Katie, 

An* come to my arms and kiss me again X 
Drunken or sober, here’s to thee, Katie ! 

And blest be the day I did it again. 


T T 
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T.XXXIV. 

Tune. — “ The Brctea o* Bdllochmyle,^* 

[Mary Whitefnord, eldest daughter of Sir John Whitcfooril, was 
the heroine of this song: it was written tvhcn thatancicnt family left 
their andent iuheritanuc. It is in the M uscum , with an air by Allan 
Masterton.] 


The Catrino woods wore yellow seen, 
The flowers decay’d on Catrine lea, 
Nao laverock sang on hillock gi*cen. 
But nature sicken'd on the c’e. 
Thro* faded groves Maria sang, 

Hersel in beauty’s bloom the while. 
And ay the wild-wood echoes rang, 
Fareweel the Braes o* Ballochmyle ! 


Low in your wintiy beds, ye flowers, 

Again ye’ll flourish fresh and fair ; 

Ye birdies dumb, in withering bowers, 
Again ye’ll charm the vocal air. 

But here, alas ! for me nao mair 

81*all birdie charm, or floweret smile ; 
Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel 1 sweet Ballochmyle ! 


LXXXV. 

^ITo iWarfi in 

Tune . — Death of Captain Cook/* 

t This sublime and affecting Ode was composed !>y Hums in one of 
iiiH fits of mclancholyi on the anniversary of Highland Mary's 
death. All the day he had been thoughtful, and at evening lie 
went out. threw himself down liy the side of one of his com-ricKs. 
and with his eyes fixed on a bright, panu-ular star.” was found by 
hit wife, who with difficulty brought hun in from the chill nmlniglit 
air. The song was already comixised, and he had only to commit it 
to paper. It first appeared in tfie M useunu] 


Thou ling' ring star, with lessening ray, 

That lov’st to greet the early mom, 

Again thou usherest in the day 
My Mary from my soul was tom. 

O Mary ! dear deposed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest > 

Sec’st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear’ St thou the groans that rend his breast^ 


Eternity cannot efface 
Those records dear of transports past ; 

Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought wc ’twas our last ! 

III. 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss’d his pebbled shore, 

O’erhung with wild woods, thick’ning green ; 

The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin’d am’rous round the raptur’d scone ; 

The flow’rs sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray — 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
lYoclaim’d the speed of winged day. 

IV. 

Still o’er these scenes my mem’ry wakes. 

And fondly broods witli miser care ! 

Time but th’ impression stronger makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear, 

IMy ISfary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 

See’st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

llcar’st thou the groans that rend his breasi ? 


T.XXXVT. 

lEppte 

Tune.-~«A/y 

[** This song,” says Sir Harris Nicolas, •* whicli has been asiTlbeil 
toUurns by some ol las editors, is in the Musical Mnwaim withmit 
any name.” It is (lartly an old strain. coiTcctcd by Itiirns : liccmn- 
uiunicated it to the Museum.] 

1 . 

An’ O ! my Ejipie, 

My jewel, my Eppie ! 

Wha wadna be liajipy 
Wi* Eppie Adair ? 

By love, and by beauty. 

By law, and by duty, 

I swear to be true to 
My Eppie Adair ! 

II. 

An’ O ! my Eppie, 

My jewel, my Eppie ! 

Wha wadna bo happy 
Wi’ Eppie Adair ? 

A’ pleasure exile me, 

Dishonour defile me. 

If e’er I beguile thee^ 

My Eppie Adair ! 


That sacred hour can I forget, 

Gan I forget the hallowed grove, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 
To live one day of parting love ! 
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LXXXVII. 

33attle of .Sj^mtfT^mutr. 

Tune. — “ Cameronian Rant” 

[Otic Barc1iiy« a disscndns clciigyman in EdinburKh, wrote a 
rliymujg dialogue between two rustics, on the battle of Sherrlff-muir : 
Bums was in nowise pleased with the way in which the reverend 
rlnmer handled tlic Highland clans, and wrote this modified and 
nnprov ersiontj 

1 . 

“ O CAM yc here the fight to shun, 

Or lierd the sheep wi’ me, man ? 

Or were ye at the Sherra-muir, 

And did the battle see, man ?” 

1 saw the battle, sair and tough, 

And reekin’ red ran mony a slieugli, 

My heart, for fear, gacd sough for sough, 

To liear tlic thuds, and see the duds, 

0 dans frae woods, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum’d at kingdoms throe, man. 


rite red-coat lads, wi’ black cockades, 

To meet them were na slaw, man ; 

They rush’d and x>ush'd, and bludc oiitgusli’d, 
And luony a book did fa’, man : 

I'lii* great Argyll led on his files, 

1 wat they glanc’d for twenty miles : 

’riiey hough’d the dans like uino-piii kyles, 
TJiey liiick’d and hash’d, while broad -swords 
dash’d. 

And thro’ they dash’d, and hew’d, and smash’d, 
’Till fey men died awa, man. 


But had you seen the philibegs, 

And skyrin tartan trows, man ; 

WliGii in the teeth they dar'd our Wliigs 
And covenant true blues, man ; 

111 lines extended lang and large. 

When bayonets opposed the targe, 

And thousands hasten’d to the charge, 
Wi’ Iligliland wrath they irac the sheath 
Drew blades o’ death, ’till, out o’ breath. 
They fled like frighted doos, man. 


“ 0 how deil, Tam, can that ho true ? 

The cUaso gaed frae the north, man ; 

I saw myself, they did pursue 
The horsemen lyack to Forth, man ; 

And at Dunblane, in my ain sight, 

Tliey took the brig wi’ a’ their might. 

And straught to Stirling Avinged their flight ; 
But, cursed lot ! tlie gates were shut ; 

And mony a huntit, poor red-coat. 

For fear amaist did swarf, man !” 


Their left-hand general had nae skill. 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neebors’ blood to spill ; 
For fear, by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o’ bi*ose — they scar’d at blows 
And so it goes you see, man. 


They’ve lost some gallant gentlemen, 
Aniang the Highland clans, man ! 

I fear my Lord Panmurc is slain. 

Or fiilien in Whiggish hands, man : 
Now wad ye sing this double fight, 

Some fell for wrang, aud some for 2 *ight; 
And mony bade the world guid-night ; 

len yo may tell, how pell and mell. 

By red claymores, and muskets’ knell, 

W i’ dying yell, the Tories fell, 

And WJiigs to hell did flee, man. 


LXXXVIll. 

Young 

Tune. — “ Young Jockey.** 


[With tbc exception of three or four lines, this Kong, thoii{;h lUArkefi 
in tiic MuRcum as an old song with additions, is the work ot Bums. 
He often seems to have sat down to amend or modity old verses, and 
found it uancr to make verses wholly new.} 


Younq Jockey was the blytliest lad 
In a’ our town or here awa : 

Fii’ blytlie he whistled at the gaud, 
Fu’ lightly danced he in the lia’. 
lie roosed my een, sae bonnie blue, 
lie roos’d my waist sae genty sma’, 
And ay my heart came to iny mou* 

W hen ne’er a body heard or saw. 


My Jockey toils upon the plain. 

Thro’ wind and woct, thi’o* frost and sna^' 
And o’er the lea I leuk fu’ fain, 

"When Jockey’s owsen hameward ca’. 

An’ ay the night comes round again. 

When in his arms he takes me a’, 

An’ ay he vows he’ll be my ain. 

As lang’s he has a breath to dr.aw. 


My sister Kate cam up the gate 
Wi’ crowdie unto me, man ; 

Slie swore she saw some I’ohcls run 
Frae Perth unto Dundee, man* 
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LXXXIX. 

0 miWit idreto’D. 

Tuno. — Willie hretxi'd a Peck o’ Maul.' 

[The scene of this song is Lflggan» in Nithsdalei a small estate 
which Nicd bought by the ad via* of tlic poet. It was eoniposwl in 
memory of the house-heating. We had such a jciy«)us mectiuK,” 
says Burns. “ that MaaterUm aticl I agixH.*d, cacli in oui own way, to 
celebrate the business.” The Willie wlio made tlic biowst uas, 
ther,!fore> William Nicol; tlic Allan who coinfKiscd the aii, Allan 
Masterton ; and he who wrote tliis choicest of convivial songs, Jlultcrt 
Bums.] 


O, Willie brew’d a peck o* iiiaut, 

And Rob and Allan came to see ; 

Three blither liearts, that lee huif' night 
Ye wad na find in Christciidio. 

Wc are na foil, we’re no that foil, 

But just adrappie in our e’e; 

The cock may craw, tlie daw may daw. 
And aye we’ll taste the barley bree. 


Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys, I trow, are wc; 
And mony a night we Vo merry been. 
And inony mae we hope to be ! 


It is the moon — I ken her liorn, 

That’s blinkin in the lift sac hie ; 
She shines sae bright to wylc us hame. 
But, by ray sooth, she’ll wait a wee I 


Wha first shall rise to gang awa’, 

A cuckold, coward loon is he ! 

Wha last beside his chair shall fa’. 

He is the king amang us three ! 

We are na fou, we’re no that fou. 

But just a drappie in our e’e ; 

The cock may craw, the day may daw. 
And aye we’ll taste the barley brcc. 


An’ ye had been whare I liae bopf,\ 
Ye wad na been so cantie, O; 
An’ ye had seen what I hae seea. 
On the braes o’ Killiecrankic, O. 


I fought at land, I fought at sea ; 

At hame 1 fought my auntie, O ; 
But I met the Devil an’ Dundee, 
On the braes o’ Killiecraiikio, O. 
The bauld Pitcur fell in a ftirr, 

An’ Clavers got a claiikie, O ; 

Or I bad fed an Atbole gled. 

On the braes o’ Killiccrankie, O. 


XCT. 

1: gaeb a foarfu' CSate Yceliccn. 

Air. — The Blue~eyed Lass.** 

[This blue-eyed lass was Jean Jeffrey, daughter tri the minister of 
Jxichtnaben: she was then a rosy girl of seventeen, with winning 
manners and laughing blue eyes. She is now Mrs. Kenwick. dp i 
lives iu New York.] 


I OAED a waefu’ gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I’ll dearly rue ; 

I gat my doatli frae twa sweet een, 
Twa lovely cen o' bonnie blue. 
’Twas not her golden ringlets bright ; 

Her lips, like roses, wat wi* dew. 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white — 

It was her cen sae bonnie blue. 


She talk’d, she smil’d, my heart she wyl’d , 
She charm’d my soul — I wist na how ; 
And ay the stound, the deadly wound, 

Cara frae her cen sac bonnie blue. 

But spare to speak, and spare to speed ; 

She'll aiblins listen to my vow : 

Should she refuse, I’ll lay my dead 
To her twa e’en sae bonnie blue. 


xc. 

Tune. — Killiecrankic.** 

[*• This song," says Sir Ilarris Nicolas, ** is in the Muwum, with- 
out Burns’s name.” It was composed by Burns on the battle of Kil- 
liecrankie, and sent in his own hand-writhig to Johnson : lie puts it 
Into the mouth of a Whig.} 


Whahe liae ye been sae braw, lad ? 

Whare hao ye been sae brankie, O ? 
O, whare hae ye been . 9 ae braw, lad ? 
Cam ye by Killiecrankie^ O ? 


XCII. 

rie of Wti. 

Tune. — RoUe donna GorachJ* 

[The command which the Comyns held on the Nith was lost to 
the Douglasses : the Nithsdale power, on the downfal of that proud 
name, was divided ; part went to the Charteris’s and the better iwr- 
tlon to tlieMaxwdls : the Johnstones afterwards came in for a Bhare» 
and now the Scotts prevaiL] 


The Thames flows proudly to the sea, 
Where royal cities stately stand ; 

But sweeter flows the Nith, to me. 

Where Comyns ance had high commard 
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When shidl I see that honoured land. 
That winding stream I love so dear ! 
Must wayward Fortune's adverse hand 
For ever, ever keep me here ? 


IIow lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales, 

Wliero spreading hawthorns gaily bloom ! 
How sweetly wind thy sloping dales, 

Where lambkins wanton thro* the broom ! 
TJio’ wandering, now, must bo my doom, 

Far from thy bonnie banks and braes, 

May there my latest hours consume, 

Aiiiang the friends of early days ! 


XCITL 

jjftli) Dcatt &»i&rcahtns, hear 

Tune.—" Tam Glen.^' 

[Tam Glen is the title of an old Sontdah song, and older air: of the 
irmcr all that remains is a ponion of the chonUi Bums when he 
rutc It sent it to the Muscum.j 


Mt heart is a-breaking, dear Tittie ! 

Some counsel unto me come len', 
I'o anger them a’ is a pity, 

But what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 


I'm thinking wi’ sic a braw fellow, 
In poortitli 1 might make a fen' ; 
What care I in riches to wallow, 

If 1 manna marry Tam Glen ? 


There’s Lowrie the laird o* DumeUer, 

“ Gude day to you, brute !” he comes ben s 
He brags and he blaws o’ his siller, 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 


My minnie does constantly deave me, 
And bids me beware o' young men 
They flatter, she says, to deceive me, 
But wha can think so o’ Tam Glen ? 


▼I. 

Yestreen at the valentine’s dealing, 

My heart to my mou* gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane without failing, 

And thrice it was written — ^Tam Glen. 

VII. 

The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam np the house stankin, 
And the very gray hreeks o' Tam Glen ! 

VIII. 

Come counsel, dear Tittie ! don’t tarry — 
1*11 gie you my bonnie black hen, 

Gif ye will advise me to marry 
The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 


XCIV. 

t]bf iFticnhd anh Eanh IE lobe. 

Air. — " Carron iS'We." 


[Bumi Bays, ** I added the four last lines, by way of giving a turn 
to Uie theme of the poem* such as it is.** The rest of the song is sup* 
posed to be from the same hand: the lines arc not to be found in 
earlier xiliecUons.] 


Fuae the friends and land I love 
Driv’n by fortune’s felly spite, 

Frae my best bolov’d I rove. 

Never mair to taste delight ; 

Never mair maun hope to And 
Ease frae toil, relief frae care : 

When remembrance wracks the niiiid, 
Pleasures hut unveil despair. 

II. 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear, 
Desert ilka blooming shore. 

Till the Fates^ nac mair severe, 

Friendship, love, and peace restore ; 

Till Revenge, wi* laurell’d head. 

Bring our banish'd home again ; 

And ilka, loyal bonnie lad 

Cross the seas and win his ain. 


My daddie says, gin I’ll forsake him. 
He’ll me me guid hunder marks ten : 
But, if it's ordain'd I maun take him, 

0 wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 
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xcv. 

Sbfottt closest iit l&bening* 

Tune. — ‘‘ Craigie-burn-wood” 


XCVI. 

up pottr l^eaber* 

Tune . — “ Cock up your Beaver.** 


[Tbls b one of leveral fine longB in honour of Jean Lorimer, of 
Kemmis-haUf Kirkmahoc* who for some time lived on the hanks of 
Cndgie-bum, near Moffat. It was composed in ud of the eloquence 
of a Mr. Gillespie, who was in love witli her: but it did not prevail, 
for she married an ofllcer of the name of Whclpdale, lived with him 
a month or so : reasons arose <in both sides which rendered seimration 
necessary ; she then took up her lerideiice in Dumfries, wiicn' she had 
many opportuniUea of seeing the poet . She lived till lately .1 

CHORUS. 

Beyond the^ dearie, beyond thee, dearie, 
And 0, to be l3dDg beyond tliee ; 

O sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That’s laid in the bed beyond thee ! 


p* Printed,** says Sir Harris Nicolas, *< in the Musical Museum, 
but not witli UumiTs name." It is an old song, eked oat and 
amended by the poet: all the lost verse, save the last line, is Ida t leve- 
ral of the lines too of the first verse have felt his amending hand: 
he communicated it to the Miucum.J 


When first my brave Johnnie lad 
Came to this town. 

He had a blue bonnet 
That wanted the crown ; 

But now he has gotten 
A hat and a feather, — 

Hey, brave Johnnie lad. 

Cock up your beaver ! 


Sweet closes the evening on Craigie-bui’n-wood, 
And blithely awaukens the morrow ; 

But the pride of the spring in the Craigie-bum- 
wood 

Can yield to me nothing but sorrow. 


1 see the spreading leaves and flowers, 
I hear the wild birds singing ; 

But pleasure they hac nane for me. 
While care my heart is wringing. 


1 canua tell, 1 maunna tell, 

1 darena for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart. 
If I conceal it lunger. 


I see thee gracefu*, straight, and tall, 
1 see thee sweet and bonnie ; 

But oh ! what will my tonnents be. 
If thou refuse thy Johnnie ! 


To see thee in anithcr's arms. 

In love to lie and languish, 

’Twad be my dead, that will be seen, 
My heart wad burst wi* anguish. 


But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, * 

Say thou lo’es nane before me ; 

And a’ my days o’ life to come 
I’ll gi’atefully adore thee. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, deai'ie, 
And O, to be lying beyond thee ; 

O sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That’s laid in the bed beyond thee ! 


Cock up your beaver, 

And cock it fu’ sprusli, 

We’ll over the border 
And gie them a brush ; 

There’s somebody there 

We’ll teach better behaviour — 
Hey, brave Jolmnie lad, 

Cock up your beaver ! 


XCVIJ. 

iHcihle mp Eubc. 

Tune. — ‘‘ My Tocher s the Jewel,** 

[Thew verses were writtiD by llurns for tl>c Museum, tnanair 
by Obwald : but lie wisluri them to tie sung to a tune called '* Lord 
Elcho’s favounte," of which he was an admirer.] 


O MEIXI.E tliinks my luve o’ my beauty. 

And mcikle thinks my luve o’ iny kin ; 
But little tliinks my luve 1 ken brawlie 
My tocher’s the jewel lias chai'uis for him. 
It’s <a’ for the apple he’ll nourish the tree ; 

It’s a’ for the hiney he’ll cherish the bee; 
My laddie’s sae meikle in luve wi’ the siller, 
Ho canna hae luve to spare for me. 


Your profier o’ luve’s an airl-penny. 

My tocher’s the bargain ye wad buy ; 

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin’, 

Sae ye wi’ auither your fortune maun try. 
Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wood, 
Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotten tree. 
Ye’ll slip frae me like a knotless thread 

And ye’ll crack your credit wi’ mae nor me. 
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€aane ({jc iSaji. 

Tune. — “ Gudewife count tlic Law%n.‘ 
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[The air as well a« words of this scuff were fiirniithcd to thrUfn- 
seum hy Bums. “ The chorus,” he says, “ is part of an old «iiig."J 


Gam’S is the day, and mirk’s the night, 
liut we’ll ne’er str.ay for fau’t o’ light, 
li'or ale and brandy’s stars and moon, 
And hlude-red wine’s the rising sun. 
The gudewife count the lawiii. 
The lawin, the lawin ; 

Then gudewife count the lawin, 
And bring a coggie mair ! 


The^ j’s wealth and ease for gontlenion. 
And simple folk maun fight and fou ; 
But here we’re a’ in ae itceord, 

For ilka man that’s drunk’s a lord. 


My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 

And now I greet round their green beds in the 
yerd. 

It brak the sweet heart of my faithfu* ould 
dame — 

There’ll never bo pcaco till Jamie comes hame. 
Now life is a burthen that bows me down. 

Since I tint my bairns, and ho tint his crown ; 
But till my lost moments my words are the 
same — 

There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes 
hanio ! 

C. 

?£}oU) can I ibe iblptlbc anb glab? 

Tune. — The honnie Lad that's far awaJ* 

[This lammtntiou was urricten. It is said, in allunon to ttie sufitr- 
inffs of Jeau Annour, when her correspondence with Bums was 
discovered by her family.] 


My coggie is a lialy pool, 

That heals the wounds o’ care and dool; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout. 

An’ ye drink but deep ye’ll find him out. 
Then gudewife count the lawin; 

The lawin, the lawin, 

Then gudewife count the lawin, 
And bring a coggie mair I 


XCIX. 

^irjcrc'n neber be )Peacc. 

line . — Tfiere are few gtidc fellows when Willie's 
awa.” 


r Fhc hard was in one of bis Jacobitical moods when he wrote thh 
sonff. The air isa welMcnowm one, called “ There’s few ffude fellnwi 
when Willif's awa.” But of the old words none, it is supposed, are 
preserved. J 


Bv yon castle wa’, at the close of the day, 

I heard a man sing, though his head it was 
pray ; 

And as he was singing the tears down came, 
TJiere’ll never be peace till Jamie comes bamc. 
The church is in ruins, the state is in jars ; 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 
We darena well say’t though we ken wha’s to 
blame^ 

Tiiere’ll novel be peace till Jamie comes hamo t 


O HOW can I be blythe and glad. 

Or how can I gang brisk .and braw, 
When the honnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is o’er tbo lulls and far awa ? 
When the honnie lad that 1 lo’e best 
Is o’er tho hills and far awa. 


It’s no the frosty winter wind, 

It’s no the driving drift and 8n.aw ; 
But ay the tear comes in my o’e, 

To til ink on him tliat’sfar awa. 
But ay the tear comes in my e’e. 

To think on him that’s far awa. 


My father pat me frae his door. 

My friends they liae disown’d me a’. 
But I hac ane will tak’ my part. 

The honnie lad that’s far awa. 

But I hae ane will tak* my part. 

The honnie lad that’s tor awa. 


A pair o’ gloves he gae to me. 

And silken snoods he gae me twa; 
And I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonnie lad that’s for awa. 

And I wiU wear them for his sake. 
The bonnie lad that’s far awa. 


O weary Winter soon will pass, 

And Spring will deed the birken diaw ; 
And my young babie wiU be bom. 

And he’ll be home that’s for awa. 

And my young babie will be bom 
And he*ll be homo that’s far awa. 
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Cl. 

1 to conftfi0 t!)OU art m dFatr. 

Tune .— I do confess thou art saefair/* 


I « I do think*** said Bums, in allusion to this song, • * that I have Im- 
ivoved the simplicity of the sentiments by giving them a Scottisli 
dinss.” The original song is of great elegance and beauty ; U was 
Written by Sir Robert Aytoun* secretary to Anne of Denmark, 
Queen of Janies L] 


1 DO confess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been o'er the lugs in love. 

Had I na found the slightest prayer 

That lips could speak thy lieart could move. 
I do confess thee sweet, hut find 
Thou art sae thriftless o’ thy sweets. 

Thy favours are the silly wind, 

That kisses ilka thing it meets. 


See yonder rose-bud, rich in dew, 

Ainaiig its native briers sae coy ; 

How sune it tines its scent and liuc 
When poll’d and worn a common toy ! 
Sic fate, ere lung, sli«all thee betide, 

Tho’ thou may gaily bloom awhile ; 
Yet sune tliou shalt be thrown aside 
Like ony common weed and vile. 


CII. 

¥ott toil® mosss ittountaiw. 

Tune. — “ Yon wild mossy Mountains. 


I •» This song alludes to a iiart of my pri\atc liistor}', which it is of 
no consequence to the norld to know." These aic the words of 
Burns: he sent the song to the Musical Museum; the heroineJS 
■iip pnarf to be the ** Nannie," uho dwelt near theLugar.] 


Yon wdld mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o’ the 
Clyde, 

Where the grouse lead their coveys thro’ the 
heather to feed, 

And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on 
his reed. 

W’here the grouse lead their coveys thro’ the 
heather to feed, 

And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes 
on his reed. 


Not Cowrie’s rich valleys, nor Forth’s sunny 
shores. 

To me hae the charms o’ yon wild, mossy 
moors; 

For there, by a lanely and sequester'd stream, 

Resides a sweet lassie, my thought and my 
dream. 

For there, by a lanely and sequester’d stream, 
Besides a sweet lassie, my thought and my 
dream. 


Among tliae wild mountains shall still he my 
path. 

Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow 
strath ; 

For tliere, w'i’ my lassie, the day huig 1 rove, 

While o’er us unliceded flee the swift hours o’ 
love, 

For there -wi’ my lassie, the day lung 1 rove, 
>>Vhilo o'er us unheeded flee the swift houi-s o’ 
love. 


She is not the fairest, altlio* she is fair ; 

O’ nice education hut sma’ is her sliare ; 

Her parentage Imnihle as humble eaii bo; 

But I lo’e the dear lassie because she lo’es mo. 
Her pai*entage huinblo as liumblo can he : 

Blit 1 lo’e the dear lassie because she lo'cs 
mo. 


To beauty wliat man but maun jield him a 
prize. 

In her annour of glances, and blushes, and 
sighs ? 

And ■wlieii wit and refinement hae polish’d her 
darts, 

Thc‘y dazzle onr cen as they flee to our hearts. 

And w hen wit and refinement hae polish’d 
Iier darts, 

They dazzle our eeii, as they flee to our 
hearts. 


But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond spai k- 
liiig e’e, 

Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 

And the heart beating love as I’m clasp’d in 
her arms, 

O, these arc my lassie's all-conquering chaims ! 
And the lieart beating love as I’m clasp’d in 
her arms, 

O, these aro my lassie’s all-conqnering 
charms ! 
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CUT. 

St iss na» t]bs bonntc Jfm* 

Tune. — “ The Maid's complaint." 


[Uurns found this sont; in English attire, bcstom 
dress uiKm it. and published it in thcMuKutn, togutliei 
b)r Oswald, which is one of his best] 


It is iia, Jean, tliy bonnic face, 
Nor shape that f aduiire, 
Altho’ thy beauty and thy ^Taco 
Might weel awake desire. 
SoinctiLing, in ilka part o’ thee, 
"J’o praise, to love, J find ; 

But dear as is thy form to me, 
Still dearer is thy mind. 


Nae mair nngen’rous wish 1 liae, 
Nor stronger in my breast^ 
Tlian if I canna male thee sae, 

A t least to see thee blest. 
Content am 1, if heaven shall give 
But happiness to thee : 

And fus wi’ thee Td wish to live, 
Fur thee I’d bear to die. 


(TV. 

^^fien £ tj^inh on tlic 


CV. 

JKIbaii S sUtp S titeam. 


[Tliifi prewnta another venion ot song LXV, VAmtiens arr to 
a poet what changes arc in the thoughts of a pairiier, and fiDC4iIt of 
fertility of sentiment in both.] 


W iiA» I sleep I dream, 
Whan I wank I’m eerie, 
Sleep I canna get, 

For thinkin’ o’ my dearie. 


lianely night comes on, 

A* the house are slceijing, 

I think on the bonnie lad 
That has my heart a keeping. 

Ay waiikin O, waiikin ay and wcario, 
Sleep I canna get, for thinkin’ o’ my 
dearie. 


Livnely nights come on, 

A* the house are sleeping, 

I think on my bonnie lad. 

An’ I blear my cen wi’ greetin’ ! 
Ay waukin, &c. 


CVI 

5: murber ftatc. 


['I h«hc verb I were in latter years expanded by Hums into a song, 
for tilt' collect in of 'I'honiEon : the song u ill be found in its place: 
we uurthy of prcscrt'ution.] 


When I think on tlic hajipy days 

I spent wi’ you, iny dearie ; 

And now what Linds between us lie, 

II ow can I be but eerie ! 


How slow ye move, ye heavy licurs, 
As ye w'cre wae and weary ! 

It was na sae yo glinted by, 
hen I was wi’ my dearie. 


I llicse verses arc to lie found .n a volume which mav be aUudeT 
tomthdiit being named, in which many of Uunys straiiKi. some 
looser tlidii tlicsc, arc to be found.] 


I Munni.li hate by fieJd or flood, 

Tlio' glory’s name may screen us : 
In wars at liame I'll spend my blood, 
liife-giving wars of Venus. 


The deities that I adore 
Are social Peace and Plenty, 
i'lii better pleas’d to make one more, 
Than be the death of twenty. 
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CIX. 

i5onnfe 


[ThcKveraa axe in the Museum : the first tivo arc nldj the con> 
dudiiiff one is by Burns. J 


I A fourth verse inaltcs the mooi . a witness to the enJearments o 
these lovers : but that planet secs nore indiscreet matters than it i 
nght to describe. J 


O OUDE ale comes, and glide ale goes, 
Gude ale gars me sell my liosc, 

Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon, 
Gude ale keeps iny heart a boon. 


1 had sax owsen in a plough. 
They drew a* weel enough, 

1 soil'd them a’ just ane by anc ; 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 


Gude ale bauds me bare and busy, 

Gars ino moop wi' tlie servant hizzie, 

Stand i' the stool when 1 hae done, 

Gude ale keeps my heart aboou. 

O gude ale comes, &c. 

CVIII. 
l^obin %\)uxt tn 

IS an Old citaunt, out of whicli Bums brushed some loose ez- 
presisions, added the third and fourth rerses, and &cnt it to the M 
seum.] 


Kobiv shure in hairst, 
I shure wi’ him, 
Fient a heuk had I, 
Yet 1 stack by him 


I gaed up to Dunse, 

To warp a wab o’ plaiden, 
At his daddie’s yett, 

Wha met me but Kobin. 


Was na Robin bauld, 

Tho’ I was a cotter. 

Play’d me sic a trick, 

And me the oiler’s dochtcr ? 
Robin shure in hairst, &c. 


Robin promis’d me 
A’ ray winter vittle ; 

Fient hact he had hut three 
Goose feathers ana a whittle. 
Robin shure in hairst, &c. 


As I came in by our gate end, 

As day Avas waxin' weary, 

O wha came tripping down the street. 
But Bonnie Peg, my dearie ! 


Iler air sac sweet, and shape complete, 
Wi’ nao proportion wanting ; 

The Queen of Love did never move 
Wi’ motion mair enchanting. 


Wi* linked liauds, we took the sands 
A-domi yon winding river ; 

And, oh ! that hour and broomy bower, 
Can 1 forget it ever ? 


cx. 

Gulircn to gou, Hmtnur. 


'This s^ng in other ilays ww a controviTsial one, atiil coi 
line barcustic alluMotis to Mother Borne a.tid her brcHHl id sc 
■miitnts, hveal u iiotu ucrc illc^iiimatc. BuinstiMiij^cd the 
ig, and [lublisliud Ills altered version m the Muscuui. ( 


Gudeen to you, Kimmcr, 

And how do ye do ? 

IJiccui), quo’ Iviinincr, 

TIio better that I’m fou. 

We’re a’ noddin, nid nid noddiii, 
We’re a’ uoddin. at our house at hame. 


Kate sits i’ the ueuk, 

Suppin h cn broo ; 

Dcil tak Kate 
An’ she be na noddin too ! 
We’re a* noddin, &c. 


How’s a’ wi* you, Kimmor, 
And how do ye fare ? 

A pint o* the best o’t, 

And twa pints mair. 

We're a’ notldiii, Ac. 
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How’s a’ wi’ you, Kiinmcr, 
Aud how do ye tlirive ; 
How many bairns liao ye ? 
Quo’ Kiumior 1 hao hvc, 
AVo’rc a’ uoddiii, &c. 


Are they a’ Jolinio’s ? 

Kli ! at wool no : 

Twa o’ tliom wore gotten 
When Julmie was awa. 

W c’rc a’ uoddiu, &c. 


Cals like milk, 

Vml ilogs like broo ; 

]^a<ls like lasses wool, 

Aud lassos lads too. 

We're a’ noddiii, &.c. 


CXI. 

XiS), since it mag na be. 

Tune . — Major Grafuim.^* 


cxir. 

0 gafD ge mj) UDearfe. 

Tuno. — “ jEp/;fe Macnab.'* 

(“ Publislii'd in tlie Museum," says Sir Harris Nimlas, ** wltiK)iit 
any name.” Hums corrected some lines in tlie old song, whicli liod 
more wit, he said, than decency, and added others, and sciu tlie 
amended version to Johnson.] 


O SAW ye my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab ? 

O saw ye my dearie, iny Eppie M^Nab ? 
bile's down in the yard, she’s kissiu* the laird, 
bho wiuna come hanie to her ain Jock Itab. 

O come thy ways to mo, my Eppie M‘Nab ! 

O come thy -ways to me, my Eppie M‘Nah ! 
Whate’or thou hast done, be it late, be it soon, 
Thoii’s welcome again to thy ain Jock Rab. 


What says she, my dearie, my Epjjie M*Nab - 
Wliat says she, my dearie, my Ejipie M'Nal) ? 
blie lets thee to wit, that she has thee forgot, 
Aud for ever disowns thee, her ain Jock Rab^ 
O had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie M^Nab ! 

O had I ne’er been thee, my Kpx»ie ^l‘Nab! 
As light as the air, and fause us thou’s fair, 
Thou’s broken the heart o’ thy ain Jock Rab. 


; -II I liiins Aicolas found these lines on Chloiis among the papers 
I I'.uius, ,iiul piiuied thcui iti lus late ediUoii of tlic pout’s ivuiKa.] 


CXI IL 

i$ tliat at tn£) 13otoci'=tioor. 

Tunc. — “ Lass an / conic near Utee,^ 


All, Cliloris, since it may na be, 
'I'luit tluiu of love w’ilt bear ; 
if from the lover tiioii maun tlee. 
Yet let the fiieiid be dear. 


(’riie ** Auld man and the u idow" in ({umsay’s i.’olliTtitin is sail 
1i) t.iilHTt Uiinis, to liHVC suggested tins song to ins Lrucher: it lii 
apiicarud in Uic Museum.] 


Altlio’ 1 love my Cliloris mair 
'riian ever tongue could tell ; 
-My passion I will ne'er d(»chire, 
I’ll say, L wish thee wclL 


'riiif a’ my daily care thou art, 
Aiul a’ my nightly dream. 

I’ll hitle the struggle in luy heart, 
Aud bay it is esteem. 


WiiA is that at my bower-door ? 

O, wha is it ’out Findlay ? 

Then gae your gate, ye’se nac he here !■ 
Indeed, maun 1, quo’ Fiudlay. 

What mak ye sae like a thief? 

O come and see, quo’ FJmllay ; 

Before the mom ye’ll work mischief ; 
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 


Gif I rise and let you in ? — 

Lot me in, quo’ Findlay ; 

Ye'll keex) mo waukin wi’ your din ; 

Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay. 

In my bower if you should staj' ? 

Let me stay, quo* Findlay ; 

1 feiu- yc’ll bido till break o’ day ; 
Indeed will I, quo* Findlay. 
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Hero this night if ye remain ; — 

I’ll remain, quo’ Findlay ; 

I dread ye’ll leam the gate again ; 

Indeed will I, quo* Findlay. 

Wliat may pass within tliis bower, — 
Let it pass, quo’ Findlay ; 

Ye maun conceal till your last hour ; 
Indbcd will 1, quo’ Findlay ! 


cxv. 

honnie focc 

Tune . — Bonnie wee ihingJ* 


[** Composed,’' says the poet, “on my little idol, tl>e charming, 
lov^y DavlcR."] 


CXIV. 

wn a iJOURg Sa^gte. 

Tunc. — “ iMiat can a young lassie do un an auld 
man.^^ 

[In the oltl strain, which partly ■u^gcbted this song, the heroine 
threhtciis onlx to adorn lit-r husband's brows : Dums proposes a sya- 
teni ol domestic anno>anc*e to break his heart. J 


^VHA'r can a young lassie, what shall a young 
lassie. 

What can a young lassie do wi* an auld man ? 
Bad luck on the peimic that tempted my minnio 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an’ laii’ ! 

Bad luck on the pennie that tempted my minnic 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an* Ian’ I 


He’s always compleenin’ frae morniu* to eVnin’, 
lie hosts and be hirplcs the weary day laug ; 
He’s doyl’t and he’s dozin’, his biuid it is frozen, 
O, dreary’s tlie night w i’ a crazy auld man ! 
He's doyl't an’ he’s dozin’, his hliiid it is frozen, 
O, dreary’s the nigJit wd’ a crazy auld man ! 


He hums and he hankers, he frets and he caiilcers, 
1 never can please him, do a’ that I can ; 

He’s peevish and jealous of a’ the young fellows: 

O, dool on the day 1 met wi' an auld inau ! 
He’s peevish and jealous of a’ the young fellows: 
O, dool on the day I met wd’ an auld man ! 


Bonkie woo thing, cannie wee thing. 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 
I wad wear tlice in my husoni, 

Lest my jewel I should tine. 
Wishfully 1 loolc and languish 
111 that boniiic face o* thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi' anguish, 
Lest my -wee thing be na mine. 


Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty 
In ac constellation shine ; 

To adore thee is my duty, 

Goddess o’ this soul o’ mine ! 
Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing, 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 
I wad wear thee in my bosom, 

Lest my jewel I should tine ! 


CXVI. 

Zijt ih&cr iWorn. 

To a Highland Air. 


1“ riar tunc of tr'ih Bcmp," ^.l^s Il\irns, “ is oJiginaily lium ihf 
llighlnniis. I haxc heard a (i<iclic uong to it, wliicb nus not by a'ly 
means a ladj''s song." “ It occurs, ” says Sir Harris Nicolas, “ in rhi 
Museum, with«»utthc name of Hums.” It was sent in the poets 
own hand-writnig to Johnson, and is believed to be his coinivasitiou.'' 


My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity. 

I’ll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 

I’ll cro-s^ him, and wrack him, until I lieart- 
hreak Itiin, 

And then his auld brass w ill buy me a new 
pan. 

I’ll cross him, and wrack him, until I heart- 
break liim. 

And then his auld brass will buy me a new 
pan. 


The tithor morn, 
WlK*n 1 forlorn, 
Anoath an oak sat moaning, 

I did na trow, 

I’d see my Jo, 

Beside me, gain the gloaming. 
But he sae trig, 

Lap o’er the rig, 

And dawtingly did cheer me. 
When I, what reck. 
Did least oxpec’, 

'I'o sec my lad so near me. 
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Ills bonnet he, 

A thought ajee, 

Cock’d sprush when first he clasp’d me ; 
And I, I wat, 

Wi’ fainness grat. 

While in his grips lie press’d mo. 

Deil tak’ the war ! 

I late and air, 

llae ivish’d since Jock departed ; 

Itut now as glad 
I’m wi’ my lad, 

As sliort syne broken-hearted. 

III. 

Fu’ aft at e’en 
Wi’ danc-ing keen, 

When a’ were blythc and ineiry, 

I car’d na by. 

Sac sad was I 
In absence o’ iny dearie. 

But, praise bo blest. 

My mind’s at rest, 

I’m hajipy wi’ iny Johnny: 

At kirk and fair, 

I'sc ay bo tlicro, 

Ajid be as canty’s ony. 


CXVII. 

font) 

Tune . — Rory DalVs 


ilU‘ticv«d to relate to the pict’s iiarthig uitli ('lariiida. ''T)u> 
\qtiisitelyafU‘Ct]ni; stanzas,” says Scott, •* wntiun the essence uf 
thousand love tales.” They arc in the M useum.] 


Ae fond kiss, and then we serer; 

Ae farew eel, and then for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wmng teiirs I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage IIhv. 
Who shall say that fortune grieves liim 
While the star of hope she li'uves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle liglits me; 

Dark despair around beniglits me. 


I’ll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist iny Nancy; 
But to see her, w'as to love lier ; 
Bovt but her, and love for ever. — 
Had w'c never lov’d sae kindly. 

Had we never lov’d site blindly, 
Never met — or never parted, 

Inid ne’er been brokeii-heartetl. 


Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest ! 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest ! 

Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 

Ao fond kiss, and then we sever ; 

Ae farewell, alas ! for ever ! 

Deep in heart-winiug tears I’ll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll waige thee 1 

CXVIII. 

Tunc. — Mist Muir” 

[Writtm for the Miueum, in honour of the witty, the handsome, 
the lovx'ly and unfortunate Miss Davies.] 


O now shall I, unskilfu’, try 
Tlie poet’s occupation. 

The tunefu’ powers, in happy hours. 

That whispers inspiration ? 

Even they maun dare an effort mair, 
Than aught they ever gave us, 

Or they rehearse, in equal verse, 

The charms o’ lovely Davies. 

Each eye it cheers, when she appear.s, 
Like Plicebus in the morning, 

When past the shower, and cv ry flower 
The ganleii is adorning, 

As the wTeteh looks o’er Siberia’s shore. 
When winter-bound the w’ave is ; 

Sae droops our heart when w^e maun pa» t 
Frae chaniiing lovely Davies. 


Her smile’s a gift, frae ’boon the lift. 
That maks us mair than princes ; 

A scepter'd hand, a king’s command. 

Is in her darting glances: 

The man in arms, ’gainst female chaiins. 
Even he lier willing slave is ; 

lie hugs his chain, and owns the reign 
Of conquering, lovely Davies. 

My muse to dream of sucli a theme. 

Her feeble pow^’rs suiTondor; 

The eagle's gaze alone surveys 
The sun’s meridian splendour : 

1 wad in vain essay tlie strain. 

The deed too daring brave is ! 

I’ll drap the lyre, and mute admiro 
The clianns o’ lovely Davies. 
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CXIX. 

iDcarj; o* ^oto. 

Tune. — 27te weary Fund o’ Tow.' 


I liac a penny to spend, 

There — thanks to luiobody ; 
I hae iiacthing to lend, 

I’ll borrow frao naebody. 


[“This aongj** says Sir Harris Nicolas, ‘Ms in the Musical Mu- 
seum; but it is not attnbutod to Burns. Mr. Allan Cumnn^'ham 
does not state upon u'hatauthority he hasassigned it to Bui ns." The 
critical knigh t iniffht have, if * te had pleased , suted similar ohjectic"” 
to many son^iifs which he took without scruple fi dition, where 

they were claimed for Burns, for the first tunc pood autho- 

rity. 1 however, as it hapiicns, did nor cli the song \eholly for the 
port : 1 said “ the idea of the tonp is old, and perhap e of the 

tvonls." It was sent by Bums to the M useuin, and in 1 n hand- 

writing;] 


I am naebody’s lord — 

I’ll be slave to naebody ; 

I hoe a guid braid sword. 

I’ll talc diints frac naebody. 
I’ll be merry and free. 

I'll be sad for naebody ; 
Naebody earcs for mo, 

I care for naebody. 


The weary piind, the weary pund, 
The weary pund o’ totv ; 

I think iny wife will end her life 
Before slie spin her tow. 

I bought my wife a stauc o’ liut 
As gude as e’er did grow; 

And a’ tliat she has made o’ that, 
Is ao poor imnd o’ tow. 


There sat a bottle in a bole, 
Beyont the ingle low, 

And a} she took the tither souk. 
To drouk the stowrie tow. 


Quoth I, for shame, ye dirty dame, 
Gae spin your tap o’ tow ! 

She took the rock, and wi’ a Jvuock 
She brak it o’er my pow. 


At last her feet — I sang to see’t — 

Gaed foremost o’er the knowc ; 

And or I wad aiiither jad. 

I’ll wallop ill a tow. 

TJio w'cary pund, the ^veary puud. 
The weaiy pund o’ tow ! 

I think iny wife will end her life 
Before she spin her tow. 

i xx. 

Xncbobi]. 

Tuiie.--‘"AWWy.” 

[Burns lind huilt his house at Ellisl&nd, snued his first crop, the 
wotiMii lie lii'.cd was at his side, and hope uas liigli » nu wonder 
tiiat he indulged tu tlusinderiendcnt strain.] 


eXXT. 

<D, for ^nc»anb^tioenli.h ^am ! 

Tune. — “ The Mondiewort.''* 


fin his nieinoranila on this song in the M ii 
“ This fxing IS 1111110." The air for a cent 
burthen of veiy ordinary words. j 


An O, for ane-aiid-twenty, Tani, 

An’ hey, swt*et aiie-siiul-lweiity, 'J'am, 
I’ll learij my kin a rattlin’ sang, 

An 1 saw aiic-aiid-tw euty, Tain. 


Tii£\ siiool me sair, and liaud me down, 
Ami gar me look like hluntie, 'J’am ! 

But three sliort years will soon wheel roun’- 
Aiid then coiiie.s aiie-and-tweiity, Tam. 


A gleili o’ Ian’, a claiit o’ gear, 

Was left me by my auntie, Tam; 
At kitli or kin I need na sjiier, 

An 1 saw uiie-and-twenty, Tam. 


They’ll hae me wed o wealthy coof, 

'J’iio’ I mysel’ hae plenty, 'Jam ; 

But hoar’st thou, laddie — tlicrc’s my loof— 
Till tliiiic at ane-iiiid-tweiity, 'i'ani. 

All (>, for ane-aiid-twiiuty, Tam ! 

All hey, sweet an e-ai id- twenty, Tam I 
I’ll learn my kin a rattlin’ sang, 

An 1 saw anc-and-tweuty, Tam. 


I HAE a w'ife o’ my ain- - 
I’ll partake m x* naebody ; 
I’ll tak cuckold frae nane, 

I ’ll gic cuckold to naebody. 
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CXXII. 

%enmure*0 on anD afoa* 

Tune . — O Kenmure^s on and atoa, TTiV/fo.” 


My name, sho says, is Mistress Jean, 
And 1 follow the Collier Laddie. 
My name, she says, is Mistress Jean, 
And I follow the Collier Laddie. 


(The second and third, and eondudinp verses of this Jacobite 
strain were written by Burns : the whole was sent in hrs own hand- 
wriiing to the Museum.] 


O Keitmure’s on and awa, Willie ! 

O Keninuro’s on and awa! 

And Ken mil re’s lord’s the bravest lord. 
That ever Galloway saw. 


Success to Kenmiire’s band, Willie ! 

Success to Kenmure’s band ; 
Thf're’s no a heart that fears a Whig, 
That rides by Kennmrc’s hand. 


Here’s Kenmure’s liealih in wine, Willie ! 

Here’s Kenni lire’s health in wine; 

I'lii'i c ne’er was a coward o’ Kemuurc’s bludc, 
Nor yet o’ Gordon’s lino. 


O Kenmiire’s lads arc men, Willie ! 

O Kouiiiure’s lads are men ; 

'J’lieir liearts and swords are metal true — 
And that their faos shall ken. 


Tliey'll live or die wi’ fame, Willie ! 

'i'hey’ll live or die wi' fame ; 
lint soon wi’ sounding victorio, 

May Kenmnre’s lord come hamc. 


Here’s him that’s far awa, Willie ! 

Here’s him that’s far awa; 

And liere’s the flower that 1 love best- 
The rose that’s like the snaw ! 


See you not yon hills and dales, 

The sun shines on sae brawlie ! 

They a’ are mine, and they shall be thine, 
Gin ye’ll leave your Collier Laddie. 
They a* are mine, and they shall be thine. 
Gin ye’ll leave your CoUier Laddie. 


Ye shall gang in gay attire 
Weel buskit up sae gaudy; 

And ane to wait on every hand. 

Gin ye’ll leave your Collier Laddie. 
And ane to wait on every hand, 

Gin ye’ll leave your Collier Laddie. 


Tho* ye had a’ the sun sliincs on, 

And the earth conceals sae lowly ; 
I w.ad turn my back on you and it a’. 
And embrace my Collier Laddie. 

I wad turn my back on you and it a’, 
And embrace my Collier Laddie. 


I can win my five pennies in a day, 

And si^en’t at night fu* brawlie ; 

And make my bed in the Collier’s nenk 
And lie down wi’ my Collier Laddie. 
And make my bed in the Collier’s n(‘ul<, 
And lie down wi’ my Collier Laddie. 


Luvo for luve is the bargain for me, 

Tho’ the 'wco cot-house should hand me ; 
And the world before mo to win my bread. 
And fair fa’ my Collier Laddie. 

And the world before me to win my bread, 
And fair fa’ my Collier Laddie. 


CXXIII. 

Collier Eabbte. 

Tune.— “ The CollXer Laddie^ 

TTlic ColUer Lkddle was communicated by Burns, and bi his 
iiaiid-wntbig, to the Museum: it is chiefly his own oiniixwition, 
though coloiued by an older strain.] 

Where live ye, my bonnic lass ? 

An' toll me what they cu’ ye ; 


CXXIV. 

toelcome f^amr. 

fThr&r verses were written by Burns for the Museum: Che 
Maxwells of Terreagles are the lineal descendants of the Earls of 
Nithsdale.] 


The noble Maxwells and their powers 
Are coming o’er tHe border, 

And they’ll gae bigg Torreagle’s towers. 
All* sot iliem a* in order 
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And they declare Tcrreagles fair. 
For their abode they clmsc it ; 
There’s no a heart in a’ the land, 
But’s lighter at the news o't. 


Tho’ stars in shies may disappear, 

And angry tempests gather ; 

The happy hour may soon bo near 
That brings us pleasimt weather: 

The weary night o’ care and gi-icf 
May hae a joyful morrow ; 

So dawning day has brouglit relief — 
Fai’eweel our night o’ sorrow ! 

exxv 

3: ioasi n^ioanbering. 

Tune . — ^^Rinn Mcwlial mo‘ Mhealladh,' 

[The original song in the Gaelic language V’as translated for 
Burns by an Invcmcss-ahure lady ; he turned it iiituTcrse« and stm 
it to the Museum.] 


As I was a-wand’ring ae midsummer e’eniu’, 
The pipers and youngsters were making their 
game; 

Amang them I spied my faithless fauso lover, 
Which bled a’ the wounds o’ my dolour 
again. 

Weel since he has left mo, may pleasure gae wi’ 
him ; 

I may be distress’d, but I winna complain ; 

I flatter my fancy I may get anithor. 

My heart it shall never be broken for ane. 


I couldna get sleeping till dawnin for gi-eetin’, 
Tlie tears trickled down like tlie hail and tin 
rain: 

ITad I na got greetin’, my heart wild a broken. 
For, oh I love forsaken’s a tormenting pain. 


Although be has left me for greed o’ the siller, 
1 dinna envy liim the gains he can win ; 

I rather wad boar a’ the lade o’ my sorrow 
Than ever hac acted sae faithless to him. 

W eel, since he has left mo, may pleasure gae 
wi’ liim, 

I may be distress’d, but I winna comx>lain ; 

I flatter my fancy T may get anither, 

My heart it shall never bo broken for aiie. 


CXXVL 

iUcisii anb itt S>pim\ms«h)I)cer. 

Tunc. — “ The sweet lass that lo'es 

[There arc Kcvcrnl %'nrialJons of this song, but they neither aflect 
the sentiment, nor afford matter for quotation.] 


O T.£KZ£ me on my spinning-wheel, 

O Iceze me on the rock and reel ; 

Frae tap to tae that deeds me bicn, 

And hai>s me fiel and warm at e’en ! 

I’ll set me down and sing and si>in, 
While laigli doseends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi’ content, and milk and meal — 
O leeze me on my sjiinning-wheel 1 

II. 

On ilka hand the burnies ti ot. 

And meet below my theekit cot ; 

The scented birk and hawthorn white. 
Across; tlie pool th<*ir arms unite, 

Alike to screen the birdie’s nest. 

And little fishes’ caller rest : 

The sun blinks kindly in tho bid’, 
Where blithe I turn iny spinning- wliccL 


On lofty aiks tho cushats wail, 

And Echo cons the dooUu’ tale ; 
The lintwhites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, rival itber's l.iys : 

The craik .amang tlie clover hay, 
The paitrick whirrin o’er the ley, 
The swallow jinkin round iny shiel, 
Amnse me at my spinning-wheel. 


Wi’ sma’ to sell, and less to buy, 

Aboon distress, below envy, 

O wha wad leave this humble state, 

For a’ the pride of a’ the great ? 

Amid their flaring, idle toys, 

Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys, 

Can they tho peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinning-wheel ? 

eXXVIL 

0 Eubc toUI tienture fn. 

Tune.— “ The Poiiff.” 

[“ The PoBic U my (*rimpogition,'’sayi Hums, in a letter to Tho 
son. “The air was taken donm from Mrb. Bums' vokc.* It \ 
first iirmutl in tlie Museum.] 


O LuvE will venture in 

Where it dauma weel be seen ; 
O luve will venture in 

A\'here wisdom .ainco lias bcx>n 
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But I will down yon river rove, 
Amongf the wood sae green — 
Aai 6* to pu’ a posie 
To my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu% 

The firstling o’ the year. 

And I will pu’ the pink. 

The emblem o* my dear. 

For she’s the pink o’ womankind, 
And blooms without a peer — 
And a’ to be a x)osic 
To my ain dear May. 

111 . 

I’ll jm* the budding rose, 

When Piicebus peeps in view, 
For it’s like a baumy kiss 
O’ her sweet bonnic niou’ ; 

Tlie hyacinth’s for constancy, 
Wi’ its unchanging blue — 
And a’ to be a posie 
To my ain dear May 


The lily it is pure. 

And the lily it is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom 
1*11 place the lily there ; 
The daisy’s for simplicity, 
And unaffected aii* — 
And a’ to be a xiosie 
To my aiii dear May. 


The hawthorn I will pu’ 

"Wi’ its locks o’ siller gray, 

■Where, like an aged man, 

It stands at break of day. 

But the songster’s nest within the bush 
I winna tak awa\' — 

And a’ to be a posie 
To my ain dear May. 


The woodbine I will pu’ 

Wlien the o’eiiing star is near, 
And the diamond draps o’ dew, 
Shall be her e’en sae clear ; 
The violet’s for modesty 

Which weel she fa’s to wear, 
And a' to be a posie 
To my ain dear May. 


I’ll tie the posie round, 

Wi’ the silken band o’ hive, 
And I’ll place it in her breast. 

And I’ll swear by a’ above. 
That to my latest draught of life 
The band shall ne’er remove. 
And this will bo a posie 
To my ain dear May« 


U7 

CXXVIII. 

^ountts 

Tune. — “ The Country Lass.'' 

[A ntanuMrript copy before me, in the poet’s hand-writinff, pr*i 
■enu two or throe immaterial variations of tins dramatic sonif. | 


In simmer, when the liay was maum, 
And corn wav’d green in ilka field. 
While claver blooms wiiite o’er the lea. 
And roses blaw in ilka biold ; 

Blithe Bessie in the milking shiel, 

Says — I’ll be wed, come o’t w’hat w’ill ; 
Out Bjiak a dame in wrinkled cild — 

O’ guid advisement comes nae ill. 


It’s ye hae wooers mony ane. 

And, lassie, yo’ro but young ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale, 

A routhiebutt, a routhie ben : 
There’s Johnie o’ the Buskie>glen, 

Fu’ is his barn, fu’ is bis byre ; 

Tak this frae me, my bonnie lien. 

It’s plenty beets the Inver’s fire. 


For Johnie o’ the Buskie-glen, 

1 dinna care a single flie ; 

He lo’es sae weel his craps and kye, 
lie lias naeluve to spai’e for me: 

But blithe's tlie blink o’ Hobic’s e’e. 

And weel I wat he lo’es me dear: 

Ae blink o’ him I wad nao gie 
For Buskie-glen and a’ his gear. 

IV. 

O thoughtless lassie, life’s a faught ; 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 

But ay fu’ han’t is fechtin best. 

An hungry care’s an unco care : 

But some will spend, and some wdll spare. 
An’ wilfu’ folk maun hae their will ; 

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yilL 


O, gear will buy me rigs o’ land. 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o’ Icesoine hive. 

The gowd and siller canna buy; 

We may be poor — Bobie and I, 

Light is the burden luve lays on ; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy — 
Wbat mair hae queens upon a throne % 
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CXXIX. 
ipair CFlija. 

A Gaelic Air. 

(The name of the heroine of this son/f was at first Rabina: but 
Juhnsont the publisher* alarmed at admittinff something new itito 
i-erse, caused kUjsa to be substituted; which was a positive fraud* 
for Habina was a teal lady* and a luvdy one* and Eliza one of air.J 


Turn again, thou fair Kliza, 

Ae kind blink before we part, 

Rew on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst thou break his faithfu* heart : 
Turn again^ thou fair Eliza ; 

If to love thy heart denies, 

For pity hide the cruel sentence 
Under friendship's kind disguise t 


Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee : 

Const thou wreck his peace for ever, 
Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
While the life beats in my bosom. 
Thou slialt mix in ilka throe ; 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 


Not the bee upon the blossom, 

In the pride o' sunny noon ; 

Not the little sporting fairy. 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet, in the moment 
Fancy lightens in his e’e, 

Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 
That thy presence gics to me 


exxx. 

Ye SJacobite^ bp Name 

Tune . — Ye Jacobites by namer 

Ye JacoWta by Name" appeared for the first time in the Mu 
tauin : it was sent in tiie hand-writing of Uunis.] 


Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear ; 
Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear ; 

Ye Jacobites by name. 

Your fautes I will proclaim, 

Y our doctrines I maun blame — 

You shall hear. 


What is right and what is wrang, by tlie law, by 
the law? 

What is right and what is wrang by the law ? 
WJiat is right and what is wrang ? 

A short sw’ord and a lang, 

A weak arm, and a strung 
For to draw. 


What makes heroic strife, fam’d afar, fam’d 
afar ? 

What makes lieroic sti-ife fam’d afar ? 

What makes heroic strife ? 

To whet th* assassin’s knife, ## 

Or hunt a parent’s life 
Wi* bluidie war. 


Then let your schemes alone, in the state, in 
the state; 

Then let your schemes alone in the state ; 
TJien let your schemes alone, 

Adore the rising sun, 

And leave a man unt'nno 
To his fate. 


CXXXT. 

Zf)t Hants of IDoon. 

FIRST VERSION. 


[An AjTshirc legend sajs the heroine of thi* aflcrtliig cong 
Kcuiictly, of iJulgumick* a young creature* beautiful amiac- 
< ..MiplMhed, W ho ItU a vitum to her love for her kinsuiaii, McUoual 
of Logan, j ’ 


Ye liowery banks o’ bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fair ; 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And 1 sue fu* o* core ! 


Thou’Il brc‘ak my heart, thou bonnie bird. 
That sings upon the bough ; 

Thou minds me o’ the hap^iy days 
When my fausc love was true. 


I'h oil’ll break my lieart, thou bonnie bird. 
I'll at sings beside tliy mate; 

For sae I sat, and sac I sang, 

And wist na o* my fate. 
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IV. 

Aft liae I rov’d by bonnie Boon, 
To sec the woodbine twine, 

And ilka bird sang o’ its love; 

And sac did 1 o’ mine. 

V. 

\Vi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Frae ail' its thorny tree ; 

And my fuiise luvor staw the rose. 
But left the thorn wi’ me. 


CXXXTI. 

Zf)t ilJanbst o’ Boon. 

8KCON1) VKilSION. 

T line . — “ Caledonian Hunt's Delight. 

rHiirns injiirc'fl snininvliat the simplicity ofrheaorifr by adapting it 
t-i a new nir, aciKleiitly eompiKXHl l*j' an aninteitr, who was dircctcdt if 
iic (k-sir* <1 to create a Sco'tihJi air, to k«-cp liis lingers to the iiha-k keys 
ft ilte liaii>sictiord, and pruhcrverlijthm.] 


Ye banks and braes o* bonnie Boon, 

Ilow can yt* bloom sae fresh and fair ; 

IJow can ye chant, yo little birds, 

And I sac weary, fu* o’ care ! 

Thoirit break my Ji«‘art, thou warbling bird. 
That wantons tliro’ tlie flowering thorn : 

'I’hou minds mo o' tb'parted joys, 

Bejiarted — never to return I 

11 . 

Aft hac I rov’d by bonnie Boon, 

To see tbe rose and woodbine twine; 

And ilka bird sang o’ its luve. 

And fondly sue did 1 o’ mine. 

Wi’ ligbtvomo beavt 1 pu’d a rose, 

Fu’ hweta upon its tliorny tree ; 

And my fause luver stole iny rdl»e, 

But, ah ! ho left tbe thorn wi’ me. 

CXXXTII. 

SSlCllic 

Tune. — “ llic eight men of Moidart.^'* 

IThe perstin whn Is mlscd tci the disagnvahle e1c\'atinn of heroine 
of this song, wRs, it is, Baid, ii farmcT’s wife ot thecild nehonl of douict- 
He care and utu leanness, u ho liv cil nigli tiic {locr, at Ellislaiid.] 

1 . 

Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they call’d it Linkiim-doddie, 

Willie was a wabster guid, 

Con’d stown a clue wi’ onie bodie; 


lie had a wife was dour and din, 

0 Tinkler Madgic was her xniilier ; 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

1 wad nae gie a button for her. 

II. 

She has an o’e — she has but ano. 

The cat has twa the very colour ; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper-tongue w'ad deave a miller ; 

A whiskin’ beard about her mou’. 

Her nose and chin tliey threaten ither — 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

1 wad nao gie a button for her. 


HI 

She’s bow hough’d, she’s hem shinn’d, 

A limjiin’ leg, a hand-breed shorter; 
She's twisted right, she’s twisted left. 
To balance fair in ilka quarter : 

She has a hump upon her breast, 

I’lie twin o’ that upon her sliouthcr — 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

1 wad nac gie a button for her. 


IV. 

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits. 

An’ wi* her loof her face a-wasliin’; 
But Willie’s wife is nae sae trig. 

She diglits her grunzie >vi’ a husliion 
Her walie nieves like middcn-creels, 

Her face "wad fylo the Logan-Water — 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

1 wad nac gie a button for her. 


CXXXIV. 

3£abi» i^arg ^nn. 

Tune . — Craigtotons growing'^ 


[Thi> poet <ent thk song to tlic Iluseum'in his own hantl-writing : 
} et {Hirt of it is brlirverl to bo old ; liow much cannot be well known, 
with such skill has he made his interpolations and cliaDge8.J 


1 . 

O, Ladt Mary Ann 

Looks o’er the castle wa". 
She saw three bonnie boys 
Playing at the ba* ; 

The youngest he was 

The flower amang them a*. 
My bonnie laddie’s young. 
But he’s growin’ yet. 
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O father ! O father I 
An’ ye think it fit. 

We’ll send him a year 
To the collegfe yet: 
We’ll sew a green ribbon 
Round about his hat. 
And that will let them ken 
He’s to marry yet. 


Lady Mary Ann 

Was a flower i* the dew. 
Sweet w'as its smell, 

And bonnie was its line ; 
And the langer it blossom’d 
The sweeter it grew ; 

For the lily in the bud 
Will be bonnier yet. 


Young Cliarlie Cochran 
Was the sprout of an aik ; 
Bonnie and bloomin’ 

And straught was its make : 
The sun took delight 
To shine for its sake, 

And it will be the brag 
O’ the forest yet. 


Tlie simmer is gane, 

When the leaves they were green, 
And the days are awa 
That we liae seen ; 

But far better days 

I trust will come again, 

For my bonnie laddie’s young. 

But he’s growdn’ yet. 


cxxxv. 

£ttr]b a ipiitcel of i^oguc^ in a ‘Kation. 

Tunc. — ‘‘ .4 parcel of rogues in a nation." 

riliM armfr was UTitten hv Bums in n moment of hnnr%r Indi^ma- 
tUm at the northern trauruln-ls wtio snlcl vi thow* of the south the iii- 
dotM’tiilcnce of Scotland, at the time of the Uiiitni. j 


FAREWEtii. to a’ our Scottihh fame, 

Fareweel our ancient glory, 

Fareweel even to tije Scottish name, 

Sae fam’d in martial story. 

Now Sark rins o’er the Solway sands, 

And Tweed rins to the ocean, 

To mark where England’s province stands — 
Siioh a parcel of rogues in a nation. 


What force or gpiile could not subdue, 
Thro’ many warlike ages, 

Is wrought now hy a coward few, 

For hireling traitors’ wages. 

The English steel we could disdain. 
Secure in valour’s station ; 

But English gold has been our bane — 
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation. 


O would, or I had seen the day 
That treason tliiis could fell us, 

My anld gray head had lien in clay, 

Wi* Bruce and loyal Wallace ! 

But pith and power, till my last hour, 

I’ll mak’ this declaration ; 

We’re bought and sold for English gold- 
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation. 


CXXXVI. 

Zf)e &€irU of ISlclIiiburn 

Tune. — “ Kellyhurn BraesP 

fOf this •ong Mw. Bums saUl to Cromek.'when running her fin^ 
ov«r the long Use of lyncs udiirh hnr husband had written or 
amended for the Museum, ** Uot»crt (tac tins one a terrible bt ush 
ing.” A considerable portion of the old still remains. J 


There lived a carle on Kellyburn bvaos, 

(Jley, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme), 
And lie had a wife was the plague o’ his days ; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in 
prime. 


Ae day as the carle gaed up the lang glen, 

(Iley, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ tiiyme). 
He met wi’ the devil ; says, “ How do yow f<»ii 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in 
prime. 


“ I’ve got a bad wife, sir ; that’s a* iny complaint ; 

(Hey, and the rue gi'ows bonnie wi’ th^mie), 
T’or, saving your presence, to her ye’re a saint ; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in 
prime.” 


“It’s neither your stot nor your staig I sliall 
crave, 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ tliyme), 
But gie me your wife, man, for her I must have 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and mo is in 
, prime.” 
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* O welcome, most kindly,” the blythe carle said, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme), 

** Jlut if ye can match her, ye’re waur nor ye’re 
ca’d. 

And the thyme it is witlier’d, and rue is in 
prime.” 

VI. 

The devil has got the auld wife on his back ; 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme). 
And, like a poor pedlar, he’s carried his pack ; 
And the thymeit is witlier’d, and rue is in prime. 


He’s carried her hame to his ain hallan-door; 

(IJey, and the rue grow's bonnie wd’ thyme). 
Syne bade her gae in, for a b — h and a w — e. 
And thethymeitis wither’d, andrue isin prime. 


Tli<*n straight he makes fifty, tl»e pick o’ his band, 
(JJey, and the rue grows 1)onnie wd’ thyme). 
Turn out on her guard in tlie clap of a hand ; 
And the thymeit is wither’d, and rue isin prime. 


Tlio carlin gaed thro’ them like ony wud bear, 
(JIc*y, and the rue grow's bonnie wi’ thyme), 
AVhate’er she gat hands on cam near her nae 
iiiair ; 

And the thymeit is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 


A reekit w'ce devil looks over the -wa’ ; 

( 1 ley, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme), 

“ (), help, master, help, or she’ll ruin us a’, 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and mo is in 
prime.” 

XT. 

The devil he swore by the edge o’ his knife, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme), 
He pitied the man that was tied to a wife ; 

And the thyme it is with cr’d, and me is in prime. 


The devil lie swore by the kirk and the bell, 
(Hey, and the rue grow's bonnie wi’ thyme). 
He was not in wedlock, thank lieav*n,but in hell; 
And the thyme it is wither’d, and rue is in prime. 


Then Satan has travelled again wi’ his pack ; 

(Iley, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme), 
And to her auld husband he’s carried her back: 
Andthethymeitis wither’d, andmeis in prime. 

XIV. 

“ I hae been a devil the feck o’ my life ; 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme). 
Hut ne’er was in hell, till I met wi’ a wife ; 

And the thyme it is wither’d, and me is in 
prime.” 


CXXXVIT. 

S^ociies’iS te'tn Ije patting iSis,. 

Tune. — " Jockey a ta!en the farting kisa,** 

[ Burns, when he sent this song to the Museum, said nothing of ire 
origin : and he is silent about it in his memorand^i 


Jockey’s ta’en the parting kiss. 

O’er the mountains ho is gane ; 
And with liim is a* my bliss. 

Nought but griefs with me remain. 
Spare my luve, ye winds that blaw. 
Flashy sleets and beating rain ! 
Spare my luve, thou feathery snaw, 
Drifting o’er the frozen plain. 


When the shades of evening creep 
O’er the day’s fair, gladsome e’e, 
Sound and safely may he sleep. 
Sweetly blithe his waukening be ! 
lie will think on her ho loves. 
Fondly he’ll repeat her name ; 
For where’er he distant roves, 
Jockey’s heart is still at hame. 


CXXXVIII. 

Tune. — “ T7ie Ruffian^ a Rant* 

[('ommunicatvd to the Mutenm in the hand-tiTitlng of Bui 
parr, but not much, u beliered to be uld.J 


A’ THE lads o’ Thomic-bank, 

"When they gae to the shore o’ Bncky, 
They’ll step in an’ tak’ a pint 
Wi’ Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 

Lady Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews good ale at shore o’ Bncky ; 
I wisli her sale for her gude ale, 

The best on a’ tlie shore o’ Bucky, 


Her house sac bien, her curch sae clean, 

I wat she is a dainty chucky ; 

And cheerlie blinks the ingle-gleed 
Of I^dy Onlie, honest Lucky ! 

Lady Onlie, lionest Lucky, 

Brews good ale at shore o’ Bucky ; 
I wish her sale for her gude ole, 

The best on a’ the shore o’ Bucky. 


3 A 
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CXXXIX. 

CTj^cbalicr^js; Samcnt. 

Tune . — Captain O' Kean” 

[** Compost ** says Iturns to M ‘ M uwlo, " at the desire of a fnend 
who had an equal enthusiasm for the air and the sulijcet.*’ The 
friend, alluded to is supposed to he Robert Cletfhorn : he loved the 
air mueh, and he was much of a Jacobite. J 


The small birds rejoice in the "^‘ecii loaves re- 
turning, 

The murmuring stroainlot winds clear thro’ 
the vale ; 

The hawthorn trees blow in the dew of the 
morning, 

And wild scattered cowslips bedeck the green 
dale : 

But w’hat can give pleasure, or what can seem 
fair, 

While the lingering moments are numbered 
by care ? 

No llow’rs gaily springing, nor birds sweetly 
singing, 

Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair. 


The deed that I dared, could it merit their malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne ? 

Ills right are these hills, and his right are these 
valleys, 

Wliere the wild beasts find shelter, but I can 
find none ; 

But His not my sufferings thus w retch ed, forlorn ; 
]My brave gallant friends! His your ruin 1 
mourn ; 

Your deeds proved so loyal in hot-bloody trial — 
Alas ! I can make you no sw eeter return ! 


cxr.. 

<gong of Dcatti. 

Air. — “ Oran an Aoig/* 

l‘‘I liavc just finisliml the follnwinf; sonq," says Rums to Mrs. 
Dunlop, “ uiiifh toaUdv, the <lt*ccnflarjt of Wallace, and herself 
be mother of several soldiers, need* neither preface nor aihiloKy*”! 


Scent*— A field of battl'. Time of the day, evening. The wounded 
and dying of tlie victorious army are supptnod to Join in the follow- 
ing song; 

I. 

Fabewell, tliou fair day, tliou green earth, and 
ye skies, 

Now gay with the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell loves and friendships, ye dear tender 
ties — 

Our race of existence is run ! 


Tliou grim king of terrors, thou life’s gloomy foe : 

Go, frighten the coward and slave ; 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know, 
No terrors hast thou to the brave ! 


Thou strik’st the dull peasant — he sinks in the 
dark. 

Nor saves e’en the wreck of a name ; 

Tliou etrik’st the young liero — a glorious mark ! 
He falls in the blaze of his famo ! 


In the field of iiroud honour — our swords in our 
hands. 

Our king and our country to save — 

■\VluIo victory sliines on life’s bist ebbing sands, 
Oh ! who would not die with the brave ! 


CXLl. 

ifloto gcntlp, stoert 

Tune . — Jf Ion ^Va^cr” 


{The scenes on Afion WVrr are l>fautiful, and the poet foU them, 
as svcllas tlicgcucroiis kimlness ol his earliest patroni ss, Mis. (leiicrol 
Stcwaiti of Altori'todgc, when lie wrote this sw'evt pa.stural.j 


I LOW gently, sweet Afton ! among tliy green 

bi\K*b, 

Flow gently, I’ll sing thee a song in thy praise ; 
My Mary's asleep by tby muriniii ing stre.iin — 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 


Thou stock-dove, whose echo resounds thro' the 
glen; 

Ye wild wliUtlinglilackVirds in yon tliorny don; 
Thou green-crested la^iwing, thy screaming for- 
bear — 

I cliarge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 


How lofty, sw'cet Afton ! tliy neighbouring liills, 
Far mark’d with the courses of clear, winding 
rills ; 

There daily I wander as noon rises high, 

My flocks and iny Mary’s sweet cot in my eye. 


How pleasant thy banlu and green valleys below, 
Where wild in the wood lands the primroses bio w ! 
There, oft as mild evening weeps over tlio lea, 
The sweet-scented birk siiades my Mary and luo- 
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The crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ; 
llow wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 

As gathering sweet flow’rcts she stems thy clear 
wave. 


Flow gently, sweet Afton! among thy green 
bi-iiea, 

1 'low gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays 1 
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream — 
Flow gently, sweet Afton! disturb not her dream. 


CXIilT. 

^Tjic Smiling Spring. 

Tunc . — “ The Bonnie Bell'* 

Ilonnic Itcir* was first iJfinted in thrMuseum: who the heroioe 
nAb t)iC iHivt hiib iicj^lvcicd to tell us, and it is a pit}’.] 


Hey, ca* thro’, ca’ thro’. 
For we hae mickle ado ; 
Hey, ca’ thro’, ca’ thro’. 
For we hae mickle ado. 


We hae tales to tell, 

And wo hae sangs to sing ; 
We hae pennies to spend. 
And we hae pints to bring. 


We’ll live a’ our days. 

And them that come bchin’. 
Let them do the lilce. 

And spend the gear they win. 
Hey, ca’ thro’, ca’ thro*. 
For we hae mickle ado; 
Hey, ca’ thro’, ca’ thro’, 
For we hao mickle ado. 


Tiir smiling Spring conies in rejoicing, 

And surly Winter grimly flies ; 

Now crystal clear are the falling waters. 

And bounie blue are the sunny skies ; 

Fi'i'sh o’er the mountains brealis forth the 
liiorniiig, 

I'lie ov’niiig gilds the ocean’s swell ; 

All creatures joy in the sun’s returning, 

And 1 rt'joice in iiiy bonnie Bell. 


Tlic flowery Spring leads sunny Summer, 
And yellow Aiituinn presses near, 

'J'heii ill his turn comes gloomy Winter, 
'J'ill smiling Spring again appear. 

Thus Seasons dancing, life advancing, 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell, 
But never ranging, still unchanging, 

1 adore my bonnie Bell. 


CXLIII. 

Tie <2rarlr$ of Dnjsart. 

Tune. — “ Hep ca* thro'.** 

[Communicated to the Museum by Bums in Ids own hand-writing : 
t of it is his conipmition, and some bebeve die whole.] 


CXLIV. 

(!Biallant SHeabet. 

Tune. — “ The Weavers' March' 

[Sent hy the poet to the Museum. Neither tradition nor critkum 
has noticed u, but tlie soug is popular ainoag the looms in the ucbt 
of Scotland.] 


Wheue Cart rins rowin to the sea, 

By inouy a flow’r and spreading tree. 
There lives a lad, the lad for me. 

Ho is a gallant weaver. 

Oh, 1 had wooers aught or nine, 

Tliey giod me rings and ribbons fine ; 
And I was fear'd my heart would tine. 
And I gied it to tho weaver. 


My daddie sign’d my tocher-band, 

To gie the lad that has the land ; 

But to niy heart I'll add my hand. 

And gie it to the weaver. 

While bu’ds rejoice in leafy bowers; 

While bees delight in op’ning flowers ; 
While corn grows green in simmer showers, 
I'll love my gallant weaver. 


Ur wi* tho caidcs o’ Dysart, 
And the lads o’ Buckhuven, 
And tho kimmers o’ Largo, 
And the hisses o’ Leven. 
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CXLV. 

l^ainijS gat out* 

Time . — ^ The deuks dang o'er my Daddie,** 


1 Bunu found Mine of the eencimenti end a few of the words of 
UweMUg In a luahif rather rough and homespunf of Scotland’s eldiar 
day. UcoommttidcatBdlttotheMuMttm.J 


Tbe baims gat out wi’ on unco shout^ 

The deuks dang o'er my daddie^ O ! 

The fien’-ma-care, quo' the feirrie auld wife^ 
He was but a paidlin body, O ! 

He paidles out, an’ he paidles in, 

An* he paidles late an’ early, O ! 

This seven lang years 1 hae lien by his side. 
An’ he is but a fusionless carlie, O ! 


O, baud your tongue, my feirrie auld wife, 
O, baud your tongue, now Nansie, O ! 
I've seen the day, and sae hae ye. 

Ye wadna been sae donsie, O ! 

I've seen the day ye butter'd my brose. 
And cuddled me late and early, O 1 
But downa do’s come o’er me now. 

And, oh 1 1 feel it sairly, 0 1 


CXLVI. 
iFair anD iFaustf. 

Tune. — ^ She' t fair andfatueJ* 

f One of the hapjdest. «s wdl «■ the most euuaitle of the Mngi of 
chcMortht the air li almoet « happy at the wante.] 


She's fair and fause that causes my smart, 

1 lo'ed her meikle and lang ; 

She's broken her vow, she’s broken my heart. 
And 1 may e’en gae hang. 

A coof com in wi’ routh o’ gear. 

And I hae tint my dearest dear ; 

But woman is but world’s gear, 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang. 


Wbae'er ye be tliat woman love^ 

To this be never blind, 

Hae ferlie ’tis tho’ fickle she prove, 

A woman has’t by kind. 

O woman, lovely woman fair ! 

An angel form's fa'n to thy shajre, 
rTwad been o'er meikle to gien thee mair 
1 mean an angel mind. 


CXLVII, 
t!ri)c ^xd^cman* 

Tune. — “ The DeU cam' fiddling through the town.” 

rCompoaed and iutig t>y the poet at a festive meeting of the int 
de^en ot tlie Dunitries (hjitnct.J 


The deil cam' fiddling through the town. 
And danced awa wi' the Exciseman, 

And ilka wife cries — “ Aiild Mahoun. 

I wish you luck o’ tho prize, man !” 

The deil's awa, the deil’s awa. 

The deil's awa wi' the Exciseman ; 
He’s danc'd awa, he's danc'd awa. 

He's done d awa wi' the Exciseman ! 


We’ll mak our maut, we’ll brew our drink, 

W e'll dance, and sing, and rejoice, man ; 

And mony braw thanks to the meikle black dcil 
That danc'd awa wi' the Exciseman. 


There's threesome reels, there’s foursome reels^ 
There’s hornpipes and strathspeys, man ; 

But the ae best dance e'er cam to the land 
Was — the deil’s awa* wi* the Exciseman. 

The deil’s awa, the deil’s awa, 

Tlie deil's awa wi’ the Exciseman : 

He's danc’d awa, he's danc'd awa. 

He's danc'd awa wi’ the Exciseman. 


CXLVIII. 

Zit Sohelp of 

Tune . — ^Laas of Inverness.** 

[At Boms posKd slowly over the moor of CuUoden. In one of his 
HighUnd touxtf the lament of the Lass of Inverness, it U said, r»s<> 
on bis fancy i the first four lines are partly old.] 


The lovely lass o* Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see ; 
For e’en and mom she cries, alas 1 
And ay the saut tear blin's her e’e c 
Drumossie moor — Drumossie day — 

A waefu* day it was to me I 
For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 


Their winding sheet the bluidy clay, 
Their graves ore growing green to see.: 
And by Siem lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman's e'e I 
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Now wae to thee, thou eniel lord, 

• A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 

For mony a heart thou hast made sair, 
That ne’er did wrong to thine or thee. 


CXLIX 
reb, vcb 

Tune. — Graham's StrathspeyJ* 

f Snmeediton bftve pi w iied cheoudvct with tracing the gentinrwnte 
uf this aonglu certain itieet ballads : It resembles them as mudi as a 
sour sloe resembles a diop-rlpe damson.] 


O, MY luve’s like a red, red rose, 
That’s newly sprung in June : 

O, my luve’s like the melodie, 
That’s sweetly play’d i#tune. 

II. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
So deep in luve am I : 

And 1 will luve thee still, my dear, 
’Till a’ the seas gang dry. 


*Till a’ the seas gang diy, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun : 
1 will luve thoe still, my dear, 
While tlie sands o’ life shall run. 


And fare thee weel, my only luve ! 

And faro thee weel a-while ! 
And I will come again, my luve, 
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile. 


CL. 

Eoufsi, tD{iat mb I hi; 

Tune . — ^ Louis, vfhai reck / iheej* 

IThe JcMnle of this vtsy short, but voy clevcrsong is Mrs. Bums, 
name has no chance of paaring ftum the earth If impassimicd 
verse can preserve it.} 


I-ouis, what reck I by thee, 
Or Geordie on his ocean ? 
I>yvor, bep;ar loons to me--- 
1 reign in Jeannie’s bosom. 


Let her crown my love her law 
And in her breast enthrone me. 
Kings and nations — swith, awa ! 
Beif randies, 1 disown ye ! 


CLI. 

3E tie togte. 

Tunc. — “ I/ad I the wyte she bade me,^' 

[Burns in evoking this song out of the old verses did not cast 
wholl7 out the spirit of ancient licence in wbich our minstrels in- 
dulged. lie sent it to the Museum.] 


IIad I the wyte, had I the wyte, 
Had 1 the wyte she bade me ; 

She watch’d me by the hie-gate mde. 
And up the loan she shawed me ; 
And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ca’d me ; 

Had kirk and state been in the gate, 
I lighted when she bade me. 


Sae craftilie she took me hen, 

And bade me make nae clatter ; 

“ For our ramgunshoch glum gudeman 
Is out and owrc tlic water 
Whae’er shall say I wanted grace 
When I did kiss and dawte her, 

Let him be planted in my place. 

Syne say 1 was the fautor. 


Could I for shame, could I for shame, 
Could I for sliame refused her ? 
And wadna manhood been to blame, 
Had 1 unkindly used her ? 

He clawed her wi’ the ripplin-kame. 
And blue and bluidy bruised her ; 
When sic a husband was frao home. 
What wife but had excused her ? 


I dighted ay her een sae blue, 

And bann’d the cruel randy ; 

And weel I wat her willing mou*. 
Was e’en like sugar-candy. 

A gloamiu-shot it was I wot, 

I lighted on the Monday ; 

But I cam through the tysday’s dew. 
To wanton Willie’s brandy. 


3 B 
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CLII. 

€l^om{ng tjbtouglft tit Hge* 

Time. — " Oiming through the Rge.'^'* 

'The poet In this song mno\'ed some of the coarse chaff, from 
the old chaunt, and fitted it for the Museum, trhere it was first 
printed.] 


Coming through the rye, poor body, 
Coming through the rye, 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie, 
Coming through the rye. 

Jenny’s a’ wat, poor body, 

Jenny’s seldom dry ; 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie, 
Coming through the rye. 


Gin a body meet a body — 
Coining through the rye. 
Gin a body kiss a body — 
Need a body cry ? 


Gin a body meet a body 
Coming through the glen, 

Gin a body kiss a body — 

Need the world ken ? 

Jenny’s a’ wat, poor body ; 

Jenny’s seldom dry ; 

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie. 

Coining through the rye. 

CLTTI. 

¥oung; of a* jjllatn. 

Tune . — The carlin o’ the glen,'** 

[Sent tn the Mmeum l)y Uurns in Ins n hand-writing; pirt 


Young Jamie, pride of a’ the jdain, 

Sae gallant and sae gay a swain ; 

Thro* a’ our lasses he did rove. 

And reigned resistless king of love : 

Blit now wi’ sighs and starting tears, 
He strays aniang the woods and briers; 
Or in the glens and rocky caves 
His sad complaining dowde raves. 


I wha sac late did rfiiige and rovc^ 
And cliang’d with every moon my lov 
I little thought the time was near, 
Hepentance I should buy sae dear ; 
The slighted maids my torment see. 
And laugh at a* the pangs I dree ; 
While she, my cruel, scomfu’ fair. 
Forbids me e’er to see her mair ! 


CLIV. 

©ttt ober t6e jFortJ. 

Time . — Charlie Gordon's welcome homey 


(In one of his letters to Cunningham, dated 11 th March, I791, 
Hums quoted the four last lines of this tender and gentle lyric, and 
enquires how he likes them.] 


Out over the Forth I look to the north, 

But what is the north and its Highlands to 
me ? 

The south nor the cast gie ease to my breast, 
The far foreign land, or the wild rolling sea. 


But I look to the west, when I gae to rest, 

Tliat hajipy my dreams and my slumbers may 
be ; 

For far in tho west lives he 1 lo’e best, 

The lad that is dea^to my babie and me. 


CLV. 

of Iscflcfrclian. 

Tune. — " Jacky Latin.'' 

[lluriii;, in onr of liisprofcssionaUnsits M En-k>f«’han, \va 
with a rrmgh old district sour, which soinconcsuttg: hcren 
a leisure moment, the languai^e more delicate, and theaentn 
uarin, and iicntit to the Museum.] 


Gat ye me, O gat ye me, 

O gat ye me wi’ naetbing ? 

Bock and reel, and spiniiiii’ wheel, 
A mickle quarter basin. 

Bye attoiir, my gutehor lias 
A hich house and a laigh ane, 

A’ for bye, my bonnie sel’, 

The toss of Ecclefeclian. 


0 baud your tongue now, Luckic Laing? 

0 baud your tongue and jauncr ; 

1 held the gate till you 1 met. 

Syne 1 began to wander: 

I tint iny whistle and my sang, 

1 tint my peace and pleasure: 

But your green graff, now, Luckie lAung, 
Wad airt me to my treasure. 
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CL VI. 
hooper 0* 

Tune. — Bah at the hotosterJ^ 

f'J'hc u-it of this tonff Is better than Its delicacy ; it is printed in 
the Museum, with the name of Bums attached.] 


CLVIll. 

o*t 

Tune. — ** Salt^fish and dumplings 


The cooper o* Cuddle cam* here awa, 
And c.a’d the gin’s out owre us a’ — 
And our gude-wifo has gotten a ca’ 
That anger’d the silly gude-man, O. 
We’ll liido the cooper behind the door; 
Behind the door, behind the door ; 

W e’U hide the cooper behind the door,^ 
And cover him under a mawn, 0. 


IIo Bought them out, he sought tlicm in, 
Wi’, deil hae her ! and, deil hao him ! 
But tin* body was sae doited and blin’, 
Jle wist na where bo vras gaiin, O. 


I'hey cooper’d at e’en, they cooper’d at morn, 
’Till our gude-man has gotten tlie scorn; 

On ilka brow she’s planted a horn, 

And swears that they shall stan’, O. 

We’ll hide the cooper behind the door, 

Behind the door, behind the door ; 

We'll hide the coojier behind the door, 

And cover him under a mawn, O. 


CLVII, 

Tunc. — “ For the sake of Somebodg." 

fUums seems to have borrowed two nr three linos of this Uric 
)in Kanisn} ; he sent it to the Museum.] 


My heart is sair — I dare na tell — 
!My heart is sair for somebody ; 
1 could wake a winter night 
For the sake of somebody. 
Oh-bon ! for somebody ! 
Oli-licy ! for somebudy ! 

1 cotild range the world around, 
For the sake o* somebody I 


[«This song,** says Sir Harris Nicolas, "is in the Murfeal Mu- 
seum, but not ^vith Burns’s name to it.” It was given by Burns tn 
Johnson in his own haud-wrlting.] 


I coFT a stane o’ haslock woo’, 

To make a wat to Johnny o’t; 

For .Tolinny is iny only jo, 

I lo’e him best of ony yet. 

The cardin’ o’t, the spinnin’ o’t. 
The warjun’ o’t, the win n in’ o’t; 
When ilka ell cost me a groat, 

The tailor staw the lynin o't. 


For though his locks be lyart gray, 

And tho* his brow be held abooii ; 

Yet 1 hac seen him on a day, 

The ])ridc of a' the iiarislien. 

Tlie cardin’ o’t, the spinnin o’t, 
The warpin’ o't, the whinin’ o’t: 
Wh(*n ilka ell cost me a groat, 

The tailor staw the lynin o’t. 


CLIX. 

Wbm Sianuar* SiOlinb. 

Tune. — ‘‘ The lass that made the bed for me. 


[Burns found an old, clever, but not v<Ty dmirous strain, record- 
ing an adventure which Charles tho Second, while under Presby- 
terian rule in Scotland, had with a young lady of the house of Port 
Lctham, and excrcuuig his taste and skill upon it, produced the 
present— still Ux> Bree soug, lor the Museum.] 


When Januar’ wind was blawing cauld, 
As to the north I took my way, 

The mirksomc night did mo onfauld, 

I knew na where to lodge till day. 


By my good luck a maid I met, 
Just in the middle o* my care ; 
And kindly she did me invito 
To walk into a cluimber fair. 
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I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And thank’d her for her courtesie ; 
1 bow’d fii’ low unto this maid. 

And bade her mak a bed to mo. 


She made the bed baith large and wide, 

Wi’ twa white hands she spread it down ; 
She put the cup to her rosy lips, 

And drank, “ Young man, now sleep ye 
soun’.” 


She snatch’d tlie candle in her hand. 

And frae my chamber went wi’ speed ; 
But I call’d her quickly back again 
To lay some mair below my head. 


A cod she laid below my head, 
And served mo wi* due respect ; 
And to salute her wi’ a kiss, 

1 2jut my arms about her neck. 


** llaud aff your hands, young man,” she says, 
“ And dinna sae uncivil be : 

If ye hae onie love for mo, 

O wrang iia my virginitio !” 


Her hair was lilcc the links o’ gowd, 
Her teeth were like the ivoric ; 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine, 
The lass that made the bed to me. 


Her bosom was the driven snaw, 
Twa drifted heaps sae fair to see ; 
Her limbs the polish’d marble stane. 
The lass that made the bed to me. 


1 kiss’d her owre and owrc again. 
And ay she wist na what to say ; 

I laid her between me and the wa’ — 
The lassie thought na lang till day. 


Upon the morrow when we rose, 

I thank’d her for her courtesie ; 

But aye she blush’d, and aye she sigh'd. 
And said, “ Alas l^ye’ve ruin’d me.” 


1 clasp’d her waist, and kiss'd her syne, 
While the tear stood twinklin’ in her e’o ; 
I said, My lassie, dinna cry. 

For ye ay shall mak Uie bed to me.'’ 


She took her mither’s Holland sheets. 
And made them a’ in sarks to me : 
Blythe and merry may she be. 

The lass that made the bed to me. 


The bonnie lass made the bed to me. 

The braw lass made the bed to me : 

I’ll ne’er forget till the day 1 die. 

The lass that made the bed to me ! 

CLX. 

<^ae fat aioa. 

Tune . — Dalkeith Marten Bridge." 

[This song was lent to the Muicam by Bums, In hla oirn hAii> 
nridng.} 


O, SAD and heavy should I part, 

But for her sake sac far awa; 
Unknowing what my way may thwart 
My native land sac far awa. 

Thou that of a’ things Maker art, 

’I'liat fonii’d this fair sae far awa, 
Gie body strength, then ’111 ne’er start 
At tliis my way sae far awa. 


How true is love to pure desert, 

So love to lier, sae far awa : 

And j)ocht can heal my bosom’s smart. 
While, oil! she is sue far awa. 

Nano otlier love, nane other dart, 

I feel but her’s, sac far awa ; 

But fairer never touch’d a heart 
Than hcr's, tiie fair sae far awa. 


CLXI. 

I’ll np ca* (u bg jou tToton, 

Tune. — “ Vll gac nae mair to yon ioum.'’ 

[Jeart Armour inaplmi ibii very itwect song. Sir Harrb NU-i'm? 

■ayi it IS pnnted in C'roinck'e Heliquci: it wa* lirkt printed In tiA 

MuKcuia.1 


I’ll ay ca’ in by yon town, 

And by yon gazden green, again : 

I’ll ay ca’ iu by yon town, 

And see my boniiie Jean again. 

There’s nane sail ken, there’s nane saB gucsj 
What brings mo back the gate again ; 
Blit slie my fairc^st faithfii’ lass, 

And stownlins we sail meet again. 
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ShoTl wander by the aiken tree, 

When trystin-time draws near again ; 
And when her lovely form I see, 

O haith, she’s doubly dear again ! 

I’ll ay ca’ in by yon town, 

And by yon garden green, again ; 
m ay ca’ in by you town. 

And see iny bonnie Jean again. 


CLXII. 

0, ioat se in gon ^ofon. 

Tunc. — til ay cai* in by yon town” 

'The beautiful Liiey J<thnsu>ne, married t« Oswald, of Anclien- 
• ruive, was tlie heroine ot this song : it was tint, however, composed 
expri-ssly in honour of her charms. •* As I was a good dtal pleased," 
he says in a letter to Syme, “ivitli mjr perlonnance, I, in my 
tirst fervour, thought of sending it to M rs. Oswald." He sent it to 
tiiL Museum, (wrliaps also to the lady.] 


O, WAT ye wha’s in yon town, 

Ye see tlie e’enin sun upon ? 

The fau’cst dame’s in you town. 

That e’l'niu smi is shiiiiiijr on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 

She w'andors by yon spreading tree ; 
Jlow'’ blest ye flow’’rs that round lier blaw, 
Ye catch the glances o’ her e’e ! 


Ihm blest ye birds that round her sing, 
And welcome in the blooming ycai* ! 
And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The season to my Lucy dear. 


The sun blinks blithe on yon town, 
And on yon hennie braes of Ayr ; 
liut my delight in yon town. 

And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 


Without my love, not a’ the chai*ms 
O’ Paradise could yield mo joy; 

Hut gie me Lucy in my arms. 

And welcome Lapland's dreary sky ! 


My cave w'ad be a lover’s bower, 
Tho’ raging winter rent the air ; 
And she a lovely little flower. 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 


O sweet is she in yon town, 

Yon sinkin sun’s gone down upon ; 
A fairer than’s in yon town 

llis setting beam ne’er shone upon. 


If angry fate is sworn my foe. 

And sufiering I am doom’d to bear ; 

I careless q^uit aught else below. 

But spare me — spare me, Lucy dear ! 


For while life’s dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her shall ne’er depart. 
And she — as fairest is her form ! 

She has the truest, kindest heart ! 

O, wat ye wha’s in yon town, 

Ye see the e’enin sun upon ? 
The fairest dame’s in yon town 
That e’enin sun is shining on. 


CLXIII. 

Tune. — May, thy Momt 

[Our lyrical legends assign the inspiration of this itnlo to the 
iceurnplished Clarinda. It has been omitted by Chambers in his 
“ Teoplc’s Kdition” of llurns.] 


O May, thy mom was ne’er sae sweet 
As the mirk night o’ December; 

For sparkling was the rosy w'ine, 

And private was tho chamber : 

And dear w'os she I dare na name, 

But I wnll ay remember. 

And dear was she I dare na name, 

But I will ay remember. 

II. 

And here's to them, that, like oursel. 

Can piisli about the jorum ; 

And here’s to them that wish us weol, 

INIay a’ that’s guid watch o’er them, 

And here’s to them we dare na tell, 

The dearest o’ the quorum. 

And here’s to them, we dare na toll. 

The dearest o’ the quorum ! 

CLXIV. 

Hobelp <SbtefDart. 

Tune. — Ye\e welcome, Charlie StewurtJ'* 

[The poet’s eye was on Polly Stewart, but bis mind seenu to ha\c 
been with Charlie Stewart, and the Jacobite ballads, when he 
penned these ivords ; — they are in the Museum.] 


O I.OVEI-Y PoUy Stewart ! 

O charaiing PoUy Stewart 1 
There’s not a flower that blooms in May 
That’s half so fair as thou art. 

3 c 
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The flower it blaws, it fades and fa’s, 
And art can ne’er renew it; 

But worth and truth eternal youth 
Will give to PoUy Stewart. 


May he whose arms shall fauld thy charms 
Possess a leal and true heart; 

To him be given to ken the heaven 
He grasps in Polly Stewart. 

O lovely Polly Stewart ! 

O charming Polly Stewart ! 

There’s ne’er a flower that blooms in May 
That’s half so sweet as thou art. 


CLXV 

Eabbtc. 

Tunc . — If ilurn^ It play me fair play*' 

{ A long and wearisome dittv. called **The Highland Lad and 
Lowland iAsde." which liums compressed into these stanzas, for 
Johnson’s \I useunul 


CLXVT. 

^tina, t!)|| 

Tune. — “ B<mnie Mary** 

[The heroine of this short, sweet song is unknown ; it wasina 
in tlie third edition of his Poema] 

Anna, thy charms my bosom Are, 

And wiistc my soul with care ; 

But, ah ! how bootless to admire, 

When fated to despair ! 

Yet in thy presence, lovely fair, 

To hope may be forgiv'ii ; 

For sure ’twcrc impious to despair, 

So much in sight of lleav’n. 

CI.XVII. 

Tune. — Unknown, 

[Ir k supposed that “ Highland Marj’,*’ who lived SinncriniL 
C as^ilhs’ banks, is the heroine of these verses. J 


The bonniest lad that e’er I saw, 
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie, 
Wore a plaid, and was fu’ braw, 
Bonnie Highland laddie. 

On his liead a bonnet blue, 

Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie ; 
His royal heart w'as firm and true, 
Bonnie Highland laddie. 


Trumpets sound, and cannons roar, 
Bonnie lassie, Lowland lassie ; 
And a* the hills wi’ echoes roar, 
Bonnie Lowland lassie, 

Glory, honour, now invito, 

Bonnie lassie, Lowland lassie, 
For freedom and my king to iiglit, 
Bonnie Lowland lassie. 


The sun a backward course shall take, 
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie. 

Ere aught thy manly courage sliako, 
Bonnie Highland laddie. 

Go, for yourself procure renown, 
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie; 
And for your lawful king, his crown, 
Bonnie Higlilaud laddie. 


Now bank an’ brae are daith'd in green, 
An’ scatter’d cowslips swt'etly spring; 
By Girvan’s fairy-haunted stream, 

Till) birdies flit on wanton wing. 

To Cassillis’ lianks wlion e'ening fa’s, 
There wi’ Mary let me flee, 

Tliere catch lier ilka ghincii of love, 

The bonnic blink o’ JVlary’s e’e ! 


The child wha boasts o* warld’s walth 
Is aften laird o' meiklc care ; 

But Mary she is a' my ain — 

Ah ! fortune eaiina gio me mair. 
TJicn let me range l)y Csissillis’ banks, 
Wi* her, the lassie dear to iiio, 

And catch her ilka glance o’ love, 

The bouiiie blink o’ Mary’s e’e ! 


CLXVIII. 

^0 ti)cc, loheb iHiti). 

Tunc. — Unknown, 


[There an- several variatior 8 extant of tliese vcnies. and amor g 
ntlicrs one ^\. Inch traiiiifers th -• piaLsc from the Nith U> the Dccl hot 
to the Dee, if tlie pwt spoke in hia own person, no such Inflncmt'* 
coulU belong.J 


To thee, lov’d Nith, thy gladsome plains, 
Where late wi* careless thought I rang’d, 
Tlioiigh prest wi’ care and sunk in woe, 

To thee I bring a heart unchang’d. 
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J lovo thce^ Nitli, thy banks and braes, 
Tlio’ mem’ry there my bosom tear ; 
For there he rov’d that brake my heart. 
Yet to that hcai-t, ah ! still liow dear ! 


Thro* the liawlands, o’er the border, 
Weol, my babie, may thou f order ; 
Herry the louns o’ the laigh cotmtree, 
Syne to the Highlands hamc to me. 


' CLXIX. 
iSannoch^ o’ 33arUs. 

Tune . — “ The Killogie'^ 

[“This sonp Is 111 the Museum," says Sir llariis Nicolas, •• but 
u'lthout Hums* name.” Hums t(K>k up an old sonif, and Ictun^i; some 
of the words stand, infused a Jacobite spirit into it, wrote it out, and 
sent it to the Museum.] * 


Bankocks o* bear meal. 
Bannocks o’ barley ; 
llcro’s to the Ilighlandman's 
Bannocks o’ barley. 

Wha ill a brulzie 

Will first cry a parley ? 
Never the lads wi’ 

The bannocks o’ barley. 


Bannocks o* bear meal. 
Bannocks o’ barley ; 
Here’s to the lads -wi* 

The bannocks o’ barley, 
Wlia in his wae-days 
Were loyal to Cliarlic ? 
Wha but the lads wi* 

The bannocks o’ barley. 


CLXXI. 

Slitac ms 

Tune . — “ Woe w my heart.*^ 

[Comiiosed, it is said, at the request of Clarke, the musidan, who 
felt, or imagined he felt, some pangs of heart for one of the loveliest 
young ladies in Nithsdale, Phillis M'Murda] 


Wae is my heart, and the tear’s in my e’e ; 
Lang, lang, joy’s been a stranger to me : 
Forsaken and friendless, my burden I bear, 

And the sweet voice o’ pity ne’er sounds in my 
car. 


Love, thou hast pleasures, and deep hae I loved : 
Love, thou hast sorrows, and sail* hae I proved ; 
But this bruised heart tluit now bleeds in my 
breast, 

I can feel by its throbbings will soon be at rest. 


O, if I were happy, where happy I hae been, 
Down by yon stream, and yon bonuie castlc- 
green ; 

For there ho is wand’ring, and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae his Phillis’s e’e. 


CLXX. 

?i)ee i^nlou. 

Tune. — “ The Highland BalovJ' 

[“Published In the .Musical Museum,” says Sir flarris Nicolas, 
but witliout the name of the author.” It is an old strain, eked out 
andamaulcd by Hums, and sent to the Museum in hu own hand- 
wiituijfO 


CLXXII. 

^ere*fi (n Skater. 

Tune . — ** The Job of Joumey’Work,** 


IIee balou ! my sweet wee Donald, 
Picture o’ the great Clanronald ; 
Bmwlie kens our wanton chief 
Wha got iny young Highland thief. 


[Bums took the hint of this song from an older and less circon«ns 
strain, and wrote these words, it has lieen said, in humorous allm.hm 
to the conditioii in which Jean Armour found herself before marnnffe ; 
uif Bums could be capable of anj thing so insulting. The words 
tee in the Museum.] 


liCczo me on thy bonnie craigie, 

An’ thou live, thou’ll steal a naigie : 
'travel the country thro’ and thi*o\ 
And bring hamc a Carlisle cow. 


Altho’ my back be at the wa*. 
An tho’ he he the fautor ; 
Altho’ my back be at the wa’. 
Yet, here’s his health in water ! 
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O ! wae gae by his wanton sides, 
Soe brawlie he could flatter ; 
Till for his sake I'm slighted sair, 
And dree the kintra clatter. 
But tho’ my back be at the \va’, 
And tho’ he be the fautor ; 

But tho* my back be at the wa’, 
Yet, here’s his health in water ! 


CLXXIIT. 
i®8 JFa«. 

Tune . — My Peggy's Face,' 

[Composed in honour of Miss Margaret Chalmers, afterwards Mrs. 
Lewis Hay* one of the wisest, and, it is said, the wittiest of all the 
poeTs lady correspondents. Bums, in the note in which he communi- 
cated it to Johnson, sud he had a strong prii'ate reason for wishing 
it to appear in the second volume of tlic Museum.] 


Mt Peggy’s face, my Peggy’s form, 
The frost of hermit age might warm ; 
My Peggy’s w’ortli, my Peggy’s mind, 
Might charm the first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy’s angel air, 

Her face so truly, heav’nly fair. 

Her native grace so void of art. 

But I adore my Peggy’s heart. 


The lily’s hue, the rose’s dye. 

The kindling lustre of an eye ; 

Who but owns their magic sway ? 
Who but knows they all decay ! 

The tender thrill, the pitying tear. 
The gen’rous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look, that rage disarms — 
These are all immortal cliarms. 


CLXXIV. 
blooms 39ecmber. 

Tune. — “ Wandering Willie?* 

[ThcM Tcnei wcare. It is said, insplretl by Clarind*, and must he 
taken as a reooed of his fedings at parting with one dear to him to 
theUtest monoenu of existence— the Mxb. Mac of many atoast, both 
In aeilous and festive hourt.'; 


Akce mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December ! 

Auce mair I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care : 
Bad was the parting thou makes me remember. 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh ! ne’er to meet mair. 


Fond lovers’ parting is sweet painful pleasure, 
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour ; 
But the dire feeling, O farewell for ever ! 

Is anguish unmingl’d, and agony pure. 


Wild as the winter now tearing tho forest, 

’Till the last leaf o’ the summer is flown. 
Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 
Since my last hope and last comfort is gone ! 
Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Still shall I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care ; 
For sad was the parting thoiimakesmerememher. 
Parting wi’ Nancy, oh ! ne’er to meet mair. 


CLXXV. 

iHp Eabp'st <!!:oiDn» Gafrsi upon't. 

Tune, — “ Gregg's Pipes?* 

[Mout of rtiis song is fmm the pen of Burns : he corrected tiic im* 
proprieties, and infused some of his oum lyric genius into the o.d 
strain, and printed the result in the Museum.] 


Mt lady’s gown, there’s gairs upon't, 
And gowden flowers sae rare upon't ; 
But jenny's jimps and jirkinot, 

ISIy lord thinks meiUle mair upon’t. 

IVIy lord a-hunting ho is gano, 

But hounds or hawks wi’ liiin are nanc ; 
By Colin’s cottage lies liis game. 

If Colin’s Jenny be at hamc. 


^fy lady’s white, my lady’s rod, 

And kith and kin o' Cassillis’ blude ; 
But her ten-pund lands o’ tocher guid 
Were a’ the charms his lordship lo’ed. 


Out o’er yon inuir, out o’er you moss, 
Whare gor-cocks thro’ the heather pass. 
There wons aiild Colin’s bonnie lass, 

A lily in a wilderness. 


Sae sweetly move her genty limbs, 

Like music notes o’ lovers’ hymns : 

The diamond dew is her een sae blue. 
Where laughing love sae wanton swims. 


My lady’s dink, my lady’s drest. 
The flower and fancy o’ the west ; 
But the lassie that a man lo’es best, 
O that’s the loss to make him blest. 
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My lady’s gown, there’s giiii-s upon’t, 
Atid gowden flowers sae rare upon't ; 
lint Jenny’s jinips and jirkinct. 

My lord thinks mciklc inair upon'l. 


CLXXVI. 

^mang 

Time. — “ ZVic Kint^ of France^ he rode a liaceJ** 

[ Mil riis 'tvnite these verses ill scoiTi of those, and they are inany, 

«\hi> ). liter 

“ 1'liu ((i|>on craws and iineci ha lia’s 
(.( c!rla^eu1ared Italy tnthe original and delicious airs, Tli^chland and 
Liim land, ot old Caledonia : the Mnfs is a fni^uciit — tlie more's the 
•iity.J 

I. 

Amano. tlio trees, •where humming hues 
At luids and flowers were hinging, (), 

Anld C.dedoii drew out lier drone. 

And to her pipe was singing, O ; 

'Twas pilirot h, sang, str tthsiiey, or reci*^, 

Slic dirl’d thorn .all' I'li' clearly, (), 

■NVIieu there earn a yell o' foreign s(iu<n‘ls, 

I’hai dang her ta]).saUeerie, O. 

II. 

riieir caiion craws .'iiid queer ha lia’s, 

'i'hey made our lugs grow eerie, () ; 

I’lio hungry hilfe did scrape and [like, 

’'i’ill w e were wao and weary, O ; 

Ihit a royal ghaist wlui aiico was cas'd 
A prisoner augliteeii year uwa, 
lie flr’d a liddler in the north 
'I’hat dang them tiipsalteeric, ( h 

CLXXVIJ. 

t!r!)c CDiotohcn of ^nna. 

Tune . — “ Banks of Banna?'* 

[“ Atinri with the golden lotk'.,” one of ilip attendant niaidfus 
hi Uurns’ houlf,*iii Duinlnes, was very fair and veiy tnietahle, and, 
'•» may be sunnised Iroin the song, had other pretty ways to render 
hcisclf Bgrotsable to the eusunners than the serving of u luc. liunis 
rciMin mended this song to 'rhoiiison ; and one ul liis ciUtors makes 
him say, •* l tliiiik this is one ot the best love-songs 1 cvercmiiiKised,'' 
lot tlicsie arc not tlic words of Hums; tliis entitradietuni is made 
jjienly, lest it should be thought that tlw liard had the had taste to 
I'ri tiT this strain to doseiis of others more simple, more linpassioned 
fc.d inur natural.] 

I. 

Vestreex I had a pint o’ wine, 

A. place where body saw na’ ; 

YeRtreen Iny on this breast o’ mine 
TJie gowden locks of Anna. 


The liungry Jew in wilderness 
Ttcjoicing o’er his manna. 
Was uaething to my hinijy bliss 
Ux>on tlie lips of Anna. 


Yo inoiiarclis talc the cast iitid w'c.>t, 
Frae Indus to Savanuttl) ! 

Gie me W'ithiii my straining grasp 
The melting form of Anna. 

There I’ll despise imperial charm.s. 
An empress or sultana, 

While dying raptures in her arms 
I give and take with Anna ! 


Aw'a, thou flaunting god o’ day ! 

Aw'a., tlioii pale Diana ! 

Ilk star gae hide thy tw'iiikliiig i,iy, 
When J’m to meet my Anna 
Come, in thy raven plumugi', night ! 

Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a': 
And bring an angel pen to w riLti 
My transports wi* my Anna ! 


The kirk an’ state may join and tell—' 
To do sic things I m.uiniia : 

The kirk and state m:iy gang to hell, 
And I’ll gae to niy Anna. 

She is the sunshine of my e’e. 

To live but her I eiuma : 

Ifml I on earth but wishes tlireo, 

Tlie iirst should be my Anna. 


CLXXVIii. 
ain Uinb Dearie O. 

[This is the first song coiniiosecl Hums for the national rori» 
don of Thomson : it was u ritteii October, 171^- On reiwhiiii 
jver the Lea-rig.” he wys, “ i imineiiiaiely set about Cry'irg my 
hand uii it, and, bIut all, 1 could make nutliing more nl it than efic 
lollon ing.” The first and second t'erses were only sent : liums added 
the third and last leisciii Dceemlier.J 


Vf 11HN o’er the hill the eastern star. 
Tells bughtin-tiiiie is neai*, my jo ; 

And owsen frae tlie furrow'd iield, 
Return sao dowf and w'eai’y, O ! 

Down by the burn, where scented birksl 
Wi* dew are hanging clear, my jo ; 

I'll meet thee on the leai-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O ! 


In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 
I’d rove, and ne’er be eerie, O ; 
If thro’ that glen 1 gaed to tho^ 
My oiii kind dearie O ! 


Fot *' icentfid bii ks,” in some copies. “ birhen budib’' 
J o 
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CLXXX. 
foinstome Win 


Altlio’ the night were ne*er sae wild, 
And I were ne'er sae wcario, O, 
I*d meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O ! 


The hnntm* lo’es the morning snn. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo ; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen. 
Along the bum to steer, my jo ; 

Gie me the hour o* gloamin gray. 

It maks my heart sae cheery, O, 

To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 


[These words were written for Thontson : or rather made extern, 
pure. ** I might you something more profoundj** said the poer, 
*« yet te might not suit the light-horae gallop of the air, so well as this 
nmdom ellnk.''J 


Sh£ is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing. 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 

T'liin RWAAf n* ‘ 




CT.XXTX. 

^0 i^ars <!?ampbrn. 


T“ In my verj early years,** says Ihims to Thomson, ** when 1 was 
riiinhirig of going to the West Indies, I tcx>k the following flirew«ll 
ot t dear girl. You must know that all my earlier lore-songs were 
the breathings of ardent passion, and though it might have been 
easy in after times to have given them a polish, yet that polish, to 
me, would have defaced the legend of my heart, so faithfully in- 
■erhedon them. l*har uncouth simpUcicy was, as they say of wines, 
tneir race." The heroine of this early composition was Highland 
Mary.. 


I never saw a fairer, 

I never lo*ed a dearer ; 

And niest my heart I’ll wear her. 
For fear my jewel tine. 


She is a winsome wee thing, 
She is a handsome wee thing. 
She is a bonnio wee thing. 

Tills sweet w*ee wife o' mine. 


Wi!.!. ye go to the Indies, my Maxy, 
And leave old Scotia's shore ? 

"Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th’ Atlantic's roar ? 


The wai'ld’s wrack we sharo o’t, 
The warstle and the care o’t ; 
Wi* her I'll blythely bear it. 
And think my lot divine. 


O sweet grows the lime and the orange. 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a’ the charms o' the Indies 
Can never equal thine. 


I hoc sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I line sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 
And sae may the Heavens forget me 
Wlien I forget my vow ! 


O plight me your faith, my Mary, 

And plight me your lily white hand ; 
O plight me yonr faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia’s strand. 


We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join ; 

And curst be the cause that shall part us ! 
The hour and the moment o* time I 


CLXXXI. 
ISonnte Schlep. 


f** I have jiut,’’aaya liumi to Thomson, " been looking over tlw 
• Collier’s bonnie Daughter,' and if tlie following rhapsody, whicli I 
composed Che other day, on a charming Ayrshire girl, Miss Lcsliv 
Uaillie, as she passed through thii> place to England, will suit your 
caste better than the Collier Lassie, fall on and svelcome.** This liuiv 
was soon attcrvvanls married to Mr. Cuming, of Logic.] 


O SAW ye bonnie Lesley 

As she ga’ed o*er the border ? 
She’s gane, like Alexander, 

To spread her oonquesta farther. 


To see her is to love her. 

And love but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she is, 
And never made anither! 
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Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
'riiy subjects we, before thee : 
Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 

The hearts o’ men adore thee. 


The Deil he could na scaith thee, 
Or aught that wad belong thee ; 
He’d look into thy bonnie face. 
And say, “ I canna wrang thee.*' 


The powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortune sha’ iia steer thee : 
Thoii’rt like themselves so lovely, 
That ill they’ll ne’er lot near thee. 


Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ; 

That we may brag, we hac a lass 
There’s nane again sae bonnie. 


CLXXXIJ. 

Tune. — “ Katherine Ogie,^ 


(Mary Campbell, of whose worth and beauty Burns has sung 
with such deep feeling, uas the daughter of a mariner, who lived in 
(•reenock. She becutiie acquainted with the poet while on service 
at tl e castle of Montgomery, and their strolls in the wimkIs and their 
roaming trj'stes only served to deepen and settle thdr affi'ctions. 
TJieir lotv had much of the solemn as well as of the mmantle : on the 
day ut their separation they plighted their mutual ioitli by the ex> 
(hange of Bibles: they stood with a runiiing-Htream between them, 
and lifdng up water in their hands vowed love while woods grew 
and waters ran. The Bible which the poet gat'e was ck-gantly 
bound : • Ye shall not swear by my name lalscly,' w'U written in the 
bold Maiichline hand of Burns, and undenicatli was his name, and 
his moik as a freemason. They parted to meet no more: Mary 
Campbell was carried off suddenly by a burning fei'er, and the first 
intimanon w'hlch the poet had of her fate, iras when, it is said, he 
I'isited her fi-icnds to meet her on her return from Cowal, whither 
she had gone to make arrangements for her marriage. The Bible 
18 in the keeping of her idariuna: wc have seen a lock of her hair; 
it w'os very long and Very bright, and of a hue deeper than the flaxen. 
The song wu written for Thomson's work.] 


Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 
Tlio castle o’ Montgomery, 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 
Your waters never drumliel 
I'bere Siinmer first nnfanld her robes, 

^ And tbere the langest tarry ; 

I'or there I took the last farewell 
O’ my sweet lligbland Mary. 


How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk, 
How rich the hawthorn’s blossom. 

As underneath their fragrant shade 
I clasp’d her to my bosom ! 

The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Flew o’er me and my dearie ; 

For dear to me, as light and life, 

Was my sweet lligliland Mary ! 


Wi’ mony a vow, and lock’d embrace. 

Our i)arting w^as fu’ tender ; 

And, pledging aft to meet again. 

We tore oursels asunder ; 

But oh ! fell death’s untimely frost, 

Tliat nipt my flower sae early ! — 

Now green’s the sod, and canid’s the clay, 
That wi-aps iny Highland Mary. 


O pale, pale now, those rosy Jii>s 
I aft liae kissed sae fondly ! 

And clos’d for ay the spai‘kling glance, 
That dwelt on me sac kindly I 
And mouldering now in silent dust, 
Tliat heart that lo’cd me dearly — 
But still within iny bosom’s core 
Shall live iny Highland JMaiy ! 


CLXXXIJ I. 

(The atarting liiioi of this song are from one of no little mcfit m 
Ramsay’s collection : the old stiain is sarcastic; the new stxaLi is 
tender; It was written for Thomson.] 


There’s auld Rob Morris that wons in yon 
glen, 

He’s the king o’ gnid fellows and wale of auld 
men; 

Uc has gowd in Ids cofiers, he has owsen and 
kinc. 

And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 


She’s fresh as the morning, the fairest in May ; 
She’s sweet as the ev’uing amang tlie new hay ; 
As blythe and os artless as the lamb on the lea. 
And dear to my heart as the light to my c’e. 


But oh I she’s an heiress, — auld Robin’s a laird. 
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and 
yard; 
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A wooer like me iiiaiinua hope to conic speed ; 
The wounds I must hide that will soon he luy 
dead. 

IV. 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me 
iianc ; 

Tlie night comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 

1 wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist, 
And 1 sigli us iny heart it wad burst in iiiy 
breast. 

V. 

0 had slio but been of a lower degi’ce, 

1 then might hue hoi)’d slie wad smilM upon 

me I 

O, how past descriving had then bc^cn my bliss, 
As now my distniciion no words can express! 


CLXXXIV. 
IDuncan Grap. 


ITliis Duncan Gray of Rums has n«»thmf; in common with U:c 
IV ad old song of that name, save the first line, and apAitof the 
tlnrd, neither has it any share in the sentiments of an cailicr strain, 
ith the same title, h> the same Ijand. It was uritteii for the woik 
of Thomson.] 


Ilow it comes let doctors tell, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't ; 

Meg grew sick — as he grew hea4 
Ha, hn, the wooing o*t. 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 

And O, her ecu, they spalc sic thing 
Ha, ha, the wooing o*t. 


Duncan was a hid o’ grace, 

Ila, ha, the wooing o’t ; 
Magoio’s Wiis a piteous case, 

Jla, ha, the wooing o't. 

Duncan could na be her death, 
Swelling pity smoor’d his wrath ; 
Now they’re crouse and canty baith, 
11a, lia, the wooing o’t. 


CLXXXV. 

0 ^poorthli CTnuIh. 

Tunc. — “ I had a llorac,^* 

fjean I.>iiinu'r, the Chlou*' »nti tbj “ Lactic vvneh the Ur.t>wli 
locks’* of Hums, vi'rts the hcioitic of this «‘\i«uisitc lyric: Mii «»>' 
that time vny >ouii;:; her shape was line, and her “diinpkd vIk 
and ih( rry moii” will he lon^; k inemhered in NirhstLilc. J 


Duncan Gray cam here to w’oo, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t, 

Ou hlythc yule night wiioii wo w’ere fou, 
lla, ha, the wooing o’t. 

Maggie coost her Jiead fu’ high, 

Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 

Gart poor Duncan stand abcigh ; 

Ha, lia, tJio wooing o’t. 


Duncan floech'd, and Duncan pray’d, 
Ila, ha, the w-ooing o’t ; 

Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t. 

Duncan sigh'd baitli out and in, 

Grat his eon haith bleor’t and blin’, 
Spak o’ lowpiii o’er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t. 


<> pooRTiTii cauld, and restless love. 

Ye wreck iny peace between ye; 

Yet pouj’tith a’ 1 could forgive. 

An’ ’twere na’ for iny Jeanic. 

O wliy should Fate sic pleasure have, 
Life’s dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love 
Dei>cnd on J’ortuno’s shining ? 


This warld’s wealth when I tliiuk on 
It’s x>ridc, and a’ the lave o’t — 
Fie, fie on silly cow’ard man. 

That he should be the slave o’t ? 


Her cen sao bonnie blue betray 
How she rcjiaya my passion ; 
But prudence is iicr e’erword ay. 
She tallcs of rank and fashion. 


Time and chance arc but a tide, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ; 
Slighted love is sair to bide, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t. 

Sliall T, like a fool, quoth he, 

For a haughty hizzie die ? 

She may gae to -France for mot 
Ila, ha, the wooing o’t. 


O wha can prudence think upon, 
And sic a lassie by him ? 

O wha can xmidcnco think upon, 
And sac in love as I am ; 
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How blest the humble cotter’s fate 1‘ 

He woes his simple dearie ; 

'Fhe silly bogles, wealth and state, 

Can never make them eerie. 

O why siiould Fate sic pleasure have, 
Life’s dearest bands untwining ? 
Or wliy sae sweet a flower jis love 
Depend on Fortune’s shining ? 


CLXXXVIL 




fUr. Wolcot wrote a Lord Gregtiry for Thomson’s oollcctinn, in 
imitation of which Bums wrote his, and the £nglisliman com- 
piained, with an oath, that the Scotciitnan snuglit to rob him of the 
nicnt of his compasition. Wok-ot’s sung was, indeed, written fim, 
hiif they nrclaith but imitations of tiiat most exquisite old liallad, 
** Fair Annie of I.orhryan,” whicii neither Wolcot nor Burns vtdued 
as it destTved : it far surpasses both their sonfts.] 


CLXXXVI. 
tSialla Slilattr. 


|*‘(ialla Witcr" is un improved I'ersion of an cailicr song by 
bur inti' aoiigs owe some oi tlicir attractions to an oldci 
tram, which tlic exquisite air has made popular over the uorld. It 
.i, written foi Thomson. 1 


'J’iii'.uk's hiviw, hniw bids on Yiirrow briics, 
I'h.'it wiiutlcr tlii'o’ the blooming lieather; 
Bill Yarrow braes nor Etti-ick shaws 
Can match the lads o’ Galla Water. 


I hit there is aiie, a secret anc, 

A boon them a’ 1 Jo’e him hotter j 
And I’ll 1)0 his, and he’ll be mine, 
'J'lie bonnie lad o’ Galhi Water. 


Altlio’ his daddic was nao laird, 

And tho' I hae nao nicikle tocher ; 
Yet rich in kindest, truest love. 

We’ll tent our flocks by Galla Water. 


It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth, 
Tiiat coft contentment, peace, or pleasure 
'J'he bands and bliss o* mutual love, 

0 that’s Uie chiefest world’s treasure I 


0 MIRK, mirk is this midnight hour, 
And loud the tempest’s roar ; 

A waefu’ wanderer seeks thy tow’r, 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door ! 


An exile frae Iicr father’s ha’, 
And a’ for loving thee ; 

At least some pity on me shaw, 
If love it may na ho. 


Lord Gregory, miiid’st thou not the grove 
By boniiie Irwiii-side, 

Where first 1 own’d that virgin-love 
1 king, lang had denied ? 


How often didst thou pledge and \ow 
Tliou w'ad for ay be mine; 

And iny fond heart, itsel’ sac true, 

It ne’er mistrusted thine. 


Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 
And flinty is thy breast — 

Thou dart of heaven that flashest by, 
O wilt thou give me rest ! 


Ye mustering thunders from above, 
Y'our willing victim see I 
But spare and pardon my faiise lovc^ 
His wTangs to heaven and me 1 


* 'i'hc wild’wood lliduln’^ Fate/ln tbs original MS. 
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CLXXXVllT. 

iWarjj iiWlori^Ott. 

Tunc . — Hide ye ycC 

[** The song prefixed.** obsen'cs Hums tonmirson, *' is one of my 
Juvenile works. I leave it in your hands. I do not think it very re- 
nuurkable dthcr for its merits or its demcrirs." Of all the produc- 
oons of Hums,” says llazlitt. “the pathetic and serious lovt- 
songs which he has left behind him, In the inannerof thcold badlads. 
arc, perhatis, tliosc wiiitli take the deepejit and most lasting hold of 
the mind. Such are the lines to M ary M orison." The song is sup- 
poeed CO have been wntten on one of a family oi M orisons at Mauch- 
line.] 


O Mary, at thy window be, 

It is the wish’d, the tiysted hour ! 
Those smiles and glanct*s let mo see 
That make the iiiisor’s treasure* jioor : 
Ifow blitliely w^ad I bide tlie stourc, 

A weary slave i rae sun to suii ; 

Could I the rich reward secure, 

T’he lovely Maiy Morison. 


Yestreen, when to the ti-emhling string? 

The dance pacd thro’ the lighted ha’. 
To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard or saw : 

Tho’ this was fair, and that w as braw, 
And yon the toast of a’ the town, 

1 sigh’d, and said amang them si’, 

“ Yc are iia Mary Morison.” 


O Mary, canst thou w^i-eck his jicaec, 
WJia for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 
AVliase only faiit is loving thee ? 

If love for love thou w ilt na gie, 

At least he pity to me showm ; 

A thought ungentle caniisi he 
The thought o’ Mary IMorison. 


Cl. XXXIX. 

Sl^nnbcnng; SiSlIlli'c. 

FIRST VERSIOX. 

f The idea of thia cong is taken from verses of the same name pul>- 
lished by Herd : the hrrranc is sup))osrd to have l»een the neenm- 
plished k1 rs. IliddcL Erbkiiie and Thomson satin judgment ufion 
It, and, like true critics, squeezed much of the natural and original 
8{t lit nut of it. Buons ap}>rovcd of their alteiutioris ; but ne approved, 
no dtiubi, in bitternett ot spirit.] 


Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Now tired with wandering, baud awa Iiame ; 

C ome to my bosom my ae only dearie. 

And tell me thou hring'st me my Willie the 
same. 


Ijoud blew the canid winter winds at onr pai’ting; 

It was na the blast brought the tear in my e*e$ 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my 
Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 


Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o’ your slumhei s I 
O how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 
Awaken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 

And waft my dear laddie aiice mair to my arms. 


Hut if he’s forgotten his faithfuUest Nannie, 

O still flow between us, thou wide loariiig 
main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

liut, dying, believe that my Willie’s my aiu ! 

cxc. 

LAST VERS I OK. 

[This is the ** Wnndc ing Willie’* as hluicd Ic Eiskiiic and Thom- 
" irns, after rejecting sevr \1 of their emend** 
, The changes were rradcchicfly wieli the icw of liannonuiiig 
cords With tht mubic— ai Italian mode of n ‘iidingtheiiarmuny 
e human voice.] 


Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Here aw’a, there aw-a, baud awa hame ; 

Como to my bosom, my ain only dearie. 

Tell me thou hring’st me my Willie the same. 


Winter winds blew loud and cauld at our parting. 
Fears for my Willie brought teare in my e’e ; 
Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
Tho simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 


llest,ye wild storms, in the cave of your slumbers, 
How your dread howling a lover alaims ! 
Wauken yc breezes, row gently yc billows. 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my 
arms. 


But oh, if he’s faithless, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still between us thou wide-roaring main; 
M.iy I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, dying, believe that my Willio’s my ain. 
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®ptn tl)e iSoot to mt, ob! 
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t Written foi Thoinsi>n*a collrclion : the first version wltich he wiote 
I'm not hnppy in its harmony : Burns altered and corrected it as it 
low stands, and then said, “ I do not know if this tong be really 
netided.-’’] 


Olf, open the door, some pity to show. 

Oh, open tlic door to me, Oh 1 * 

Tho’ thon lias been false, J'll ever jirove tri 
Oil, open the door to me, Oh ! 


Caiild is the blast upon my pale cheek, 

Out caulder thy love for mo. Oh ! 

Tlie frost that freezes the life at my heart. 
Is nought to my pains frae thee, Oh ! 


M’lie wan moon is setting behind the white wave, 
And time is setting with me. Oh ! 

I'alse friends, false love, farewell 1 for mair 
J ’ll ne’er trouble them, nor thee. Oh ! 


She has open’d the door, she has open’d it wide; 

She sees his pale corse on the plain, Oh ! 

My true love ! she cried, and sank down by his 
sid(‘, 

Never to rise again. Oh ! 


SJcsstc. 

'^ruiie. — “ iiounic Dundee.^^ 


i Icssie Stabri tlie idcltsc daughter of the provost of llurnfries, was 
tlic hoiuinc 111 this song. She became a wiie and a mother, but dieil 
iMily in life: slie is still alfectionately remembered in her native 
I.1..LC.J 


I'lnTE hearted was ho, tho sad swain o’ the 
Yarrow, 

And fair are the maids on tlie hanks o’ the Ayr, 
lint l»y the sweet side o’ the Nith's winding river. 
Are lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair : 
"fo equal young Jessie seek Scotland all over; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 
And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 


' ‘J'hu second line was oiigiuahv— “ If love it may tia br, Oh I" 


O, fre.sh is tho rose in tho gay, dewy morning. 
And sweet is the lily at evening close ; 

But in the fair presence o’ lovely young Jessie 
Unseen is tho lily, unheeded the rose, 
liovo sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 

Enthron’d in her een he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger-— 
Her modest demeanour’s the jewel of a* ! 

CXCJIT. 

anb ?i?onejSt <Sobsct. 

Air.—"* The Mill, Mill, or 

[Burns, it is said, composed this song, once very popular, on hean* 
ing a maimed solduT relate his adienturcs, at Rrowiihil), in Nitlia* 
dale: it was published Iij '1‘homsun, alter suggesting some alterations, 
which w ere properly rejected.] 


When wild war’s deadly blast was blawn. 
And gentle peace returning, 

Wi’ mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow mourning ; 

I left tlie lines and tented field, 

W’ liere lang I’d been a lodger, 

My humble knapsack a’ my Avealth, 

A poor anil Jionest sodgor. 


A leal, light heart was in my breast, 
My hand uiistaiii’d wi’ plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 

I thought upon tlie banks o’ Coil, 

I thought upon my Naiiey, 

I thought upon the witching smile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 


At h'ligtli I reach’d the bonny glen, 
hero early lil’e I sjiorted ; 

I pass’d the mill, and trystiug thorn. 
Where Niiiicy aft I courted ; 

Wlui spied I but iny aiii clear maid, 
Uowii by h(‘r mother's dwelling! 
And turn'd mo round to liitle the flood 
'J’liat in my cen was swelling. 


Wi* alter’d voice, quoth I, sweet lass, 
Sw’eet as yon hawthorn’s blossom, 

O ! happy, happy may he be 
That’s dearest to thy bosom ; 

My purae is light, I’ve far to gang, 

And fain wad be thy lodger ; 

I’ve serv’d my king and country lang- 
Take pity on a sodgor. 
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Sao wistfully she graz'd ou me, 

And lovelier was than ever ; 

Quo’ she, a sodger ance I lo’cd, 

Forget him shall I never ; 

Our humble cot, and haincly fare, 

Ye freely shall partake it, 

That gallant badge — the dear cockado- 
Ye’re welcome for the sake oH. 


She ga74’d — she redden’d like a rose — 
Syne pale like onio lily ; 

She sank within iny arms, and cried. 
Art thou my ain dear Willie ? 

By him who made yon sun and sky — 
By whom true love’s regartlcd, 

I am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded ! 


The wars are o er, and I’m come liamo, 
And find thee still true-hearted ; 

Tho’ poor in gear, we’re rich in love. 
And msiir wc’so ne’er be parted. 

Quo* she, my grandsire left me gowd, 

A mailen plenish’d fairly ; 

And come, my faithful sodger lad, 
Thou’rt welcome to it dearly ! 


The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy ; 
A heart like a lord and a hue like a lady s 
The Laird was a widdiefu*, bleerit kuurl ; 

She’s left the giiid-fellow and ta’en the clmrU 


The Miller he liecht her a heart leal and loving ; 
The Laird did address her wi’ mattei* mair 
moving, 

A fine pacing liorse wi* a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side and a honnie side-saddle. 


O wae on the siller, it is sac prevailing ; 

And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen f 
A tocher’s nao word in a true lover’s parle, 
But, gie me my love, and u fig for the warl ! 


cxcv. 

l&ac I been. 

Tunc. - JAgffcram Cosh. 


For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 
The farmer plonglis the manor ; 

But gloiy is the sodger’s jirizc*, 

The sodger ’s wealth is honour ; 

The brave poor sodger ne’er despise. 

Nor count him as a stranger; 
Remember lie’s his country’s stay, 

In day and hour of danger. 


CXCIV. 

Ittcg 0’ tbe iWin. 

Air. — “ Hey I honnie lass, will you lie in a barrack V 

[** Do you know a fine air,” Rums a^ks Thomson. April. 1793, 
** railed ‘Jackie Hume's Lament?' 1 have a song of ronsLderabie 
merit to that air: I'll enclose you both song and tunc, as I have them 
ready to send to the Museum.” It is probable that Ttiomson liked 
them verses too well to let them go willingly from his hands: Burns 
touched up the old sung with tlie same starting line, but a less deli- 
cate condusion, and published it in the Museum.] 


f llotns, who seldom praised his own compositions, told Thoins' o, 
for whose work he wrote it, that “ Bl>the hae I been on yon hill.” 
was one of the finest songs he had ever made in his life, and com- 
posed on one ut the most lovely women in the world. The heroio'* 
Wrts Miss Leshy ifaillie.J 


Blvtiie hae 1 been on yon hill 
As the Iambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and lrc(» 
As the breeze hew o’er me. 
Now nae langer sport and play, 
Mirth or sang can plciisi; me ; 
Lcsliiy is sac fair and coy, 

Care and anguish seize me. 


Heavy, heavy is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring : 
Trembling, 1 dow nocht hut glow'r. 
Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 

If she winna case the thraws 
In my bosom swelling ; 
Underneatli the grass-green sod 
Soon maun be my dwelling. 


O XEN ye wbat Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ? 
An’ ken ye what Meg o* the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a coof wi’ a clautc o’ siller. 
And broken the heart o’ Uic barley Aliller. 







CXCVI. 
Eogan SBIKatct* 
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[•* Have you ever, my dear air.” says Hums to Thomson, 25th June, 
** fdt your bosom ready to burst with indignation on reading of 
those mighty villidns who divide kingdom against kingdom, desolate 
provinces, and lay nations tvaste, out of the wantonness of ambition, 
oroften from still nunre ignoble passions ? In a moodof this kind ta.day 
1 recollected theair of Logan Water. If I have done anything at all 
like justice to myfedlnga, the following song, compel in three- 
quarters of an hour’s meditation in my elbow-chair, ought to have 
some merit.'' The poet had in mind, too, during this poetic lit, 
the beautiful song of Logan-bracs, by my friend John Mayne, a 
Nithsdale poet.] 


0 Logak, fiweetly didst thou glide, 
That day I was my Willie’s bride ! 
And years sinsyne hae o’er us run^ 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 

But now thy flow’ry banks appear 
Like drumlie winter, dark and drear. 
While my dear lad maun face his facs. 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes ! 


Again the merry month o’ May 
Has made our hills and valleys gay ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 

The bees hum round tho breathing flowers : 
Blythe Morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And Evening’s tears are tears of joy: 

My soul, dcUghtless, a’ suiweys, 

While Willie’s far frae Logan braes. 


Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Among her nestlings sits the thrush; 
Her faithfu’ mate wUi share her toil, 
Or wi* his song her cai’es beguile : 

But I, wi* my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass widow’d niglits and joyless days, 
While Willie’s far frae Logan braes. 


O wae upon you, mon o’ state. 

That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make mony a fond heart moui'n, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 

How con your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow’s tears, the orphan’s cry 
But soon may peace bring happy days 
And Willie hamc to Logan braes ! 

^ Originallsr— 

" Ye mind na, 'mid your erud Joyi, 

The widows tean, the arptaui'e criM." 


t!^t r*)), tet IKose. 

Air . — “Rughie Graham." 

FThere are matches of oid song so exquisitely dne that, Ukefriio* 
tured crystal, they cannot be mended or eked out. Without shouing 
where the hand of the lesturer has ecn. This seems the case with 
the first verse of this song, which the poet found in Wothenpoon. 
and completed by the addition of the second verse, which he felt to he 
Inferior, by desiring Thomson to make his own the first verse, and let 
the other follow, which Avould conclude the stntin with a thought 
aa beautiful as it was origluaLl 


O WEBE my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi’ pnrplc blossoms to the spring; 

And I, a bird to shelter there, 

When wearied on my little wing ! 

IIow I wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude ! . 
But I wad Slug on wanton wing, 

When youthfu’ May its bloom renewed. 


O gin my love were yon red rose, 
That grows upon the castle wa’ ; 
And I mysel’ a dvap o’ dew, 

Into her bonnie breast to fa’ ! 

Oh, there beyond cxxircssion blest, 
I’d feast on beauty a’ the night ; 
Seal’d on her silk-saft faulds to rest. 
Till floy’d awa by Phoebus’ light. 


CXCVIII. 

Idonnfe Siean. 

[Jean M'Murdo, tiie heroine of this song, the eldest daughter of 
John M'Murdo of Drumlanrig, Avas, both in merit and look, very 
worthy of so sweet a strain, and justified the [xjct from the charge 
made against him in the West, that bis beauties n-cre not other men’s 
beauties. In the M'Murdo manuscript, in Ihims' band-writing, 
there is a Avell-merited complin mt which has slipt out of the prlntri 
copy in Thomson t— 

Thy handawnelbot thou shall na set 
In barn or byre to trouble thee, j 


There was a lass, and she was fair. 
At kirk and market to be seen, 
When a’ tho fairest maids were met. 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 


And aye she wrought her mammw’s wark. 
And ay she sang sae mmilie : 

The blithest bird npon the bush 
Had ne’er a lifter heart than she. 

3 p ' 
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Bnt liawks will rob tho tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite’s nest ; 
And frost will blight the fairest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 


Young Hobie was the brawest lad, 
The flower and pride of a* the glen ; 
And ho had owsen, sheep, and kye, 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 


lie gaed wi’ Jeanie to the trystc, 

He danc’d wi’ Jeanie on the down ; 

And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 


As in the bosom o* the stream. 

The moon-beam dwells at dewy e’en ; 
So trembling pure, was tender love 
Witliin the breast o’ bonnie Jean. 


And now she works her mammie’s wark, 
And ay she sighs wi’ care and pain ; 
Yet wist na what her ail might be, 

Or what wad male her weel again. 


But did na Jeaiiie’s heart loup light, 
And did na joy blink in her e’e, 
As Kobie tauld a tale o’ love 
Ae e’enin’ on the lily lea ? 


The sun was sinking in tho west. 

The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 
His cheek to hers he fondly prest, 

And whisper’d thus his tale o’ love : 


O Jeanie fair, I lo’e thee dear ; 

O canst thou think to fancy me ! 

Or wilt thou leave thy mammio’s cot, 
And learn to tent the farms wi’ me : 


CXCIX. 
tilt iFaft. 

Tune . — Robin Adair 

[The lAdiee of the M*Murdo family were gxaecfii and beautlAil, 
and lucky in finding a poet capable of reoruding their chamu ui 
lasting strains. The heroine of this song was Phillis M*Murdo' 
a favourite of the poet. The verses were composed at the request of 
Clarke, themusidan, who believed himself in love with Ills ** charm- 
ing pupil.** She laughed at the presumptuoue fiddler.] 


While larks with little wing 
Fauu’d the pure air, 

Tasting the breathing spring. 
Forth 1 did fare: 

Gay the sun’s golden eye 
Peep’d o’er the mountains high ; 
Such thy mom ! did I cry, 
Phillis the fair. 


In each bird’s careless song. 
Glad, I did share ; 

While yon wild flowers among, 
Chance led me there: 

Sweet to tlie opening day, 
Kosebuds bent the dewy spray ; 
Such tliy bloom ! did 1 say, 
Phillis the fair. 

III. 

Down in a shady walk 
Doves cooing were, 

I mark’d the cnic*! hawk 
Cauglit in a snare : 

So kind may fortune he, 

Such make his destiny ! 
lie who would injure thee, 
Phillis the fair. 


cc. 

IE a ^abe. 

Tune. — “ RolAn Adair,'* 


[Alexander Cunningham, on whose unfortunate lov^^«dveIltI^ 

Bumscuiniioscd this songf(»rThom 80 n,wa 8 a jeweller in Edinburgh, 

well connected, and of agreeable and polished manners. Tho story 
of his faithless mistress was the talk of Edinburgh, in 1793, when 
these words were written t the hero of the lay has been long desdj 
tlieheredne resides, a widow, in kldinbiugh.] 


Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na : 

At length she blush’d a sweet consent, 
And love was ay between them twa. 


At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge. 
Or naething else to trouble thee ; 
But stray among the heather-bells, 
And tent the waving com wi’ me. 


Had I a cave on some wild, distant shore. 
Where the winds howl to the waves' dasliin; 
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Tliere would I weep my woes, CCIT. 

There seek my lost repose, ^ i 

Till grief my eyes should close, ® toplSSllf, ailD at II tOtltf to JOU. 

N^er to wake more. 


l^lsest of womankind, canst thou declare, 

All thy fond plighted vows — ^fleeting as air ! 
To thy new lover hie, 

Laugh o’er thy perjury. 

Then in tliy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 


CCI. 

^(lan <Strfam. 

f** IJmx'o ! sa}' I,” exclaimed Hums, when he wrote the 
Thomson. ** It is a Rood song. Should you think so t 
yon can set the music to it, and let the other follow 
verses. Autumn is iiiy luointmus season; I make moic 
than all the j car else." 'I'hc old song of •* O iti> love i 
honnu*/ hcljied the muscoi Hums with this Ij nc.) 


liY Allan stream I chanced to rove 
Wliile Phoehus sank beyond Benlcdi ; 

The winds w'ere whispering through the grove, 
"J’he yellow corn was waving ready ; 

1 listened to a lover’s sang, 

And thought on yoiithfu’ pleasures mony : 
And aye the wild wood echoes rang — 

O dearly do I lo’e thee, Annie ! 


0 happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie ; 

Nor ever sorrow stain the hour, 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 

Her head upon my throbbing breast, 

She, sinking, said, “ Pm thine for ever !” 
Wliile mony a kiss the seal imprest, 

The sacred vow, — we ne’er should sever. 


The haunt o* Spring’s the primrose brae, 
The Simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 
How cheery, thro’ her shortening day, 

Is Autumn, in her weeds o’ yellow ! 

But can they melt the glowing heart, 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure, 
Or thro’ each nerve the rapture dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom’s treasure ? 


rin one of the variations of this song tlic name of tlie lieminc is 
Jeatne : tlie song itself owes some of the sentiments as ivcll as words 
to an old favourite Nithsdale cliaunt of the same name. Is Whis- 
tle, and ril come to you, my lad,” Rums enquires of 'J'homson. " one 
of your airs? I admire it much, and yesterday I sot the follnw’ing 
verses to it." The poet, two years afterwards, altered the fourth line 
thus: — 

* Tliy .let will V e wl’ ye, my lad,” 

and assigned this rtasnn : ' * I n fact, a fair dame at whose shrine I , tlic 
priest of the Nine, offa up the incense of I’arnassus; a dame ivhom 
the Graces have attired in witchcraft, and whom the Loves have 
armed with lightning ; a fair one, herself tlic heroine of the song, in- 
sists on the amendment, and disjiute iier commands if you dare.” J 


O WHISTLE, and I’ll come to yon, my lad, 

O wliiKtle, and I’ll come to you, my lad : 

Tho’ father and inithcr and a’ should gae mad, 
O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent, when you come lo court mo. 
And come na unless tlio hack-yett ho .T-joo : 
Syne up the hack-stilo and lot nacbody see, 
And come as ye were na cornin’ to me. 

And come as ye were na cornin’ to mo. 


At kirk, or at market, whene’er yc meet me, 
Gang by me as tho’ that ye car’d na a flie ; 
But steal mo a blink o’ your honnic black e'e, 
Yet look as yc were na lookin’ at mo. 

Yet look as yc wore na lookin’ at me. 


Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me, 

And wliyles ye may lightly my beauty a wee ; 
But court na auitlier, tho’ jockin’ye be, 

For fear that she wylo your fancy fiae me. 

For fear that she wyle your fancy Irae me. 

O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my hid, 

O wliistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad : 

Tlio' father and mither and a’ should gae mad, 

O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad. 

CCIIT. 

^bolon loinbfng 

[•* Mr. Clarke," says Bums to Thomson, ** begs you to give hliss 
I’hillis a corner in your tiook, as she is a parttailar flame nf his. Slie 
is a Miss Rhillii M'Murdo, sistcar to * Ronnie Jean they are iaitl) 
pupils of his." This lady afterwards bfcaine Mrs. Norman Lock* 
hart, of Chimwath.] 


Adown winding Nitli I did wander. 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring 
Adown winding Nltli I did wander, 

Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 
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Awa wi’ your belles and your beauties, 
They never wi* her can compare : 
Whaever has met wi’ my Phillis, 

Has met "wi’ the queen o* the fair. 


TJie daisy amus’d my fond fancy, 
So artless, so simple, so wild; 
Thou emblem, said I, o’ my Pliillis, 
For she is simplicity’s child. 


II. 

Thus in my arms, wi’ a* thy charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure 
I’ll seek xiae mail* o’ heaven to slioro. 
Than sic a moment’s plciisure : 
And by thy een, sao boniiio blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever I 
And on thy lips I seal my vow. 

And break it shall 1 never. 


The rose-bud’s tlie blush o’ my chaniicr. 
Her sweet balmy lip when *tis prest : 
How fair and liow pure is the lily, 

But fairer and purer her breast. 


ccv. 

ISatiitp iDabic. 


Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 
They ne’er wi’ my Phillis can vie : 

Her breath is the breath o* the woodbine, 
Its dew-drop o* diamond, her eye. 


[From the old aong of ** Daintie Davie" Burns has borrowed only 
ic title and the measure. The ancient strain records how the llev. 
I>avid Williamson, to escape the pursuit of the draKooAis, in the time 
of the persecutiun, tvas hid, by tlie devout Lady of Cherry trees, in tiie 
same bed with her ailing tlauglitcr. 'I'he divine hved to have six 
wives beside the daughter of the Lady of Cherrym*es, and other 
children besides the one which his hiding from the dragoons pro- 
duced. When Charles the Second was ruld of the adienture and its 
upshot, he is said to have exclaimed, •• God’s fish 1 tliat beats me 
and the oak : the man ouglit to be made a bishop.”] 


Her voice is the song of the morning, 

That wakes thro’ the greeii-siireading grov**. 
When Phoebus peeps over the mountains, 

On music, and pleasure, and love. 


But beauty how frail and how fleeting, 

The bloom of a fine summer’s day ! 

While worth in the mind o’ my Pliillis 
Will floui-ish without a decay. 

Awa wi' your belles and your beauties. 
They never wi’ her can compare : 
Whaever has met wi’ my Phillis 
Has met wi’ the queen o’ the fair. 


CCIV. 

^omc, let me tabe t{iee« 

Air.— “ Cauld KaiU^ 

I Bums composed this lyric in August 1793. and tiaditicm says it 
was produced by the charms of Joan Lorimer. * * That tune, Cauld 
Kail.” he says to Thomson, ** is such a favourite of yours, that I once 
more roved out yesterday fora gloaroin-shoc at the Muses ; when the 
Muse that preii^ over the shores of Nith, or rather my eddinspir- 
Ing, dearest nymph, Cotla, whiqieicd me the fonowing.*^ 


Come, let me take thee to my breast. 
And pledge w*^o ne’er shall sunder ; 
And I shall spurn as vilest dust 
The world’s wealth and grandeur : 
And do 1 hear my Jeanie own 
Tliat equal transports move her ? 

I Rsk for dearest life alone. 

That I may live to love her. 


Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers, 

To deck her gay, groen-spreailiiig bowers ; 
And now comes in my happy hours. 

To wander wi’ my Davie. 

Meet ino on the warhick knowc. 
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 

There I’ll sxiend the day wi’ you. 

My ain dear dainty Davie. 


The crystal waters round us fa’. 
The merry birds are lovers a’, 

The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A wandering wi’ my Davie. 


When purple moraing starts the hare. 
To steal upon her early fare, 

Then thro’ the dews I will repair, 

To meet my faithfu’ Davie. 


When day, exijiring in the west. 

The curtain draws o’ nature’s rest, 

I floe to his arms 1 lo’o best. 

And that’s my ain dear Davie. 
Meet me on the warlock knowe, 
Bonnie Davie, dainty Davie, 
There I’ll spend the day wi’ you. 
My ain dear dainty Davie. 
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CCVL 

3$ntre to iW^cn at l^annoclil&uvn* 

FIRST VERSION. 

Tune. — “ Iley^ tuttie 


CCVIT. 

ISannocbl^urn. 

ROBERT BRUCE'S ADDRESS TO BIS ARMY. 
SECOND VERSION. 


[ Syrae of Ryedale states that this fine ode was composed during a 
itomi of rtUn and fire, amonpr the wilds of Glcnken In Galloway : the 
poet himself gives an account much less romantic. In speaking of 
the air to Thomson, he says, ” There is a tradition which 1 have met 
with in many places in Scotland, that it was Robert Rruo^e march 
at tlic battle of Rannockhum. This thought, in my solitary wan- 
dcri^, warmed me to a pitch of enthusiasm on the theme of liberty 
and independence, which I threw into a kind of Scottish ode, fitted 
to the ah’, that one might suppose to l>e tlie royal Scot’s address to his 
heroic followers on that eventful morning.” It was written in Sep. 
tember, 1793*] 


Scots, wlia hao wi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 

Or to victorio ! 


[I'hnmton acknowledged the charm which this martial and no* 
ilonal ode had for him, hut he disliked the air, and proposed to sub- 
stitute that of Lewis Gordon in its place. Rut Lewis Gordon re- 
quired a couple of syllables more in every fourth line, which loadeu 
.he vci'sc with expletives, and w'eakened the simple energy of the 
original : Burns consented to the proper alterations, after a slight rc- 
.istance ; but when Thomson, having succmled in this, proposed a 
‘hange in the expression, no warrior of Unicc's day ever resisted 
uorc sternly the march of a Southron over the border. ” The only 
line," says the musician, which I dislike in the whole song is, 

• Wdcome to your gory bed ; 

gory presents a disagreeable image to the mind, and a prudent general 
ould avoid saying anything to liis soldiers which might tend to 
make death m<»re frightful than it Is." My ode,” replied Burns 
*' pleases me so much that I cannotalter it : your propos^ alterations 
lid, in my opinion, make it tame." Thomson cries out, like the 
d wdfc in Conolanus, *' Oh, God, no blood I" while Burns ex- 
claims, like that Roman’s heroic mother, ** Yes, blond ! it becomes a 
soldier more than gilt h» trophy.” The ode as originally written 
was restored afterwards in Thomson’s collection.] 


Now’s the day, and now’s the hour; 
See the front o’ battle lour : 

See approach proud lild ward’s pow’r- 
Gliains and slaverie! 


Wha will be a traitor-knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward’s grave ? 
Wlifi sae base as be a slave ? 
Let him turn and fieo ! 


Wha for Scotland’s king and law 
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw. 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa’, 

Let him follow me ! 


By oppression’s woes and pains ! 
By our sons in servile chaiiis ! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shall he free ! 


Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty’s in every blow I — 
Let us do or die ! 


Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to glorious victorie ! 


Now’s the day, and now’s the hour — 
See the front o’ battle lour ; 

See approach proud Edward’s power- 
Edward 1 chains and slaverie I 


Wha will be a traitor-knave ? 

Wha can fill a coward’s gi'ave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee ! 


Wha for Scotland’s king and law 
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa*, 
Caledonian ! on wi* me ! 


By oppression’s woes and pains ! 

By our sons in servile chains I 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shall be — shall be &ee ! 


Lay the proud usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
liberty's in every blow I 
Forward ! let ns do, or die I 

3o 
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CCVIII. 

3d(|)0lb t^7 ?l^otir. 

Tune. — ** Oran-gaoil.” 

r**Tiie foll o win g long I havecompoard for the Highland air that 
teU me In your last you have resolved to pvc a place to in your 
tinnif. I have this moment finished the song, so youhaveit glowing 
from the mint.” Tnese are tlie words of Bums to Thomson: he 
might have added that the song was written on the medluted voyage 
of to the West ludics, to join her husband.] 

X. 

Beiioi.d tlie Lour, the boat arrive ; 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart ! 
Severed from thee can I survive ? 

But fate has will’d, and we must part. 

I’ll often greet this surging swell. 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 

** B’en here I took the last farewell ; 

There, latest mark’d her vanish’d saiL” 

II. 

Along the solitaiy shore 
While flitting sea-fowl round me cry. 

Across the rolling, dashing roar. 

I’ll westward turn my wistful eye : 

Happy, thou Indian grove, I’ll say. 

Where now my Nancy’s path may be ! 

While thro’ thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O tell me, does she muse on me ? 


CCIX. 

left me ebee. 

Tunc . — ** Fee him. Father.** 

[«1 do not give these venes,” nys Bums to Thomson, «'for*ny 
merit they have. I composed them at the time in which • Pane 
Allan’s mlther died, about the back d midnight,’ and by the lec side 
•fa bowl of punch, which had ovenet every mortal in company, ex- 
cept the hautbois and the muse.'' To the poet’s Intcrcoune with 
muridans we owe some fine songs.] 

I. 

Thou hast left me ever, Jauiie ! 

Thou hast left me ever ; 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie ! 

Thou hast left me ever. 

Aften hast thou vowed that death 
Only should us sever ; 

Now thou’s left thy lass for ay — 

I maun sec thee never, Jamie, 

I’ll see thee never ! 


11 . 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie ! 

Thou hast me forsalcen ; 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie ! 
Thou hast me forsaken. 


Thou canst love anithor Jo, 
While my heart is breaking s 
Soon my weary een I’ll close. 
Never roair to waken, Jamie, 
Ne’ea mair to waken ! 


ccx. 

9[ttlb Ians SbisM* 

Is not the Scotch plimse,’* Burns writes to Mrs. Dunlop, Auld 
lang syne, exceedingly cvpre8si\’e? There is an old song and tuna 
which has often timlled through my soul : I shall give you the verses 
on the other sheet. Light he the turf on the breast of the heaven-in- 
spired poet who composed this glorious fragment.” “ I'he follmving 
song.” says the poet, when he communicated it to George Thomson. 
*’ an old song of the olden times, and which has never been in print, 
nor even in manuscript, until 1 took it down from an old man’s sing- 
ing, is enough to recommend any lur.” 'I’hese are strong words, but 
there can lie no doubt that, save for a line or two, \ve owe the song 
to no other mmstrel than "minstrel Bums.*'] 


1 . 

Should auld acquaintance he forgot. 

And never brought to min’ ? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And days o* lang syne ? 

For auld lang syne, iny dear, 

For auld lang syne. 

We’ll tuk a cup o’ kindness yet, 

• For auld lang syne ! 

II. 

We twa hae run about the braes, 

And pu’t the gowans fine ; 

But wo' VC wandered mony a weary foot., 
Sin’ auld lang sj-ne. 

III. 

We twa hae paidl’t i’ the hum, 

Frae momin’ sun till dine : 

But seas between us braid hae roar’d. 

Sin auld lang syne. 

IV. 

And here’s a hand, my trusty fiere, 

And gie’s a baud o’ thine ; 

And we’ll tak a right guid willie-waught. 
For auld lang syne ? 

▼. 

And surely ye’ll he your pint-stowp. 

And surely I’ll he mine ; 

And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld king syne, my dear. 

For auld Iwg syne, 

We’ll tak a cup o* kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne t 




m 
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CCXI. 


ttt. 


jfait 3)eatts. 

Tune.—** Saw ye my Father ?** 

r Tn September. ITS^I. this sonf?, as well as several others, was era 
aiunicat^ to Thomson by Viirns. *' Of the poetry 'he says. * 
speak with confidence: but the music is a business where 1 hint n 
« with the utmost diffidence.”] 


Where are the joys I have met in the morning. 
That danc'd to the lark’s early song ? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand’ring. 
At evening the wild woods among ^ 


O ! art thou not asliamod 
To doat upon a feature ? 

If man thou wouldst he named, 
Despise the silly creature. 


Go, find an honest fellow ; 

Good claret set before thee ; 
Hold on till thou art mellow. 
And then to bed in gloiy. 


No more a-winding the course of yon river. 
And marking sweet flow’rets so fair : 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure, 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 


CCXTTI. 

Nantjy. 


Is it that summer’s forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly winter is near ? 

No, no, the bees’ humming round the gay roses, 
Proclaim it the pride of the year. 


Fain would I hide, what I fear to discover. 
Yet long, long too well have I known. 

All that has caused this wreck in my bosom, 
Is Jeany, fair Jeany alone. 


'J'iine cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal. 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 

; Come then, enamour’d and fond of my anguish. 
Enjoyment I’ll seek in my woo. 

CCXII. 

Beluhch Sfoafii, tjfte 

[ [To the air of the •'Colllei'f docheer,” Barm blda Thomaon add 
the following old Bacchanal : It ii lUghtly altered ftxnn a rather stifi 
original.] 


Deluded swain, the pleasure 
The fickle fair can give thee, 

Is but a fairy treasure — 

Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 


{Tills song was inspired by the c arms of Clar*nda. In one of the 
poet's manuscripts the song commences thus : 

Thine am I. my lovely Kate. 

Wdl thou mayest discover 
Every pulse along my veins 
TcU the ardent lover. 

This change was tried out of compliment. It is believed, to Mn. 
Thomson ; but Nancy ran more smoothly on the even road ctf lyrical 
verbt than Kata.] 


Thine am I, my faithful fair, 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Ev’ry pulse along my veins, 
Ev’ry roving fancy. 


To thy bosom lay my heart, 
There to throb and languish : 
Tho’ despair had wrung its core. 
That would heal its anguish. 


Take away those rosy lips. 
Rich with balmy treasure : 
Turn away thine eyes of love. 
Lest I die with pleasure. 


What is life when wanting love? 

Night wit'nout a morning : 
Love’s the cloudless summer sun, 
Nature gey adorning. 


The billows on the oeeau. 

The breeses idly rooming, 
The clouds’ uncertain motion— 
I'hey are but types of woman. 
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CCXIV. 

Tune. — “ Jo JanetJ* 

|**MyJaJaneti” in the collection of VlllAn Hamsay, was in the 
fKiet’s eye when he comixwed this song, as surely as the matrimonial 
bickerings recorded hy the old minstrels were in his mind, lie de- 
sires Thomson briefly to tell him how he likes these verses : the xe< 
vponK of the musician wasi “ Inimitable.”] 


Husband, liusband, ceaso your strife, 
Nor longer idly rave, sir; 

Tho* I am your wedded wife, 

Yet I am not your slave, sir. 

“ One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 

Is it man, or woman, say, 

My spouse Nancy ?” 


If 'tis still the lordly word, 

Service and obedience ; 

I'll desert iny sov reign lord, 

And so, good bye, allegiance ! 

‘'Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 

Yet I’ll try to make a shift, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

III. 

My poor heart then break it must, 

My last hour I’m near it : 

■When you hiy me in the dust, 

Think, think, how you will hear it> 

“I will hope and trust in Jjeavcii, 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Strengtli to bear it will be given. 

My spouse, Nancy." 

Well, sir, from the silent dead, 

StUl I’ll ti7 to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall liaunt you. 

“ I’ll wed another, like my dear 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Then all hell will fly for fear, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

eexv. 

MU tj^ou be mg l^earie. 

Air. — “ Sutor'^s Dottier.” 


Wilt thou let mo cheer thee ? 
By the treasure of zny soul, 
That’s the love I bear tliee ! 

I swear and vow that only thou 
Shall ever he my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and vow, 
Shall ever be my deai'ie. 


Ijassie. say thou lo’es me ; 

Or if thou wilt no bo my ain, 
Say na thou’lt refuse me : 

If it winna, canna be, 

Thou, for thine may choose me, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo’es me. 
Lassie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo’es me. 


CCXVl. 

35ut lately tiecn. 

Tune . — Tfte winter of life," 


[TUs song wM writteh for Johnson’s A1uRrum» in 1704. the air 
b East Indian: it was brought from Uindoslan h> a particular 
friend of the jioet. Thomson sci the words to the air of Cil Momcei 
they are elsewhere set to Uie tunc of the Death of the Linnet.] 


But lately seen in gladsome green, 

The woods rejoiced the day ; 

Tliro’ gentle showers and latigliing flowois, 
In double pride were gay ; 

But now our joys are fled 
On winter blasts awa ! 

Yet maiden May, in rich array, 

Again shall bring them a’. 


Bnt my white pow, nae kindly thowe 
Shall melt the snaws of age ; 

My trunk of eild, hut buss or heild, 
Sinks in Time’s wintry rage. 

Oh ! age has weary days, 

And nights o* sleepless pain ! 

Thou golden time o’ youthfu’ primet, 
Why comes thou not again ? 




ICompoaedi it is lald* in honour of Janet Miller, of Daliwlnton, 
mother to the present Earl of Marr, and tlien, and long after, one of 
the loveliest women in the south of Scotland.] 


Wilt thou he my deon'e ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 
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CCXVlf. 

Zo iWarg. 

T une . — Could auf/ht of song' 

[These wrses, inspired partly by Hamilton’s very tender a«ici ele- 
gant song, 

** Ah ! the poor shepherd’s mournful fate,” 

aiul some unreenrded •* Maiy” of the poet’s heart, is in the latter vo- 
lumes of .lohnson. It is iusertul in Johnson’s Museum,” sa^s Sir 
Harris Nicsilas, the narneot Hums attached.” He might 

)ia\ e adiliid that it was sent by Hums, written with hts own liatul.J 


C'oui^H of song doclaro my pains. 

Could artful numbei-s move* thee, 

The muse should tell, in labour’d strains, 
O Alary, how 1 love thee ? 

They wJio but feign a wounded heart 
Alay teach the lyre to languish ; 

Ihit what avails the pride of art, 

When wastes the soul with anguish ? 


Th(*n lot the sudden bursting sigh 
'Phe heart-felt iisiiig discover ; 

And in the keen, yet tender eye, 

O road th’ imploring lover. 

For well I know thy gentle mind 
Disdains art’s gay disguising; 

Iloyoiid what Fancy e’er refin’d, 

The voice of nature iirizing. 

CCXVIIl, 

?l?PYc*0 to ti)£! mp homuc 

Tune. — “ Loggan Bum." 

i*‘''I’his song is in the Musical Museum, with Hums' nameto it.” 
t^s Sir Homs Nicolas. It is a snug s>f tlie pix't’s vaily vviiich 
r trimmed up, and sent to JciiiiiMin.l 


XIeiie's to thy health, my bonnic lass, 
Cude night, and joy be wi* thee ; 

I’ll come iia mair to thy bower-door, 
To tell thee that I lo’e tbce. 

0 dinna think, my pretty pink. 

But I can live without thee : 

1 vow and swear I dinna care 

How lang ye look about ye. 


I'liou’rt ay sae free informing me 
Thou hast na mind to marry ; 
I'll be as free informing thee 
Nae time hao 1 to tarry. 


I ken thy friends try ilka means, 
Frae wedlock to delay thee ; 
Depending on some higher chance^ 
But fortune may betray thee. 


I ken they scorn my low estate, 

But that docs never grieve me ; 

But I’m us free as any he, 

Snia’ siller -u’ili relieve me. 

I count iny health my greatest wealth, 
Sac long as I’ll enjoy it : 

I’ll fear na scant, I’ll bode nae want, 
As laiig’s 1 get employment. 


But far ofl'fow’ls hae feathers fair, 

And ay until ye try tliein : 

Tho’ they seem fair, still havtf a care, 

They may prove waur than I am. 

But at twal at night, when the moon shines 
bright, 

Afy dear, I'll come and see thee; 

For the man that lo’es his mistress wed 
Nae travel makes him w'oary. 


CCXIX. 

Zie JpavctveU. 

Tune. — “/# u’ffs o' for ovr righffn king.' 


[" It seems ^cr> doubtful,” saj s Sir Harris Nicolas, “ liot* nu’fb, 
even If any yiart of t’lis sunguas u ritten by Hiums: itoecnrsiii tb« 
Musual MiiHeiiin, but not with his iiaiiiv.” Hums, it is believed, 
lather {iriined and beautified an old Seortish lyric, iJiaii eoiuposi'd 
this strain entirely. Jolinson received it from him in his own liand 
writing J 


It was a’ for our rightfii’ king, 
W<‘ left fair Scotland's sir:iiid ; 
Jt was a’ for our rightfu’ king 
We e’er saw” Irish land, 

Aly dear ; 

Wo e’er saw Irish laud. 


Now a’ is done tliat men can do, 
And a’ is done in vain; 

Aly love and native land farow'ell. 
For I maun cross the main, 

Aly dear ; 

For I maun cross the main. 


3 H 
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Ho turned him right, and round about 
Upon the Irish shore ; 

And gae his bridle-reins a shake, 
Witli adieu for evermore. 

My dear ; 

With adieu for evermore. 


The sodger from the wars returns. 
The sailor frae the main ; 

But I hae parted frae my love, 
Never to meet again, 

My dear; 

Never to meet again. 


When day is gane, and night is come. 
And a’ ^Ik bound to sloop ; 

I think on him that’s far awa’, 

The lee-lang night, and weep. 

My dear ; 

The lee-lang night, and weep. 


eexx. 

<S> stm Tier up. 

ITine. — “ 0 steer her «p, and hand her gavnJ' 

I Hums, in nipcising these versesj took the introductoi y htirs of an 
older Ijric, «1 theJii out in his own way, and sent them to the 
Museum.] 


O STF.EH her up and hand her gaim- 
Her mother’s at tlio mill, jo ; 

And gin she winna take a man. 

E’en let her take her -will, jo : 
First shore lier wi’ a kindly kiss, 
Andsca another gill, jo, 

And gin she take the thing amiss. 
E’en let her flyte her fill, jo. 


O steer her up, and be na blate, 

An* gin she take it ill, jo, 

Then lca*e the lassie till her fate, 

And time nae longer spill, jo : 
Ne’er break yonr heart for ae rebute. 
But think upon it still, jo 
That gin the lassie winna do’t. 

Ye’ll fin’ anither will, jo. 


CCXXl. 

0 as nt^ fiie Wang; me. 

Tunc. — “ Afiy toi/b she dang me.” 


(Other versus to the same air. belonpring to the olden Umcs» am 
still Tviiiembercd in Scotland : but they arc only sung when the wui, 
is in, and the sense of delicacy out. This song is in the M uscuni. ) 


O AY my wife she dang mo, 

And aft my wife did hang me, 

If ye gie a woman a’ her will, 

Gude faith, blie’ll soon o’cr-gaiig yo. 
On i)cace and rest my mind was bent. 
And fool I was I married ; 

But never honest man’s intent. 

As cursedly miscarried. 


Some sairie comfort still at last, 

When a’ their days are done, man; 
My pains o’ hell on earth .arti 2)ast, 

I’m sure o’ bliss aboon, man. 

O ay ray wife she dang me, 

And aft my wife did bang mo, 

If ye gie a woman a’ her will, 

Gudo faith, bhe’ll soon o’er-gang ye. 


CCXXTI. 

CDfj, inert t^ou in tf)c caulb 

Tune. — “ Zass o’ Zivisione.*' 


[Tiaditlon saysthissong was composed in honour of.Fcssle Lrwsr. 
tlie Jessie of the poet's death-bed strains. It Ls inserted in Thoiiuoti’^ 
collection : variations occur in seven! manuscripts, bul the} ars 
neither important nor curioua ] 


Oir, wert thou in the canid blast. 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea. 

My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I’d shelter thee, I’d slielter thee : 

Or did misfortune’s bitter storms 
Around tbee blaw, around thee blaw, 
Thy bield should be my bosom. 

To share it a*, to sh^e it a’. 
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Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there : 
Or were I monarch o’ the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in iny crown 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 


CCXXIII. 
fe ijc Slen. 

Tune. — “ Banks of Cree^ 


Of tliPoiip:in of this song the poet gives the fnlLmlng oorount. 
, ^'tit AT) air. pretty enough, composed hy J.Ady Kli/alieth I-Iliihi, 
lleion, which she calls * 'J'he Hanks of Ctcc.* Crec in a htanntnl 
iiantic .stream: and as her ladvship is a partutdar fiiLtid ol 
DC, 1 have written the followini? song 


CCXXIV. 

0n (Sb^a[$ anb far atoa^i. 

Tune. — “ O’er the hills" ^c. 

[** The last evening," 29th of August, 17!M, ‘*as I was straying 
It,” Ra}s Dum% “and thinking of *0'cr the hills atid far .a way,’ I 
ipun the following Rtanias for it, I wai pleased with sei'eml lines at 
first, but 1 own now tliat it appears rather a flimsy business. I give 
you leave to abuse this song, but doit in the spirit of Christian meek' 

>.-J 


IIow cun iny jioor licart bo gUd, 

When absent from my sailor lad ? 

How can I the thouglit forogo, 

He’s on the seas to meet the foe ? 

Let me Avail dor, lot me rove, 

Still my heart is with my love : 

Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day, 

Arc with him that’s far away- 
()n the seas and iar away, 

On stormy sc^as and far away ; 

Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day, 
Are ay with him that’s far away. 


Here is the glen, and liore the hoAvor, 
All underneath the birchen shade ; 
The village-bell has told the hour — 

O what can stay my lovely maid ? 


'Tis not ]\Iaria’s whispering call ; 

’Tis but the bahny-breatliiiig gah*. 
Mixed Avitli some AA'arblor's dying lull, 
'I’lic doAvy stai* of eve to hail. 


It is Maria's voice I hear ! 

So calls the Avoodlark in the grove, 
His little, faithful mate to cheer, 

At once ’tis music— and His Ioa'c. 


And art thou come ? and art thou true ? 

O welcome, dear to love and me ! 
And let us all our vows renoAv 
Along the flow’ry banks of Cree. 


When in summer’s noon I faint, 
As weary Rocks around mo pant, 
Ila])ly in this scorching sun 
My sailor’s tlniiurring at his gun : 
llullcts, spare my only joy ! 
Ihdlets, spare ray darling boy ! 
Fate do Avith me what you may — 
Sparc but him that’s far aAvay ! 


At the starle.ss midnight hoiu’, 

Wlien Avintcr rules Avitli houndless pOAver 
As the storms the forest tear, 

And thunders rend the lioAviing air, 
Listening to the doubling roar, 

Surging on the rocky shore, 

All I can — 1 Avec]) ami jiray, 

For his weal tliat's far uAvay. 


Peace, thy olive Avand extend, 

And bid Avild Avar his ravage end, 

^lan Avith brotlicr man to meet. 

And as a brother kindly greet : 

may licaA’en Avith prosp’rous gales 
Fill my sailor’s Avclcome sails, 

To my arms their charge convey — 

My dear lad that’s far away, 

On the seas imd far away 
On stormy seas and far away ; 

Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day, 
Arc ay with him that’s far aAvav 
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CCXXV. 

Ije ¥otocd. 

[Burns formed this son;; upon an nld lyric, an amciicled version of 
which he had previously couimiiuK-att'd tn tlic Museum: he was 
fond of musinfi in tlic shadow of Lincludcn towers, and on the 
banks of Cluden Water.] 

I. 

Ca’ the yowes to the knovves, 

Ca’ tliem whare the heather gi-owos, 

Ca* thorn whare the huruie rowos — 

Aly honnic dearie ! 

1 lark the mavis’ evening sang 
Soiiridiiig CJuden’s woods amang ! 

Then a lauldiiig let us gang, 

My boiiuie dearie. 


WeTl gae down by Cludou side, 
Thro’ tiie hazels spreading wide 
O'er tlio waves that swo(‘tly glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 


Yonder Clndon's silent towers, 
Where at mooiishme midnight hours, 
O’er the dewy bonding flowers, 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 


Ohaist nor bogle shall thou fear ; 
Tliou’rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near. 

My honnic dearie. 


Fair and lovely as thou art, 

T’liou hast stown my very heart ; 

T can die — but canna part — 

My boniiie dearie ! 

(’a’ the yowes to the knowes, 

Oa’ them whare the heather grown , 
t\i’ them whare the burnie row'os — 

.My bonnie dearie ! 

CCXXV r. 

£I)c me be^t of a’. 

Tunc. — “ Onagh's Water~fall,” 

fTlte lady of the flaxen rin^lecs has already been noticed : 
described lu this song with the accuracy of a painenr, and mnn 
rhe usual elegance of one: it is needless to add her name, 
say h.iw tine her form and how rcsisticss her siallei.] 


Sae flaxen were her ringlets, 
Her eyebrows of a darker 


13ewitcbingly o’er-arching 

Twa laughin’ eon o’ bonnie blue. 
Her smiling sae wyling, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow ; 

Such was my Ch Ions’ bonnie face, 
When first her bonnie face I saw ; 
And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm. 
She says she lo’es me best of a’. 


Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ankle is a spy 
Uetraying fair jiroportion, 

Wad male a saint forget the sky. 

Sae warming, sac charming, 

Her faultless form and gracefu’ air ; 
Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Declar'd that she could do iiac raair : 
Her’s are the willing chains o’ love. 

By conquering beauty’s sovereign law ; 
And ay iny Chloris’ dearest charm, 

She says she lo’os me best of a‘. 


Let otliers love the city, 

And g.nidy shew at sunny noon ; 

Gie me tlic lonely valley, 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
F.iir beaming, and streaming. 

Her silver light the bonghs amung ; 
AVhile falling, recalling. 

The amorous tlinifth concludes his sang 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 
By wnmplingbum and leafy shaw, 

And hear iny vows o’ truth and love, 

And say thou lo’es me best of a’. 


c(’xxvri. 

(quasi dicat 1>111M.1S.) 

Tune.-- “ When she cam hen ihe hobbit,' 

{The de.spAiriiig mvaiii in chin song was Stephen Clarke, tnurcUn, 
and the young lady whom he persuaded Burns to accuse ol u.cnn 
bUuicy and coldness was Phillis M'Murdo.] 


O SAW ye my dear, my Phely ? 

O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 

She’s down i’ the grove, she’s wi* a new love 
She winua come liame to her Willy. 


What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 

She lets thee to wit tliat slie has thee forgot, 
And for ever disowns thee, her Willy. 
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0 had I ne’er seen thee, my Pliely ! 

0 had I ne’er seen thee, my Phely ! 

liffht as the air, and fause as then’s fair, 
Tliou’s broken the heart o’ thy \V illy. 


Look abroad through nature’s range, 
Nature’s mighty law is change; 
Ladies, would it not be strange 
Man should then a monster prove ? 


CCXXVTII. 

lang anU brearji te fte ‘Nigjt. 

'I’line. — “ Cauld Kail in Aberdeen,” 


Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Ocean’s ebb, and ocean’s flow : 

Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Hound and round the seasons go : 
Why then ask of silly man 
To oppose great nature’s plan ? 

We’ll be constant while we can — 
You can be no more, you know. 


I On c'omiMirinf? this lyric, corrected for Thomson, vrith that in the 
W useum. It will be S€«n that the formiT has more of dcgancc and 
iinit'i : the latter quite as much nature and truth : but tlicrc is less 
(il tltc new than ol the old iii both.J 


How lang and dreary is tlie night, 

Wht'n I am frao my deaiie ; 

J restless lie frac e’en to moin, 

'I'hough I wore ne’er sac weary. 

Por oh ! her laiiely nights are lang ; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widow’d heart is sair, 
Tliat’s absent frao her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome days 
1 spent wi’ tliee, my dearie ; 

And now wliat seas between us roar — 

1 low can I bo hut eerie ? 


llow slow ye move, ye heavy hours ; 

The joyless day how' dreary ! 

1 1 was na sac ye glinted by, 

Wlieii I was wi’ iny dearie. 

For oil ! her lanely nights are lang 
And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widow’d lieart is sair. 
That’s absent frae her dearie. 


CCXXIX. 

net not SZZEtoman e’er complain. 

Tune . — “Duncan Gray,” 

[“These English songs,” tnus complains the poet, in the IcttiT 
which I'onvcycd this l>nc to Thomson, '‘gravel me to death: 1 
h.ne not that ('ommand of the language that I have of my nauve 
^'iiguc. 1 have been at * Duncan Gray,' to dresb it in English, but 
1 can do is dvpluiably stupid. F(»r instance:”] 


CCXXX. 

t!ri)0 nobec*${ iMotnmg Salute to 

Tune. — “ Deil tak the Wars,” 

f Ihirt's has, in one of his letters, partly iniimattd that t his moruing 
salutation to Chlons was occasioned b> sitting till tlie dawn ai 
the punch-bowl, and w’alking post her window on his way home, l 


Sleep’ 8T thou, or wak’st thou, fairest creature ? 

Rosy Morn now lifts liis eye. 

Numbering ilka bud wJiicli nature 
Waters wi’ the tears o’ joy : 

Now through the leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods, 

Wild nature’s tenants freely, gladly stray ; 

The lintwhite in his bower 
Chants o’er tlie breathing flower ; 

The lav’rock to the sky 
Ascends wi’ saiigs o’ joy, 

While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 


Phmbus gilding the brow o’ morning, 
Banishes ilk darksome shade, 

Nature gladdening and adorning ; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair, 

The murky shades o’ care 
With starless gloom o’ercast my sullen sky 
But wJien, in beauty’s light, 

Slie meets my ravish’d sight. 

When thro’ my very heart 
Her beaming glories dart — 

*Tis then 1 wake to life, to light, and joy. 


Let not woman e’er complain 
Of inconstancy in love ; 

Let not woman e’er complain 
Fickle man la apt to rove : 
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CCXXXI. 

€t)lort0* 

Air . — My lodging is on the cold ground.'** 

[The origin of thli long is thus told b)* Bums to Thoni<iOTi. ** On 
nny visit the other day to my fair Chloris, that is the iHictic name of 
tile lovely goddess of my inspiration, she suggested an idea wlilch 1, 
on my return from the visit, wrought into tiie follmving song.” The 
poetic elevation of Chloris is great : she lived, when her charms faded, 
in want, and died aU but destitute.] 


Mt Chloris, mark how green the groves. 
The primrose banks how fair ; 

T'hc balmy gales awake the Rowers, 

And wave thy flaxen hair. 


The laverock shuns the palace gay. 
And o’er the cottage sings ; 

For nature smiles as sweet, I wceu. 
To shepherds as to kings. 


Let minstrels sweep the slcilfu’ string 
In lordly lighted W : 

The shepherd stops his simple reed, 
Blythe, in the birken sliaw. 


The princely revel may survey 
Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 

But arc tlicir hearts as light as ours, 
Beiicatli the milk-white thorn ? 


The shepherd, in the flow’ry glen. 

In shcjiherd’s phrase will woo ; 

The courtier tells a finer tale — 

But is his heart as true ? 

VI. 

These wild-wood flowers iVe pu’d, to deck 
That spotless breast o’ thine : 

The courtier's gems may witness love — 
But ’tis iia love like mine. 


CCXXXII. 

Air . — “ Daintie DavieP 

I Burns, drapaiilng to fit some of tbc tuts uitli such verses of ori> 
ginal manufacture* as'l'homion reqiiimd, for the Kiigliah jiart t»f his 
enllectjon, took the liberty of bestowing a Southron drtss on some 
genuine IJaledonian lyrics. The origin of tiiis song may be ft>uiid 
In Kamsay’s miaccllany : the bombast is abated, and tiic w hole much 
improved.] 


It was the charming month of May, 
When all the flow’rs were fresh and gay. 
One inoiTiing, by the br<‘alv of day, 


The youthful, charming Cliloo 
From peaceful slumber she arose. 

Girt on her mantle and her hose. 

And o’er the flowery mead she goes, 
The youthful, charming Chloe. 

Lovely was she by the dawn, 
Youthful Chloe, charming Cliloo, 
Tripping o’er the pearly lawn. 

The youthful, charming Chloe. 


The feather’d people you might sec. 
Perch’d all around, on every tree, 

In notes of sweetest melody 
They hail the charming Chloe ; 

Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 

The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivall’d by the radiant eyes 
Of youthftil, charming Chloe. 

Lovely was she by the dawn. 
Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Tripping o’er the pearly lawn, 

The youthful, charming Cliloc. 


CCXXXIIL 
(or t]bc EmUioTittc ?iocb0. 

Tunc. — “ Rothnnurchc*s Rant.** 

f** Conjugal love,’* says the poet, " is a pa««iot which I deeph f»t‘) 
and highly \ eiieratc : but soniehnw it does not u Ke sin h a figure in 
iHicsic as lhat other species of the pasMon, who * love is libnti .uni 
fire law. Musically sfK-aking, the first is an .stniincnt of w l.n f 
c gamut Is scanty and euntined, but the ton s icspressiliK swiif, 
Ilk* the last has imw-crs equal to all the intelUi ual infdul.ifioiis of 
p human soul.” It must be owned that the ha I wiulcl rei.di i v lU 
~tty reasons foi his rapcureabuut Jean Lonnie 


Lassii: wi’ the lint-wliite locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie. 

Wilt thou wi’ mo tent the flocks ? 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ? 

Now nature deeds the flowery lea. 
And a’ is young and sweet like thee 
O wilt thou share its joy wi’ me, 

And say thou* It be my dcai-ie, O ? 


And when the welcome siinmer-showcr 
Has cheer’d ilk drooping little flower, 
We’ll to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultiy noon, my dearie, O. 


When Cynthia lights, wi’ silver ray. 
The weary shearer’s bameward way ; 
Thro’ yellow waving fields we’ll stray, 
And talk o’ love, my doaric, O. 
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And when the howling wintry b^ast 
Disturbs my lassie’s midnight rest ; 
Knclasped to my faithtu’ breast, 

I'll comfort thee, my dearie, O. 
ijassie wi’ the lint-white locks, 
Donnie lassie, artless lassie, 
Wilt thou wi* me tent the flocks ? 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ? 


CCXXXIV. 

Jparcfoell tj^ou .Stream. 

Air. — “ NancyU to the greenwood ganc.^* 


I 'I hu sor.ff was writteiiiii Novcml>cr, Thomtun tattfiOuni.'cd 
ir lAcdlent.] 


ccxxxv. 

CD Ibappj) hr tj^at Baj)* 

Tune.—" T/ie SowU TVri/.” 


[« Tim moriiin#Ci’* (19th Nuvember, 1794,) ** though a keen blow- 
ing fnMt,” Hums writes to Thomson, ** in my walk before breakfim 
I finished my duct : whether 1 have uniformly succeeded, I will not 
say: but here it is for you« though it is not an hour old."! 


O 1*11 ILLY, happy bo that day, 

Wht‘ii roving through the gatJicr’d hay. 
My youthfu’ heart was stowu away. 
And by thy charms, my Pliilly. 


O Willy, ay 1 bless tlio grove 
Where first I own’d iny maiden love. 
Whilst thou didst pledge the powers abeve, 
To be my ain dear Willy. 


Farkwell tbo'd stream that winding flows 
A found Eliza’s dwelling ! 

O uiein ’ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelling: 

Cumleinird to drag a hopeless chain, 

And >ct in secret Liiiguish, 

To teel a fire in ev’iy vein. 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 


As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hcai’. 

So illta day to me mair dear 
And charming is my 1 hilly. 

SHE. 

As on the brier the budding ro:>e 
Still richer breathes and fuirei blows 
So ill my tender bosom grows 
Tlio love I bear my Willy. 


Love’s veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 
i fain my griefs wrould cover : 

TIk, bursting sigh, th’ unw'ceting groan, 
llctray the liapless lover. 

1 laiow thou dooiii’st me to despair. 

Nor wilt, nor eanst relieve lue ; 

Rut oil, lOliza, liear one prayer — 

For pity’s sake forgive mo ! 


Tile music of tliy voice I heard, 

Nor wist while it enslav’d me ; 

1 saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear’d, 
’'J’ill fears no more had .sav’d me : 
Tlif>^ unwai-y sailor thus aghast, 

'riie w'heeling torrent viewing; 
*Alid eireling horrors sinks at last 
In overwhelming ruin. 


The milder sun and bluer sky 
That crown iny liarvest cares wi’ joy, 
Were ne’er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o’ Philly. 


The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho’ wafting o’er the flowery spring, 
Did ne’er to me sic tidings bring, 

As meeting o’ my Willy. 


The boo that thro’ tho sunny hour 
Sips nectar in tho opening flower. 
Compar’d wi’ my delight is poor. 
Upon the lips o’ Philly. 


The woodbine in tho dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence met^t, 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o’ Willy, 
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Let Fortune’s whod at random rin. 

And fools may tyne, and knaves may win ; 
My thoughts are a’ bound up in ane, 

And that’s my ain dear Fh^y. 


ccxxxvn. 

^ansit tjbou ileahe me 

Tune.— “iioyV Wife” 


What’s a’ the joys that gowd can gie ! 
1 care na wealth a single flie ; 

The lad I love’s the lad for me. 

And that’s my ain dear Willy. 


CCXXXVI. 

^ontenteb hi’ iLitlle4 

Tune. — “ Lumps o Puddxngf 

[Ruins w'RS an admirer of many snnf's which the more critical 
< lid fastidious regarded as rude and homely. ** Todlin Hamc*' he 
called an unequalled composition foi wit and humour, and <* Andro 
in’ his cutty Crun.*’ tlic work of a master. In the same letter, whcic 
he records these senaments, he writes his owm inimitable song, 
Contented wi' Little.'’'| 


Contented wi’ little, and cantio wi’ mair, 
Whene’er I forgather wi’ sorrow and care, 

I gie them a skclp, as they’re creep! ii alaiig, 
Wi’ a cog o’ guid swats, and an auld Scottish 


I whyles daw the dhow o’ troublesome thought; 
But man is a sodger, and life is a faught : 

My mirth and guid humour are coin in my poiidi. 
And my freedom’s my lairdship nae monai*di 
dare toudi. 


A towmond o’ trouble, should that be iny fa’, 

A night o’ guid feUowship sowihers it a' : 

When at the blithe end o’ our journey at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o’ the road he has past ? 


Blind chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her 
way; 

Be’t to me, be’t frae me, e’en let the jade gae : 

Come ease, or come travail ; come pleasure or 
pain ; 

My worst word is — ^'‘Welcome, and wdcoine 
again I” 


[When Burns tnuiscrihed the following song for Thomson, on tht 
Sdth of Noi'embcr, 17.*^* he added, ** Well I i think this to Ik* done 
in tun) or three turns across my room, and unth two or three pinches 
of Irish blackguard, la not, so far, amiss. You see I am rcsolwd to 
have my quantum of applause from somebody.” The poet in this 
cong complains of the coldness of Mrs. Riddel : the lady replicil in a 
sriain equally tender and forgiving.] 


Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know’st my aching heart — 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 
Is this thy plighted, fond regard, 

Thus cruelly to part, iny Katy ? 

Is this thy faithful swain’s reward — 

An aching, hroken heart, niy Katy ! 


Fareivell ! and ne’er siieh sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, iny Katy ! 

Thou may’st find those will love thee dear — 
But not a love like miiu',, niy Katy ! 

Cunst thou leave mo thus, my Katy ? 
Const thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know’st my aching lieart — 
And canst thou leave mo thus for pity V 


CCXXXVIll. 
iWfi KTannU’jS afoa. 

Tune. — “ There’' ll never he peace.' 

[Clarinda, tradition avers, w'as the inspircr of this song, whi' h tbr 
poet composed in December, ]7!M, for the work of Tlioinson. llis 
thoughts were often in (klinbiirgh : on festive occ'asions, when, as 
Campbdl beautifully says, *' The wlnc-cup shines in light,” he m-I- 
ilum forgot to toast Mrs. Mac.J 


Now in her green mantle hlytlie nature arrays, 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o’er the 
braes, 

While birds warble welcome in ilka green sliaw ; 
But to melt’s delightlcss — ^my Nannie's awa I 


The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands 
adorn, 

And violets bathe in the weet o’ the morn ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sac sweetly they blaw. 
The mind me o’ Nannie - and Nannie’s awa 1 
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Thou lav’rock that springs frae the dews of the 
lawn. 

The shepherd to warn the gray-breaking dawn. 
And thou mellow mavis that hails the night fa*. 
Give over for pity — my Nannie’s awa ! 


Come autumn, sac pensive, in yellow and gray. 
And soothe me with tidings o’ nature’s decay: 
The dark dreary winter, and wild driving snaw, 
Alane can delight mo — now Nannie’s awa ! 


CCXXXIX. 

{$ «&{)( tjbat me. 

Tune. — MoragJ*' 

[“ Tins snnjj,*’ snys Sii Harris NknUts, “ is S'litl, in l’liomsnn*s col- 
Icctioiij t«i hart* bcin wntfc-n for ivork by Ibniis; but it is licit 
iucliiilcil 111 Mr. C'niiniric;huin & edition.” 11 Mr 11/irris Mould be so 
Itood as to lank at jiaf;** Jlo, vol. V.,of ('untiinKh.un’s edition of Burns, 
lie will find tbe son;^ ; and if he will look at i’ll, and pa,‘re lQ.*i 
oi red 1 1 1. of his own rdlUon, he ivill diid that he has not roniuutted 
tlie eiini nf which he Hivusos his /ollow-editnr.foi he Ims. iiM'TWd the 
bfiiiiesiin^ tiiice. *1 he Mime may he haul ol the soir^ to C'hloiis, 
MhuJiSii Iluriib haspiinUd at jtaite 313, vol. ir., and at ]i.iAte li.!), 
vid. 111., and ot •* .\c dat a \ raw v'ww* came down the lang gleii,” 
whieh ariJearsi both at page 324 of vol. 11., and at page lliJ of vol. lil.J 


0 wiiA is she that lo’cs mo, 

And has iny heart a-k coping ? 

O sweet is she that lo’es me, 

As dews o’ siuinuT weeping, 

In tears the rosc-tmds steeping ! 

O that’s the lassie o’ luy heart, 
jNIy lassit? over dearer ; 

O tliat’s tlie queen of womankind, 
And ne’er a aiie to ]ieor Jior. 


If thou slialt meet a lassie 

In gi-aco and beauty ehanniiig. 
That e’en thy cltosen lassie, 
Erewhilc thy breast sae wanning, 
Had ne’er sic powers alarming. 


If thou hadst heard her talking. 
And thy attentions plighted. 
That ilka body talking, 
lint her by thee is slighted. 
And tliuu art all delighted. 


If thou liast met this fair one ; 

AVhen frao her thou liast parted, 
If every other fair one. 

But her, thou liast deserted, 

-And thou art lirokcii-licartod ; 


O that’s the lassie o’ my heart, 

~ My lassie ever dearer ; 

O that’s the queen o’ womankind. 

And ne’er a ane to peer her. 

eeXL. 

CTalcbona. 

Tune . — “Caledonian Hunfs Deliffht.** 

f There is both knowledge of history and elegance of ullcgorj in 
this singular lyric: it was first printetl by (Iurnc.J 


There was once a day — but old Time then was 
young — 

Thai brave Caledonia, the chief of her line, 

From some of your northern deities sprung, 
(Who knows not . that bravo Caledonia's 
divine ?) 

From Tweed to the Orcadcs was her domain. 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would: 

Her hcav’nly relations there fixed her reign. 
And jik dg’d her their godheads to warrant it 
good. 

II. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in w’ar, 

Tiie pride of her kindred the heroine grow 

Her grand sire, old Odin, triumphantly swore 
“Whoe’er shall provoke thee, th’ encounter 
shall rue ! ” 

With tillage or jiastiiro at times she would sport. 
To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling' 
corn ; 

But chiefly tlie woods were her fav’rito resort. 
Her darling amusement, the hounds and the 
1 101 * 11 . 


Long quiet slie reign'd ; till tliitlicrward steers 
A fliglit of bold eagles from Adria’s striuid : 
Jlepeatod, successive, for many long years. 
They darken’d tlie air, and they plundei’d the 
land ; 

Tlieir pounces were murder, and teri'or their cry, 
They’d conquer’d and l uin’d a world beside ; 
She took to her hills, and her arrow's let fly — 
The daring invaders they fled or they died. 


The fell harpy-raven look wing from the noith. 
The scourge of the seas, Jind the dread of the 
shore ; 

The wild Scandinavian boar issu’d forth 
To wanton in carnage, and wallow in gore ; 
O’er countries and kingdoms their fury prevail’d. 
No arts could appease them, no arms could 
repel ; 

But brave Caledonia in vain they assailed. 

As Largs w'oll can witness, and Ijoncartie tell 
• 3 E 
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The Cam^eon-savage disturbed her repose, 

W ith tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife ; 
Provok’d beyond bearing, at last she arose, 

And robb’d him at once of his hope and his 
life: 

The Anglian lion, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensanguin’d the Tweed’s silver 
flood : 

But, taught by the briglit Caledonian lance, 

He learned to fear in liis own native wood. 


Thus bold, independent, unconquer’d, and free, 
Her briglit course of glory for ever shall run : 
For brave Caledonia irainortal must be ; 

I’ll prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun : 
Tlectiingle-trianglc, the figure we*ll choose. 

The uiiright is Chance, and old I’imo is the 
base ; 

But brave Caledonia’s the hyjiothonusc ; 

Then ergo, she’ll match tliem, and match them 
always. 


CCXTJ. 

O !a|) tba ?Loof ixi mine. 

Tune. — Cordwainer^s March,’’^ 

('I'l.t air to n'iiloh thw* vrrstfs were written, is vommonly plavcd 
nt l)>< Saturnalia of the bhoemaken on King Crispin’s day. Hums 
SOM it to the Museum.' 


O LAY thy loof in mini*, lass, 

In mine lass, in mine, lass ; 

And swear on tliy wliite hand, lass, 
That thou wilt he my aiii. 

A slave to love’s unbounded sway. 
Ho aft has wrought me meikle wae ; 
But now he is my deadly fae. 

Unless thou be my ain. 


There’s monic a lass has broke my rest, 
I’hat for a blink I hae lo’cd best ; 

But thou art queen within my breast, 
For ever to remain. 

O lay thy loof in mine, lass : 

In mine, lass, in mine, lass ; 

And swear on thy white hand, lass, 
That thou wilt bo my ain. 


CCXLII. 
dFete ^j^ampetre. 

Tune.— « Killierankie:^ 

[Written to introduce the name of Cunninghame, of Enterkin, ta 
the public. Tents were erected on the banks of Ayr. decorated \rich 
shrubs, and strewn with flotrers. nuwt of the names of note in 
Che dutrirt were inviud. and a splendid entertainment took placet 
but no dissolution of parliament followed as was expected, and the 
Lord of Enterkin. who was desirous of a scat among the ** Com. 
mons*" poured out his wine ui vain.] 


O WHA will to Saint Stephen’s house. 
To do our eiTands there, man ? 

O wlia will to Saint Stephen's liouse, 
O’ th* merry lads of Ayr, man ? 

Or will we send a man-o’-law ? 

Or will wo send a sodger ? 

Or liim wha led o’er Scotland a* 

The meikle Ursa-Major ? 


Come, will ye court a noble lord, 

Or buy a score o* lairds, man ? 

For worth and honour pawn thoir word, 
Their vote shall be Glencaird’s, man ? 
Ano gios them coin, ano gies them wine, 
Auither gios them clatter ; 

Anbank, wha guess’d the ladies’ taste. 
He gies a Fete Champetre. 


AVben Love and Beauty hoard the noivs, 

Tlic gay green-woods amang, man ; 

Where gathering flowers and husking bowers. 
They heard the blackbird’s sang, man; 

A vow, they seal’d it with a kiss 
Sir Politicks to fetter, 

As tlieir’s alone, the patent-bliss, 

To hold a Fete Champetre. 


I'lien mounted Mirth, on gleesome wing, 
O’er hill and dale she flew, man ; 

Ilk wimpling burn, ilk crystal spring, 

Hk glen and sliaw she knew, man : 
She summon’d every social sprite, 

That sports by wood or water. 

On tli’ bonny banks of Ayr to meet, 

And keep this F^te Champetre. 


Cauld Boreas, wi’ his boisterous crow, 
Wore bound to stakes like kye, man ; 
And Cynthia’s car, o’ silver fu’, 

Clamb up the starry sky, man : 
Hoflected beams dwell in the streams, 

Or down the current shatter ; 

The western breeze steals thro' the trees. 
To view this FCte Champetre. 
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How many a robe sae gaily floats ! 

What (Sparkling jewels glance, man ! 
To Harmony’s enchanting notes, 

As moves the mas^y dance, man. 

The echoing wood, the winding flood, 
like Paradise did glitter. 

When angels met, at Adam’s yett. 

To hold their Fete Ghampetre. 


When Politics came there, to mix 
And make his ether-stanc, man ! 

He circled round the magic ground, 

But entrance found he nane, man : 

Ho blushed for shame, he quat his name. 
Forswore it, every letter, 

Wi’ humble prayer to join and share 
This festive FSto Ghampetre. 


Here’s freedom to him tliat wad lead. 

Here’s* freedom to him that wad write i 
There’s nane ever fcai-’d that the ti-uth should 
be heard. 

But they wham the truth wad indite. 


Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s Ghieftain M‘Leod, a chieftain worth 
gowd, 

Tho’ bred amang mountains o’ snaw ! 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa. 

Here’s a health to them tliat’s awa ; 

And wha winna wish guid luck to our cause, 
May never guid luck be their fa’ I 


CCXLIII. 

Tune. — Jffere'ii a Health to them that^e awa.' 


[Tlic Charlie of this snnf; was Charles Fox ; Tammic was Lord 
Erskine ; and lil 'l-eod, tlic maiden name of the Countess of Loudon, 
was then, as now, a name af influence both in tlie llijthlands and 
Lowlands. The bufT and blue of the Whigs had triumphed over the 
white rose of Jacobitism in the hcuit of Hums, when he wrote these 
rmcs.J 


ITeue’s a health to them that’s awa. 

Here’s a health to tliom that’s awa ; 

And wha winna wish guid luck to our cause, 
lilay never guid luck he their fa’ ! 

It’s guid to be merry and wise 
It’s guid to be honest and true, 

It’s guid to support Galedonia’s cause, 

And bide by the bulFand the blue. 


Here’s a health to them tliat’s awa. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa. 

Hero’s a health to Gharlio the chief of the clan, 
Altho’ that his band be sma’. 

May liberty meet wi’ success ! 

May pi*udence protect ^ler frac evil ! 

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist. 

And wander their way to the devil ! 


Here's a health to them that’s awa. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa; 

Here’s a health to Tammie, the Norland laddie. 
That lives at the lug o* the law ! 


CCXLTV. 

SjS for j^onestt ^obertp* 

Tune. — Fora' that, and a’ that," 


fin this noblo lyric Burns has vindicated the natural right nf his 
spkics. He modestly says to Thomson, *• 1 do not give you this 
song for your book, but merely by way tif wive la boffutelle s for the 
piece b really not iioetr}', but w'ill be allowed to be two nr tiin-e 
pretty good prose thoughts inverted into rliyme." Tiiomson took 
the song, but hazarded no pnuse.] 


I s there, for honest poverty. 

That hangs his head, and a’ that ! 
The coward-slave, we pass him by. 
We dare bo poor for a’ that! 

For a' tiiat, and a’ that. 

Our toils obscure, and a’ that; 
The rank is but tiie guinea’s stamp, 
The man’s the gowd for a’ that ! 


What tho’ on hamely fare wc dine, 

Wear lioddin gray, and a’ that ; 

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine^ 
A man’s a man, for a’ that ! 

For a’ that, and a* that, 

Their tinsel show, and a’ that ; 

The honest man, though e’er sae poor 
Is king o’ men for a’ that ! 


Ye see yon birkie, ca’d — a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a’ that ; 
Though hundreds worship at his word, 
He’s but a coof for a’ that : 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

His riband, star, and a’ that, 

Tlie man of independent mind. 

He looks and laughs at a’ that 
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A king con make a belted kuiglit, 

A marquis, duke, and a’ tliat, 

But an honest man's aboon liis might, 
Guid faith lie inauna fa' that ! 

For a* that, and a’ that. 

Their dignities, and a’ that, 

The pith o' sense, and pride o’ worth, 
Arc higher ranks than a' that. 


CCXLVT. 

0 Sasisife, art tj^ou silecping 

Tune . — Let me in this ae night,** 

{The thoughts of Bums, it is said, ivandcrcd to the £^r Afn. Bid* 
del, of Woodldgh Park, while he composed this song for Thornmn. 
The Idea is taken from an edd lyric, of mom spirit than decorum. J 


Then let us pray that come it may — 

As come it will for a* that — 

Tliat sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth. 
May bear the gree, and a’ that ; 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 

It’s cornin’ yet for a’ that, 

That man to man, the warld o’er, 

Shall brothers be for a’ that ! 


CCXIiV. 

CJraiqir-buttt 22Iloob. 


|'Cndgle>bum Woorl Avas written for George Thomson : the heroine 
WES Jean Lorimer. Ilow often tlie blot)ming looks atid elegant forms 
of very indifTcrent characters, lend a lusting lustre to luinting and 

poetiyO 


Sweet fa’s the eve on Craigie-burn, 
And blithe awakes the morrow ; 
But a’ the pride o* spring’s return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 


1 see the flowers and spreading trees, 
1 hear the wild birds singing ; 

But wliat a weary wight can please, 
And care his bosom wringing ? 


Fain, fain would I my griefs impart. 
Yet dare na for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart. 
If I conceal it langer. 


If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anither, 

When yon green leaves fade frae the tree, 
Around my grave they’ll wither. 


O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet, 

Or art thou waking, I would wit ? 

For love has hound me hand and foot, 
And I would fain bo in, jo. 

O let me in this ae night. 

This ae, ac, ae night ; 

For pity’s sake this ae night, 

O rise and let me in, jo ! 


Tliou hear’st the winter wind and weet 
Nae star blinks thro’ the driving sleet : 
Tak pity on my weary feet, 

And shield me frae the rain, jo. 


The bitter blast that round me blaw^ 
Unheeded howls, unheeded f.i’s ; 

The eauldness o’ thy Jieart's the cause 
Of my grief and iiain, jo. 

O lot me ill this ao night, 

This ac, ae, ae night ; 

For pity’s sake this ac niglit, 

O rise and let me in, jo ! 


CCXLVII. 

0 teU na me o’ anb Hiatn. 


[The poet’s thoughts, as rendered in the lady’s answer, arc, at all 
events, not liorrowed from the sentiments expressed by k/Irs. Riddel, 
alluded to in song CCXXXVII : there die is tender and forgiving: 
here she is stem and cold.] 


O TELL na me o’ wind and rain, 
Upbraid na me wi’ canid disdain ! 
Gao back the gate ye cam again, 

I winna let you in, jo. 

I tell you now this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae night. 

And ance for a* this ae night ; 
I winna let yon in, jo ! 
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— Our fathers* bluid the kettle bought, 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours, wad dare to spoU it ; 

That round the pathless wanderer pours, heaven ! the saerilogious dog 

Is nocht to what poor she endures, Shall fuel be to boil it. 

That*s trusted faitliless man, jo. 


The sweetest flower that deck’d the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed : 

Let simple maid the lesson read, 

The weird may be her ain, jo. 


The bird that charm’d his summer-day. 
Is now the cruel fowler’s prey ; 

Let witless, trusting woman say 
How aft her fate’s the same, jo. 

I tell you now this ae night. 

This ac, ae, ao night ; 

And ance for a’ this ae night, 

I winna let you in, jo ! 


The wretch that wad a tyrant own. 

And the wretch his true-born brother, 
Who would set the mob aboon the throne. 
May they be damned together! 

Who will not sing, God save the King,” 
Shall hang as high’s the steeple ; 

But while we sing, ‘‘ God save the King,” 
We’ll ne’er forget the people. 


CCXLIX. 

to tlK S2itoob«llarh. 

Tune , — ^ Wherein bonnie Ann Uc,* 


CCXLVIIl. 
Humfrfcsi Uoluntcer^. 

Tune — Push about the jorum.^' 


fl'he old sonf? to the same air is yet remembered : but tlic h 
lb richer tlian the delicacy ; the bame tna'' he said of many 
fine hearty lyrics of the elder days of (‘aledonia. These versi 
composed in May, 17!15f for Thomson.] 


[This national sonpr was comixised in April, 179'). The poet had 
been at a public mectinK, n here he w.is less joyous than usual : as 
somethini; hod been e.xiicca'd from him, he riuulc these verses, when 
he went home, and sent them, ndth his compliments , bt Mr. Jack* 
son, editor of the Dumfries Journal. 'I'he original, through the 
kindness of my friend, James Milligan, Esq., is iioiv before me.] 


Does haughty Gaul invasion threat ? 

Then let the loons bewai’c. Sir, 
There’s wooden walls upon our seas. 
And volunteers on shore, Sir. 

The Nith shall run to Gorsincon, 
And Criflel sink in Solway, 

Ere we permit a foreign foo 
On British ground to rally ! 


O let us not, like snoiiing tykes. 

In wrangUng be divided ; 

Till slap come in an unco loon 
And wi’ a rung decide it. 

Be Britain still to Britain true, 
A mang ourscls united ; 

For never bulghy British hands 
Maun British wrongs he righted! 


O STAY, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay ! 
Nor quit for me the trembling, spray ; 

A hapless lover courts thy lay, 

Thy soothing fond complaining. 


Again, again that tender part. 

That I may catch thy melting art ; 

For surely that would touch her heart, 
Wha kills me wi’ disdaining. 


Say, was thy little mate unkind. 

And heard thee as the caielcss wind ? 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join’d. 
Sic notes o’ woe could wauken. 


Thou tells o’ never-ending care; 

O’ speechless grief and dark despair ; 
For pity’s sake, sweet bird, nae niair ! 
Or my poor heart is broken I 


The kettle o’ the kirk and state, 

Perhaps a clout may fail in’t ; 

But deil a foreign tinkler loon 
Shall ever ca* a nail in’t. 

^ A 
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CCL. 

0n being JtlL 

Tune. — “ Jy wakin% O'* 

[An old and once popular lyric suggested this brief and happy song 
for Thomson: some of the verses deserve to be hdd in remembrance. 
Ay waking, oh. 

Waking ay and wear}*; 

Sleep I canna get 
For thinking o’ my dearie.] 


Loko, long the night. 

Heavy comes the morrow. 
While my soul’s delight 
Is on her bod of sorrow. 
Gan I cease to care ? 

Can 1 cease to languish ? 
Wliile my darling fair 

Is on the couch of anguish ? 


Every hope is Red, 

Every fear is terror 4 
Slumber even I dread, 

Every dream is horror. 

111 . 

Hear me, Pow’rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me ! 

Take aught else of mine, 

But my Chloris spare me ! 
Long, long the night, 

Heavy comes tlie morrow, 
Wliile my soul’s delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 


CCLT. 

CDalchonta. 

Tune. — “ Htvmours of Glen** 

I Love of country often mingles in the lyric strains of Bums udth 
liK iwjrsondL attachments, and in few more beautifully than in the 
following, written for Thomson : the heroine was Mrs. Burns.] 


Thetr groves o* sweet myrtle let foreign lands 
reckon, 

Where bright-beaming summers exalt the 
perfume ; 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o’ green brockan, 
Wi’ the burn stealing under tlie laug )’ellow 
broom t 


Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers, 
Whore the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly 
unseen ; 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild 
flowers, 

A listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jeon. 


Tho’ rich is the breeze in their gay sunny valleys. 

And cauld Caledokia’s blast on the wmm^; 

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the 
proud palace. 

What are they ? — The haunt of the tyrant 
and slave ! 

Tlie slave’s spicy forests, and gold-bubbling 
fountains, 

The bravo Caledonian views wi’ disdain ; 

He w'anders as free as the winds of his moun- 
tains, 

Save love’s willing fetters, the chains o’ hia 
Jean. 


CCLII. 

na bonnie blue lEen. 

Timo. — “ Laddie^ lie near me** 

[Though the lady who inspirwl these verses is called Mar>- by 1 . 1 
poet, such, bays traction, was not her name : yet tradiiioii, even in 
this, wavers, when it avxrs one while that Mrs. Ksdiki, and at 
other tune that Jean Lurimer was the heroine.] 


’Twas na her honnic blue ecn was my ruin ; 
Fair Iho’ she he, that was ne’er my undoing : 
’Twas the dear smile when nacbody did mind us, 
’Twas the bewitching, sweet stown glance o’ 
kindness. 


Sail* do I fear that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do 1 fear that desi>air maun abide me I 
But tho’ fell fortune should fate us to seve^' 
Queen shall she be in roy bosom for ever. 


Mary, I’m thine wi’ a passion sincerest, 

And thon hast plighted mo love o’ the dearest I 
And tliou’rt the angel that never can alter — 
Sooner the sun in liie motion would falter. 
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CCLIII. 

I^oto cnwl ate tj)€ ^parent^. 

Time . — John Anderson^ my 

[** I an\ ac tlila moment,” says Burns to Thtinuioii, when lie sent 
him thi? song, holding high converse with the Muses, and have not 
a word to throw away on a jirosaic dog, such as you are." Yet thews 
Is less than the poet’s usual inspiration in Uiis lyrici for it is altered 
llvfln an English one.J 


O then, the heart alarming, 

And all resistless charming, 

In tiove^s delightful fetters she c^ins the willing 
soul I 

Ambition would disown 
The world’s imperial crown, 

"Even Avarice would deny 
His worshipp’d deity. 

And feel thro’ every vein Love's raptures roll. 


How cruel are the parents 
Who riches only prize, 

And, to the wealthy booby, 

Poor woman sacrifice ! 
Meanwhile the hapless daughter 
Has but a choice of strife ; 

To shun a tyi-ant father's hate. 
Become a wretched wife. 


CCLV. 
ti$ no m|> afn 

Tune . — This w no my ain house,* 


Th(' ravening hawk pursuing, 
The trembling dove thus flies, 
To simn imjielling ruin 
Awhile her pinions tries ; 

Till of escape despairing, 

No si loiter or retreat, 

She trusts the ruthless falconer, 
And drops beneath his feet ! 


CCIJV, 

ilHnvh jionber ipomp. 

Tunc . — tak the wars** 

rRurris trlls Thomson, in the letter ^closing chis song, that hei? In 
a high fir of poeti/.iiig, provided h yt cured by the strait-uaisuxiat 
<if cnticisin. Y ' said he, “ how I answer your orders ; \oar 
tailor i-ould not he ■ punrtual.” 'I'his sfr.Un in honour of Chloris 

is original in cnnceptii but wants the fine lyrical fluiv oi some of 
his other coinposiciuna] 


Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion 
Hound the wealthy, titled bride : 

But Vr’hen compar’d \vith real passion, 

Poor is all that princely pride. 

What arc the showy treasures ? 

What arc the noisy ploasiircs ? 

The gay gaudy glare of vanity and art : 
The polished jewers blaze 
May draw the wondering gaze, 

And courtly gi-dndeur bright 
The fancy may delight, 

But never, never can come near the heart. 


• f coirip<uwl to tlic order of I'liomson, and therefore less 

liktV to be Che oflspring of unsolicited itispi ration, this is niv.* ol tlic 
happicRtof modem songs. When tin* poet w rote it he seems to have 
Iwen beside the »• fair dnme at whose shrine,” Jie mid, •* I, the priuii 
of the Nine, offer up the incense of I’aniassus.”] 


O THIS is no my ain lassie. 

Fair tho' the lassie be ; 

O 'W’eel ken I iny ain lassie, 

Kind love is in her e’e. 

I see a form, 1 see a face, 

Ye weel may wi’ tlic fairest place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace, 
The kind love that's in her e’.e. 


She's bonnic, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lang has had my heart in thrall ; 
And ay it charms my very saul, 

The kind love that's in her e’e. 


A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a Idinlc, by a* unseen ; 
But gleg as light are lovers' e'en, 
Wlien kind love is in the e’e. 


It may escape the courtly sparks. 

It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the Avatcliing lover marks 
The kind love that's in her e'c. 
O ihis is no my ain lassie. 
Fair tho’ the lassie bo ; 

O weel ken I my ain lassie 
Kind love is in her e'e. 


But, did you see my dearest Chloris 
In simplicity's array; 

Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is. 
Shrinking from the gaze of day. 
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CCLVII. 

0 i^onnfe foa^s jann l^ner. 


CCLVI. 

iHofo Sbpting claD iit 0robe in 0mn. 


TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

[Compond in rcfmnce to a Invc disappointment of tiie poei^s frirnd, 
Alexander Cunningham* winch also occasioned the song beginning* 

*• Had I a cave on some wild distant shore.*’] 


Now Spring has clad the grove in green, 
And strew’d the lea wi’ flowers : 

The furrow'd waving corn is seen 
Rejoice in fostering showers ; 

While ilka thing in nature join 
Their sorrows to forego, 

O why thus all alone are mine 
The weary steps of woe ? 


The trout within yon wini])ling burn 
Glides swift, a silver dart, 

And safe beneath the shady thorn 
Defies the angler's art ; 

My life was ance that careless stream. 
That wanton trout was 1 ; 

But love, wi’ unrelenting beam, 
lias scorch'd niy fountains dry. 


The little flow'ret’s peaceful lot, 

In yonder cliff that grows, 

Which, save the linnet's flight, 1 wot, 
Nae ruder visit knows, 

Was mine ; till love lias o'er rac jiast, 
And blighted a' iny bloom. 

And now beneatli the with'ring blast 
My youth and joy consume. 


Tlie waken'd lav’roek warbling springs 
And climbs the early sky. 
Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 
In morning's rosy eye; 

As little reckt I sorrow’s power. 

Until the flow’ry snare 
O' witching love, in luckless hour, 
JVIade me the thrall o' care. 


0 had my fate been Greenland snows, 

Or Afric's burning zone, 

Wi' m.'.n and nature leagu'd my foes, 
t\o Pt'ggy ne'er I’d knowm ! 

The wretch wliase doom is, “ hope nae mair,’ 
What tongue his woes can tell ! 

Within whase bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 


[1V> Jmn Lorimer* the heroine of this song* Hums prennted a copp 
of the last edition of his poems, that of I7!J3> with a dedicatory in 
scnption, in which he moFalizes uptm her youth* her beauty* and 
steadfast friendship* and signs himself Coila. ] 


O BONNIE was yon rosy brier. 

That blooms sac far frae haunt o’ man ; 
And boniiie she, and ah, how dear ! 

It shaded frae the e’enin sun. 


Yon rosebuds in the morning dew 

How pure, amang the leave's sac green ; 
But purer was the lover's vow 

They 'witness’d in their shade ycstrec i. 


All in its rude and pnckly bower, 

'riiat crimson rost', how sweet and fair : 
But love is far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o’ care. 


The pathless wild, and wiin]>ling burn, 
Wi' Chloris in my arms, l>e mine; 
And I th(‘ world, nor 'w ish, nor scorn, 
Its joys and griefs alike resign. 


CCLVIII. 

iForlorn, mg Eobc, no Comfort neni*. 

Tunc. — “ Let me in this ae NiglU^^ 

["How do you like the foregoing ?" Burns asks 'rhomson, after 
having copied this song for his collection. 1 have written it within 
this hour: so much for the speed of tny l*cgasus. but what say you 
to his bottom ?"] 


Forlohn, my love, no comfort near. 

Far, far fi’om thee, I wander hero; 

Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repine, love. 

O wort thou, love, but near me ; 

But near, near, near me ; 

How kindly thou wouldst clieer me, 
And mingle sighs with mine, lovc^ 


Around me scowls a wintry sky. 

That blasts each bud of hope and joy ; 
And shelter, sliade, nor home have I, 
Save in those arms of thine, love. 
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Cold, alter’d friendship’s cruel part, 
To poison Fortune’s ruthless dart, 
Let me not break thy faithful heart. 
And say that fate is mine, love. 


But dreary tho’ the moments fleet, 

O let me think we yet shall meet 1 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Cliloris shine, love. 

O wort thou, love, but near me ; 

But near, near, near me ; 

How kindly thou would.st cheer me. 
And miii<;[le sighs with mine, love. 


CCLIX. 

Eafit iHnj) a hratp SS^oocr* 

Tune . — “ Tile Lothian Lassie* 

p* Gafcslack,” says Iturns toThnmmin, “ is the name of a jiar- 
nilar pltux*. a kind of iiassasre niiionK the Lowthcr Ihlls, on the 
iirtnes (it nmnfrie.shire : iJnhMrinK'k, is atco the naiiu* of a isw 
antic spilt near the JSitli, where arc still a ruined 'cliun'h and 
irial-f.T(jiiiuU” 'I'u this, it may he added that DiilKaintK'k kirk- 
ird is tlic scent* where theauthui ol Waverlc) finds Old Moitabty 
pairing the Coniuroiimn grave-stones. J 


Last May a braw w’ooer cam down the lang 
glen, 

And sair wi’ his love ho did dcavo me ; 

I said there wa.s naethiiig 1 liated likt* men, 

'Phe deuce gac wi’m, to believe, believe me, 
■J’hc deuce gao wi’m, to believe me 1 


lie spak o’ the darts in my bonuie black «m‘m, 
And vow’d for my love he was dying; 

I said lie Tiiiglii; die when Jic liked for .Jean, 
I’he Lord ibrgie me for lying, for lying, 
T’Jie Lord forgie mo for lying ! 


A W'cel-stockod mailen — himscl’ for tlie laird — 
And marriage afl-liand, >vere his pi'ofltu's ; 

I never loot on that 1 keim’d it, or car’d. 

But thought I may hae waur ofiers, waur 
offers, 

But thouglit I might hac w\iur uffei-s. 


But what wad ye think ? In a fortnii^ht or 
less — 

Tho deil tak his taste to gae near her ! 

Ho up the Gaieslack to my black cousin Bess, 
Guess yc how, tho jad ! 1 could bear her, could 
bear her, 

Guess yo how, the jad ! 1 could boar her. 


But a* the niest week as 1 fretted wi’ care, 

I gaed to the tryste o’ Dalgamock, 

And wha but my fine fickle lover was there ! 

J glow’rd as I’d seen a warlock, a warlock, 
I glowr’d as I’d seen a warlock. 


But owre my left shouther I gao him a blink. 
Lest neebors might say I was saucy ; 

My Avooer he caper’d as he’d been in drink, 
And vow’d 1 was his dear lassie, dear las&ie. 
And vow’d I was his dear lassie. 


I spior’d for my cousin fu’ coutliy and sweet, 
Gill she had recovered her liearin’. 

And how my auld shooii suited her shauchh'd 
feet, 

Blit, licavcns ! how he fell a sweariii’, a 
sweariii’, 

But, heavens ! how he fell a sweariu* ^ 


lie begged, for Giidesako, I wad be his wife. 

Or else I wad kill him wi’ sorrow ; 

So, e\'n to preserve tho poor body in life, 

I think 1 maun wed him to-morrow, to-mor- 
row, 

I think I maun wed him to-morrow. 


CCLX. 

Tunc. — “ Caledonian Hunt's DcU<jhl." 

[** I am at present,” says Unrii!. to Thomson, when he coinmunU 
catfd tlicsi: verses, “ i|uitc (ax'upied with the chunniiig sensauous of 
tJic icmth-achc, so have not a word to spare — such is the pei uliarity of 
the rvthm of this tiir, that I find it imixissibleto makraiiother stanza 
to suit it.” This IS tlic last of Ins sii dins in honour vt Cliloris. ] 


Wnv, wliy tell thy lover, 

Bliss ho never must enjoy : 
Why, why untleecive him. 

And give all his hopes the lie ? 


O why, Avhile fancy raptured, slumbers, 
Chloris, Cliloris all the themo, 

Why, why wouldst thou cruel 
Wake thy lover from his dream ? 
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CCLXn. 

iStnttal ISumoutUr. 


CC!tXI. 

Wbt aQitoto’itSamnit 

A PARODY ON ROBIN ADAIR. 

{Thti Mmg ii Ndd to be Rumt*i version of a Gaelic lamaitfor the 

nnn which followed the rebellion of the year 1745: he sent it to the ( Rums wrote this *' Wdcome” on the unexpected defection of 

Muieum.] General Dumouiler.J 


Oil ! lam come to tho low countrif^ 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Without a penny in my purse^ 

To buy a meal to me. 


You*re welcome to despots, Dumouner ; 
You’re welcome to despots, Dumourier ; 

How does Dampiere do ? 

Aye, and Boumouville, too ? 

Why did they not come along with yon, Hu- 
mourier ? 


It was na sae in the Highland hills, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Nae woman in the countiy wide 
Sac happy was as me. 


For then I had a score o’ kye, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 
Feeding on yon hills so high. 
And giving milk to me. 


And there I had three score o’ yowes, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Skipping on yon bonnie knowes. 

And casting woo' to mo. 


I was the happiest of a’ the clan, 
Sair, sair, may I repine ; 

For Donald was the brawest lad. 
And Donald he was mine. 


I will fight France witli you, Dumourier ; 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier ; 

I will fight France with you, 

I will take my chance with you ; 

By my soul I'll dance a dance with you, Dumou- 
rier. 

III. 

Then let us fight about, Dumourier ; 

Then let us fight about, Dumourier; 

Then let us fight about, 

Till freedom’s spark is out. 

Then we'll be damn’d, no doubt, Dumourier. 


CCLXTIT. 

Tune. — " Cauld is the e'enin blast'' 


Till Charlie Stewart cam* at last, 
Sae far to set us free ; 

My Donald’s arm was wanted then, 
For Scotland and for me. 


Their waefu’ fate what need I tell. 
Right to the wTang did yield : 

My Donald and his country fell 
Upon GuUoden’s field. 

VIII. 

Oh ! lam come to the low countrie, 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Nae woman in the world wide 
Sae wretched now as me. 


f Most of tills song is old : Bums gave it a brushing for the Mu 
scunkj 


Cauld is the e’enin’ blast 
O’ Boreas o’er the pool. 

And dawin* it is dreary 
When birks arc bare at Yule. 


O bitter blaws the e’enin' blast 
When bitter bites the frost, 
And in the mirk and dreary drift 
The hills and glens are lust. 


Ne'er sae murky blew the night 
That drifted o’er the liill, 

But a bonnie Peg-a-Ranisey 
Gat grist to her inilL 
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CCLXIV. CCLXVI. 

®]&ere foait a idonnie for a TLew f»V a^ocjct. 

Tune. — “ Balinamma OraJ* 


I A tr.a«cti of an old itnin^ txfmmed up a little for the Mu> 

SCOiC-l 


Tueile TV'as a bonnle lass^ 

And a bonnie^ bonnie lass. 

And sbo lo’ed her bonnie laddie dear ; 
Till waT*s loud alarms 
Tore her laddie frae her arms, 

Wi’ mony a sigh and tear. 


Over sea, over shore. 

Where the cannons loudly roar, 
lie still was a stranger to fear ; 

And noeht could iiim quell, 

Or his bosom assail, 

But the bonnie lass he lo*cd sae dear. 


CCLXV. 

iWallg’^ mecit, $stocct. 

f Itunist it 1*1 said, coinposnl these verses, on meeting a country gbl, 
n’lcli her sIuk's and :>tocking<< in licrlap, walking liomewfirds from n 
Dumfries lair, lie was stnnk with her hiauty, and as heautifiilly 
h<i'> h(‘ rccunkd it. Thu, was his last coinmunivatiun to the Mu- 


O Mallv's meek, Mally’s sweet, 
Mally’s modest and discreet, 
Mally’s rare, M ally’s fair, 

Mally’s every way eornjdete. 

As I was walking iij) the street, 

A barefit maid I chanc’d to meet ; 
But O the road w'as very Iiard 

For that fair maiden’s tender feet. 


It were inair meet tliat those fine foot 
Were wool lac’d up in silken slioon, 
And *twcro more fit tiiat she should sit. 
Within you chariot gilt aboon. 


Her yellow hair, beyvid compare, 

Conies trinldingdown her swan-white neck; 
And her two eyes, like stars in skies, 

Would keepti sinking ship frao wreck. 

O Mally’s mcriv, Mally’s sweet, 

Mally’s modest and discreet, 

Atally’s rare, Mally’s fair, 

M ally’s every way complete. 


[Communicated to Thomson, 17th of February, 1790, to be 
printed as part of the poetfi coritilbutlou to the Iilih melodies: ha 
calls it ** a kind of rhapeodf.”] 


Awa wi’ your witchcraft o’ beauty’s alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms : 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o’ charms, 

O, gie me tlio lass wi’ the weel-slockit farms. 
Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher. 

Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher ; 

Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher. 

The nice yellow guineas for me. 


Your beauty’s a flower, in the morning tliat 
blows, 

And withers the foster, the faster it grows ; 

But the rapturous cliami o’ the bonnie green 
knowes, 

Ilk spring they’re new dockit wi’ bonnio white 
yowes. 

And e’en when tliis beauty your bosom has 
blest, 

The brightest o’ beauty may cloy when possest; 

But the sweet yellow darlings wi’ Goiudic im- 
prest. 

The longer ye hac them — the mair they’re 
cares t. 

Then hey lor a lass wi’ a tocher. 

Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher ; 

Then liey for a lass wi’ a tocher, 

The nice yellow guineas for mo. 


CCL.XVI]. 

Tune, — « Here’s a health to Hum that’s awa.” 


rWiUtenin honour of Miss Jessie Iicwars, now Mrs. Thomwn. 
I Icr teniliT and daiigJiter-like attentions soothed the last hours of tl c 
ilying poet, and if iinmortolity can lie considered a rouaui))cnw, site 
has been rewarded.] 


Heue’s a health to ane I lo’c dear ; 
Here’s a health to ane I lo’c dear ; 
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Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers 
meet, 

And soft as their parting tear— Jessy ! 


Altlio’ thou maun never be mine, 

Altho' even hope is denied ; 

'Tis sweeter for tlioe despairing, 

Than aught in tlie world beside— Jessy ! 


I mourn through tho gay, gaudy day, 

As, hopeless, I muse on thy clianiis : 

But welcome the dream o’ sweet slumber, 
For then I am lockt in thy arms— Jessy ! 


I guess by the dear angel smile, 

I guess by the love-rolling e’e; 

But why urge tlie tender confession 
’Gainst fortune’s fell cruel decree? — Jessy I 
Here’s a health to ano 1 lo’e dear ; 

Here’s a health to ane I lo’e dear ; 

Thou art sweet as tho smile when fond lovers 
meet, 

And soft as their parting tear— Jessy ! 


CCLXVIII. 

JFaittst on Debon 

Tune. — " Rothmurche ^ 

{On thr 12th of July. as Dum^ lay dvlnf; at Hrovr, on the Sul- 

wavi his tiumpihts wandered to early days, and this song, the last lie 
\ias to niOBsure In this world, was dedicated to Charlotte Haniilbm, 
t])cin.iidofthcDe\mJ 


Fairest maia on Devon banks, 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 
Wilt thou lay tliat frown aside, 

And smile as thou were wont, to do? 
Full well thou knows’t I love thee, dear ! 
Could ’st thou to malice lend an ear ! 

0 ! did not love exclaim Forbear, 

Kor use a faithful lover so.” 


Then come, thou fairest of tlie fair, 

Those w onted smiles, 0 let mo share ; 

And by thy beauteous self 1 swt*ar, 

No love but thine my licart shall know, 
Fairest maid on Devon liauks, 

Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 
Wilt thou lay that frowm aside, 

And smile as thou were wont to (loir 



GEISHERAL CORRESPONDENCE 


I. 

^0 SlSltniam HSurncd^. 

priil'i WHS written by Burn*: in his twenty-third year, Avhcn learn- 
HR flax-dreminf; in Irvine, and is tlio earliest of his letters vvliieh has 
ri'aeheil us. It has much of the scriptural defcrenec to paternal au- 
Chtcitv, and more of the Complete Letter Writer titan wc Icjok for in 
an orifpiial mind.} 

Irvine, Dec, 27, 1781* 

IIONOUHED Sill, 

I HAVE purposely delayed writiii^^, in the hope 
that I should have the pleasure of seeiug you on 
New-Year’s day ; hut work comes so hard uj^on 
us, that 1 do not choose to be absent on that ac- 
count, as well as for some other little reasons 
wliicli 1 shall toll you at meetiug. My health is 
nearly the same as when you were here, only my 
sleep is a little sounder, and on the whole I am 
l ather better than otherwise, tliough I mend by 
very slow degrees. The weakness of my nerves 
has so debilitated my mind, that I dare neither 
review past wants, nor look forward into futu- 
rity; for the least anxiety or perturbation in my 
breast produces most unhappy etfects on my 
whole frame. Sometimes, indeed, when for an 
hour or two my spirits are aligh toned, I glimmer 
a little into futurity ; but my principal, and in- 
deed my only pleasurable employment is looking 
backwards and forwards in a moral and religious 
way ; I am quite transported at the thought, 
that ere long perhaps very soon, I shall bid an 
eternal adieu to all the pains, and uneasiness, 
and disquietudes of this weary life : for I assure 
you I am heartily tired of it ; and if 1 do not 
very much deceive myself, 1 could contentedly 
and gladly resign it. 

** The Boul* uncn.sy, atK^confincd at home. 

Rests aitd expatiates in a bte to coin&*' i 

It is for this reason I am more pleased with the 
l.'ith, 16th, and 17th verses of the 7th chapter of 
llcvelations, than with any ten times os many 
versos in the whole Bible, and would not ex- 
change the noble enthusiasm with which they 


inspire me for all that this world has to offer. 
As for this world, I despair of ever making a 
figure ill it. I am not formed for the bustle of 
the^husy, nor the flutter of the gay. I shall 
never again be callable of entering into such 
scenes. Indeed I am altogether unconcerned at 
the thoughts of this life. I foresee that poverty 
and obscurity probably await me, and I am in 
some measure prepared, and daily preparing to 
meet them. I have but just time and paper to 
return you my grateful thanks for the lessons of 
virtue and piety you have given me, which wore 
too much neglected at the time of giving them, 
but which I hope have been remembered ere it 
is yet too late. Present my dutiful respects to 
my mother, and my compliments to Mr. and 
ISlrs. Muir ; and with wishing you a merry New- 
Year’s day, I sliall conclude. 1 am, honoured 
sir, your dutiful son, 

Bobeut Bukness. 

P.S. My meal is nearly out, but I am going 
to bori’ow till I get more. 

II. 

iW^r. il^urbocli, 

SCHOOLMASTER, 

STAPLES-INN BUILDINGS, LONDON. 

[.1(^11 Muidnch, one of the poet’s early teachers, removed from the 
%t'C 8 C of Sci'tland to London, where he lived to a g(Kxl ohl age, and 
loved to talk of the pious William Bumess and his eminent son.] 

Lochlea, 15/A January, 1783. 

Dear Sir, 

As I liave an opportunity of sending yon a 
letter without putting you to that expense, which 
any production of mine would but ill repay, I 
embrace it with pleasure, to tell you that I have 
not forgotten, nor ever will forget, the many ob- 
ligations I lie under to your kindness and friend- 
shi]). 

, I do not doubt, Sir, but you will wish to know 

3 N 


i i>ope. Ktsaif on .Van. 
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\vliat has been the result of all the pains of an 
indulgent father, and a masterly teacher ; ami I 
wish 1 could gratify your curiosity with such a 
recital as you would be pleased with ; but that 
is what 1 am afraid will not be the case. I have, 
indeed, kept pretty clear of vicious habits ; and, 
in this respect, I hope, my conduct will not dis- 
grace the education I have gotten; but, as a man 
of the world, I am most miserably deficient. 
One would have thought that, bred as I have 
been, under a father, who has figured pretty 
well as un homme des affaires^ I might have been, 
what the world calls, a pushing, active fellow ; 
but to tell you the truth. Sir, there is hardly any 
thing more my reverse. I seem to be one sent 
into the world to see and observe ; and I very 
easily compound with the knave who triclis me 
of my money, if there be anything original about 
liim, which shows me human nature in a different 
liglit from any thing I have seen before. In 
short, the joy of my heart is to “ study men, 
their manners, and their ways and for this 
darling subject, I cheerfully sacrifice every other 
consideration. 1 am quite indolent about those 
great concerns that set the bustling, busy sons 
of care agog ; and if I have to answer for the 
present hour, I am very easy with regard to any 
thing further. Even tlie last, worst shift of the 
unfortunate and the wretched, does not iiiitch 
teriify me : I know that even then, iny talent for 
what country folks call “ a sensible crack,” when 
once it is sanctified by a hoary head, would pro- 
cure me so much esteem, that even then — I 
would learn to be happy. * ILowever, I am under 
no apprehensions about tliat ; for though indo- 
lent, yet so far as an extremely delicate consti- 
tution iiermits, I am not lazy; and in many 
tilings, especially in tavern matters, 1 am a strict 
economist; not, indeed, for tlie sake of the 
money ; but one of the principal parts in my 
composition is a kind of pride of stomach ; and 
I scorn to fear the lace of any man living ; above 
every thing, T abhor as hell, the idea of sneak- 
ing in a comer to avoid a dun — ^possibly some 
pitiful, sordid uTetch, who in my heart 1 desxiiso 
and detest. *Tis this, and this alone, that en- 
dears economy to me. In the matter of books, 
indeed, I am very profuse. My favourite au- 
thors are of the sentimental kind, such as Shen- 
stone, particularly his “Elegies;” Thomson; 
“ Man of Feeling” — a book 1 prize next to the 
llible ; “ Man of the World ;” Sterne, especially 
his “ Sentimental Journey ;” Maepherson’s 
“ Ossian,” &c. ; these are the glorious models 
after whii-h I endeavour to form my conduct, 
and ’tis mcougnious, His absurd to suppose tliat 
the man whose mind glows with sentiments 
lighted up at their sacred flame — the man whoso 
heart distends with benevolence to all the hu- 
man race — ^lie who can soar above this little 
scene of things” — can he descend to mind the 
[laltry concerns about which the terraifilial race 
fret, and fume, and vex themselves ! O how tlio 

* * 'J’he Unit shift alluded ir here in me lie rlic raiiuUtiau of aii iciiMv 
cuie beitMtti— CiiRKis. • 


glorious triumi>h swells my heart ! I forgot that 
I am a poor, insignificant devil, unnoticed and 
unknown, stalking up and down fairs and mar- 
kets, when I happen to be in them, reading a 
page or two of mankind, and “ catching the man- 
ners living as they rise,” whilst the men of busi- 
ness jostle mo on every side, as an idle incum- 
brance in their way. — But I dare say I have by 
this time tired your patience ; so I shall con- 
clude with begging you to give Mrs. Murdoch — 
not my compliments, for tliat is a mere common- 
Xdace story; but my warmest, kindest wishes 
for her welfare; and accept of the same for 
yourself, from. 

Dear Sir, yours. — R. B. 


II r. 

^0 illr* 

WRITER, MONTROSE.' 

[James nurncss. son of tlie puot’s uncle, lues at Mnntnssr, and as 
umy b« surinisekl, is now very old : lame has come to his house 
through ills eminent cousin llohert, and dearer still through his own 
^'mndsoii, Sir Alexander liurnes, with whose talents and intrepidity 
the uoild IS well ac(|uaiiiteil.] 

Lovhlea, 21&'/ Jufie, 

Dear Sir, 

My father received yoiu* favour of the 10th 
current, and as he has been for some months 
very poorly in liealth, and is in his own opinion 
(and, indeed, in almost every body’s else) in a 
dying condition, he has only, with great diffi- 
culty, written a few farewell lines to each of his 
broth crs-in-law. For this melancholy reason, I 
now hold the pen for him to thank yon for your 
kind letter, and to assure you, Sir, that it shall 
not be my fault if my fiitlicr’s corrcsjiondence 
in the north die with him. My brother writes 
to John Oaird, and to him I must refer you for 
the news of our family, 

I shall only trouble you with a few particu- 
lars relative to the wretched state of this country. 
Our markets are exceedingly high ; oatmeal J 7d. 
and 18d. per pock, and not to be got even at that 
price. We have indeed been pretty well sup- 
plied with (iiiantities of wliite peas from Eng- 
land and elsewhere, but that resource is likely 
to fail us, and what will become of us then, par- 
ticularly the very poorest sort, Heaven only 
knows. This country, till of late, was flourishing 
incredibly in the manufacture of silk, lawn, and 
carpet-weaving ; and wo are still carrying on a 

* Thi& gentleman (the snii of an elder brother of my father'd), 
when he was very young, lost his father, and having diiicovrrvd in 
his father's rcposl tones some of my father’s letters, he requested that 
thr coiTes]tniidencc might be renewed. My father cnntiniied till the 
lost year of his life to correspond with his nciihew. and it was after- 
wards kept up by my brother. Extracts from some of my brother’s 
letbTs to his cousin are intruduccd, for the purpose of exhibiting the 
poet before he had attracted the nonce of the public, and in liudO’ 
, cuesuc family lulauuns ufierwaiUs.— GthnuRT Uuunh. 
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good deal m tliat way, but mudli reduced from | 
what it was. We had also a fine trade in the 
shoe way, but now entirely ruined, and hundreds 
driven to a starving condition on account of it. 
Farming is also at a very low ebb with us. Our 
lands, generally speaking, ore mountainous and 
barren; and our landholders, full of ideas of 
farming gathered from the English and the 
Lothians, and other rich soils in Scotland, make 
no allowance for the odds of the quality of land, 
and consequently stretch us much bt^yoiid what 
in tlio event we will be found able to pay. We 
are also much at a loss for want of proper me- 
thods in our improvements of farming. Neces- 
sity coini)cls us to leave our old schemes, and 
few of us have opportunities of being well in- 
formed in new ones. In short, my dear Sir, 
since the unfortunate beginning of this Ameri- 
can war, and its as unfortunate conclusion, this 
country has been, and still is, decaying very fast. 
ICven in higher life, & couple of our Ayrshire 
nohlcincn, and the major part of our knights 
and squires are all insolvent. A misorahle job 
of a Douglas, Heron, and Co.*s bank', which no 
doubt you heard of, lias undone uunihci*s of 
them ; and imitating English and French, and 
other foreign luxuries and fopperii’s, has ruined 
us many more. I'liere is a grc‘at trade of siiiug- 
gliug carried on along our coasts, which, how'- 
ever destructive to the interests of the kingdom 
at large, certainly enriches this corner of it, but 
too often at the expense of our morals. How- 
ever, it enables individuals to make, at least for 
a time, a splendid ajipearance ; but Fortune, as 
is usmil with her when she is uncommonly lavish 
of her favours, is generally even with them at 
the last ; and liajipy wore it for numbers of them 
if she would leave them no worse than when she 
found them. 

My mother sends you a small present of a 
cheese, ’tis but a very little one, as our last year’s 
stock is sold off; but if you could fix on any cor- 
respondent in Edinburgh or Glasgow, we would 
send you a proper one in the season. Mrs. Black 
promises to take the cheese under her care so 
far, and then to send it to you by the Stirling 
carrier. 

1 shall conclude this long letter with assuring 
you that I shall be very happy to hear from you, 
or any of our friends in your country, when op- 
portunity serves. 

My father sends you, probably for the last 
time in this world, his warmest wishes for your 
welfare and happiness ; and my mother and the 
rest of the family desire to inclose their kind 
compliments to you, Mrs. Buriiess, and the rest 
of youi* family, along wfth those of, 

Dear Sir, 

Yonr affectionate Cousin, 

II. B. 


IV, 

€0 IS. 

fTh(> name nf tbe lady to whom this and the three sucocedinft let- 
ten were addruned. Menu to have liccn kiinwn to Dr. Currie, whti 
introduced them in liis first Cflitioii, but excluilt d them fmm his 
second. They were restored by Gilbert Hums, without naming the 
huSy.] 

Lochlea, 17 JW. 

I VEEiLT believe, iny dear E., tliat the pun;, 
genuine feelings of love are as rare in the world 
as the pure, genuine principles of virtue and 
piety. This I hope will account for the uncom- 
mon stylo of all my letters to you. By uncom- 
mon, I mean their being writttm in such a serious 
manner, which to tell yon the truth, has made 
mo often afraid lest yon sliould take me for some 
zealous bigot, who conversed with his mistress 
as he would converse with his minister. 1 don’t 
know how it is, my dear, for though, except your 
company, there is nothing on earth gives me so 
much pleasure as writing to you, yet it never 
gives me those giddy raptures so much talked of 
among lovers. I have often thought that if a 
well-grounded affection be not really a part of 
virtue, ’tis something extremely akin to it, 
■Whenever the thought of my E. warms my 
heart, every feeling of humanity, every principle 
of generosity kiudles in my breast. It extin- 
guishes every dirty spark of malice and envy 
which arc but too apt to infest mo. 1 gi*asp 
every cre.ature in tlic arms of universal benevo- 
lence, and equally participate in the pleasures of 
the happy, and sympathize with the miseries of 
the unfortunate. I assure yoii,iny dear, I often 
look up to the Divine Disposer of events with 
an eye of gi'atitude for the blessing which I hope 
he intends to bestow on me in bestowing you. 

I sincerely wusli that he may bless my endea- 
vours to make your life as comfortable and happy 
as jiossible, both in sweetening tho rougher parts 
of my natural temper, and bettering the un- 
kindly circumstances of my fortune. This, my 
dear, is a passion, at least in my view, worthy 
of a man, and I will add worthy of a Christian. 
TJie sordid earth-worm may profess love to a 
woman's person, whilst in reality his affection Is 
centered in her pocket; and the slavish drudge 
may go a-wooing as he goes to the horse-mar- 
ket to choose one who is stout and firm, and as 
we may say of an old horse, one who will be a 
good drudge and draw kindly. I disdain Uieir 
dirty, puny ideas. I would be heartily out of 
humour with myself if I thought I were capable 
of having so poor a notion of tho sex, which were 
designed to crown the pleasures of society. 
Poor devils I I don’t envy them their happiness 
who have such notions. For my part, I pro* 
pose quite otlier pleasures with my dear part- 
ner. 


It. B. 
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V. 

Co Ic, 

I/OchlcOy 17S3. 

My sear E. : 

I DO not remember, in the course of your ac- 
quaintance and mine, over to have beard your 
opinion on the ordinary way of falling in love, 
amongst people of our station of life : 1 do not 
mean the persons who proceed in the way of 
bargain, but those udioso affection is really jdaced 
on the person. 

ThougJi I be, as you know very well, but a 
very awkward lover myself, yet as I liave some 
opportunities of observing the conduct of others 
wJio are much better skilled in the affair of 
courtship than I am, I often tliink it is owing to 
lucky chance more than to good management, 
that there arc not more unhajipy marriages than 
usually ai'o. 

It is natural for a young fellow to like the ac- 
quaintance of the females, and customary for him 
to kec*i> them company when occasion serves: 
some one of them is more agreeable to him than 
the rest; there is something, he knowrs not 
what, pleases him, he knows not how, in her 
company, q’his I take to be what is called love 
■with the greater part of us ; and 1 must own, dear 
E., it is a ha^’d game, such a one as you have to 
play when you meet with such a lover. You 
cannot refuse but he is sincere, and yet though 
you use him ever so favourably, perhaps in a 
few months, or at farthest in a year or two, the 
same unaccountable fancy may make him as dis- 
tractedly fond of another, whilst you are quite 
forgot. I am aware that perhaps the next time 
I have the pleasure of seeing you, you may bid 
me take my own lesson home, iuid tell me that 
the passion I have professed foi’ you is perhaps 
one of those transient flashes I have been de- 
scribing; but I hope, my dear R, you will 
do me the justice to believe me, when I as- 
sure you that the love I have for you is 
founded on tlie sacred principles of virtue and 
honour, and by consequence so long as you 
continue possessed of those amiable qualities 
■which first inspired my passion for you, so long 
must I continue to love you. Believe me, iny 
dear, it is love like this alone which can render 
the marriage state happy. People may talk of 
flames and raptures as long as they please, and a 
warm fimcy, with a flow of youthful spirits, 
may make them feel something like wdiat they 
describe ; but sure I am the nobler faculties of 
the mind, with kindred feelings of the heart, can 
only be the foundation of friendship, and it lias 
always been my opinion that the married life 
was only friendship in & more exalted degree. 
If you ■win be so good as to grant my wdshes, 
and it should please Providence to spare us to 
the latest periods of life, I can look forw^ard and 
see tliat even then, though bent down with wrink- 
led age ; even then, when all other worldly cir- 
cumstances will be indifferent to me, I will re- 
gard my E> with the tendcrest affection, and 


for this plain reason, because site is still j>os- 
sossod of those noble qualities, improved to a 
much higher degree, wliich first inspired my af- 
fection for her. 

** O ! happy state when souls each other draw. 

When love is libcrtyi and nature law." i 

I know were I to speak in such a style to 
many a girl, who thinks herself possessed of no 
small share of sense, she would think it ridicu- 
lous ; but the language of the heart is, my dear 
E., the only courtship I shall ever use to you. 

Wlien I look over what I have written, I am 
sensible it is vastly difiereiit from the ordinary 
stylo of courtsliip, but I shall make no apology 
—I know your good nature will excuse ■what 
your good sense may see amiss. 

R. B. 


VI. 

^To 

Lochlea, 17113. 

I HAVE often thought it a peculiaHy unlucky 
circumstance in love, that though in every otlier 
situation in life, tolling the truth is not only the 
safest, but actually by far the easiest way of 
proceeding, a lover is never under greater diffi- 
culty in acting, or moi*o puzzled for ex])ressioii, 
than when his passion is sincere, and bis inttui- 
tions are honourable. I do not think that it is very 
difficult for a person of ordinary capacity to talk 
of love and fondness, which arc not felt, and to 
make vows of constancy and fidelity, which are 
never intended to be performed, if lie be \ il- 
lain enough to practise such detestable conduct: 
but to a man whose heart glows with the i»rin- 
ciplcs of integrity and trulli, and who ,sineei i‘ly 
loves a woman of amiable person, uncommon i-e- 
fineinent of sentiment and purity of manners — 
to sncli an one, in such circumstance's, I cun as- 
sure you, my dear, from my own feelings at this 
present moment, courtship is a task indeed. 
There is such a number of foreboding fears, and 
distrustful anxieties crowd into my mind when 
I am in your company, or when I sit down to 
write to you, that what to speak, or wliat to 
write 1 am altogether at a loss. 

There is one rule which I have hitherto prac- 
tised, and which I shall invariably keep with you, 
and iJiat is honestly to tell you the plain truth. 
There is something so mean and unmanly in the 
arts of dissimulation and falsehood, that I am 
sur2)riscd they can be acted by any one in 
so noble, so generous a passion, as virtuous 
love. No, my dear E., I shall never endeavour 
to gain your favour by such detestable practices. 
If you will be so good and so generous as to ad- 
mit me for your partner, your companion, your 

> Pope. Ehua io Abtdurd. 
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1>ofioni friend through life, there is nothing on 
tliis side of eternity shall give me greater trans- 
port; but I shall never think of purcluising 
your hand by any arts unworthy of a man, and 
I will add of a Christian. There is one thing, 
jiiy dear, which 1 earnestly request of you, and 
it is this; that you would soon either jrat an 
end to my hopes by a peremptory refusal, or 
cure me of my fears by a generous consent. 

It would oblige mo much if you would send 
me a lind or two when convenient. I shall 
only add further that, if a behaviour regulated 
(though perhaps but very imperfectly) by the 
rules of honour and virtue, if a heai't devoted to 
love and esteem you, and an otirncst endeavour 
to promote your happiness ; if those arc quali- 
ties you would wish in a friend, in a husband, I 
hope you shall over find them in your real friend, 
and sincere lover. 

R.B. 


VII. 

TLo IE. 

LocJUeaf 17(U1. 

I OUGHT, in good manners, to have acknow- 
ledged the receipt of your letter before this 
time, but my heart was so shocked, with the 
t:on tents of it, that I can scarcely yet collect my 
thoughts so os to write you on the subject. I 
will not attempt to describe whut I felt on re- 
ceiving your letter. I read it over and over, again 
and agfiin, and though it was in tlie politest lan- 
guage of refusal, still it was peremptory ; you 
were sorry you could not inakeme a rt'turu, but 
you wish me,’* what without you I never can 
obtain, “you wish me all kind of happiness.” It 
would be weak and unmanly to say that, with- 
out you I never can be happy ; but sure I am, 
that sharing life with you would have given it 
a relish, that, wanting you, I cfin never taste. 

Your uncommon personal advantages, and 
your superior good sense, do not s6 much strike 
nio ; these, possibly in a few instances may be 
met with in others ; but that amiable goodness, 
that tender feminine softness, that endearing 
sweetness of disposition, w’ith all tlic charming 
oIFspring of a wann feeling heart — these 1 never 
again expect to meet with, in such a degree, 
in this vrorld. All these charming qualities, 
heightened by an education much beyond any 
tiling I have ever met in any woman 1 ever 
dared to approach, have fiiade an impression on 
my heart that I do not think the world can ever 
efface. My imagination had fondly flattered my- 
self with a wiali, I dare not say it ever reached a 
liopc, that possibly 1 might one day call you mine, 
i had fojined the most delightful images, and 
my fancy fondly brooded over them ; but now^ I 
am wretched for the loss of wliat 1 really bad no 
light to expect. I must now think no more of 


you as a mistress; still I presume to ask to bo 
admitted as a friend. As such I wish to be 
allowed to wait on you, and as I expect tu 
remove in a few days a little further off, and 
you, I suppose, will perhaps soon leave this 
l»laco, I wisli to SCO or hear from you soou; and 
if an expression should perhaps escape me, 
rather too warm for friendship, I hope you will 
pardon it in, my dear iMiss— (pardon me the 
dear expression for once) * * 

R.B. 

VIII. 

^0 lS;obcrt 

or GLENRIDBCI.. 

{TJirse mcmnratiila tlirow much light on the eailjr clays of Rurii<«, 
and on the history of Ins mind* and compositions. itoU-rt UiililvI. nf 
the Friar's Carse, to whom these liagmcnts were sent, was a gooil 
man as well os a distinguished antiquary.] 

My Dear Sir, 

On rimiinagingover some old papers I lighted 
on a MS. of my early years, in which I had de- 
termined to write myself out ; as I was placed 
by fortune among a class of men to whom my 
ideas would have been nonsense. 1 had meant 
that the book should have lain by me, in the 
fond hope that some time or other, cv(‘ii after 
1 w'as no more, my thoiiglits would fall into the 
hands of somebody capable of appreciating their 
value. It sets off thus : — 

“Observations, Hints, Songs, Scraps of 
Poetry, by Hohert Durness ; a man who 
hud little iU't ill making money, and still less in 
keeping it ; but was, however, a man of some 
sense, a groat deal of honesty, and unbounded 
good-will to every creature, rational and irra- 
tional. — As he was but little indebted to scho- 
lastic education, and bred at a jilougli-tail, his 
performances must be strongly tinctured with 
his unpolished, rustic way of life; but as I be- 
lieve they are really his own, it may be some 
entertainment to a curious observer of Imiiiaii 
nature to see how a ploughman thinks, and 
feels, under the pressure of love, ambition, anx- 
iety, grief, with the like cares and passions, 
which, however diversified by the modes and 
manners of life, operate pretty much alilvo, I be- 
lieve, on all the species.” 

** There are numliers in the world who do not want sense to make 
a figure, bo much as an opinion ot tlieir own abilities to put then, 
upon recording their obsen-ations, and allowing them the boinc im- 
portance which they do to those which appear in print.'’— S hbn- 
sroNic. 

** Pleasing, ivhcn youth is long expired, to trace 
The fonns our pendll, or our pen designed ! 

Such was our youthful av, and shape, and face. 

Such the soft image of our youthful mind.”— 
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Notwithstanding all that has been said against 
love, respecting the folly and weakness it leads 
a young inexperienced mind into; still I think 
it in a great measure deserves the highest en- 
eomluins that have been passed \ii)on it. If any 
thing on earth deserves the name of rai)tiirc or 
transport, it is the feelings of green eighteen in 
the company of the mistress of liis lu’Jirt, wlnni 
she repays him with an equal return of alTeetioji. 


AvgmL 

There is certainly some connexion between 
love, and music, and poetry ; and tlierefon*, 1 
have always thought it a fiue touch of nature, 
that passage in a modem love-composition : 

** As towards hci oot alonjr, 

Mcr naitie Wiis ircyuLiit in las hung.” 

For my own part T never had the least thought 
or inclination of turning poet till I got oiiet‘ 
heartily in love, and then rliymc and song w(‘re 
in a manner the spontaneous language of my 
heart. The following composition was the first 
of my performances, and done) at an early period 
of life, when my heart glow ed with hont st warm 
simidieity ; unacquainted and uncorrujded with 
the w’^ays of a wdeked world. The performance 
is, indeed, vei'y puerile and silly ; but I am al- 
w'ays jdcased wdtli it, as it recalls to my mind 
those happy days when my heart was yet honest, 
and my tongue was sincere. The subject of it 
was a young girl w'bo really deserved all tiu* 
praises I have bestowed on lu*r, 1 not only had 
this ojiinion of her then - but 1 aeliially think so 
still, now that the spell is long since broken, 
and the enchantment at an end. 

O once I lov’d a bonnie lass.* 

Lest my works should he thought below 
criticism : or meet witli a critic, who, perhaps, 
will not look on them with so candid and fa- 
vourable an eye, I am determined to criticise 
tiiem myself. 

The first distich of the first stanza is quite too 
much in the flimsy strain of our ordinary street 
ballads: and, on the other hand, the second 
distich is too much in the other extreme. The 
expression is a little awkward, and the senti- 
ment too serious. Stanza the second I am w'cll 
pleast d with ; and I think it conveys a fine idea 
of tliat umiahle part of the sex — the agreeahles; 
or w'hat in our Scotch dialect wc call a swecit 
sonsie lass. The tliird stanza has a little of the 
flimsy turn in it ; and the third Ime has rather 
too serious a cast, n’he foiu-th stanza is a very 
indifFercnt one; the first line, is, indeed, all in 
the strain of tlie second stmiz.a, but <1jc rest 
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is most expletive. The tbouglits in the fifth 
stfinza come finely up to my favourite idea — a 
sweet sonsie lass : tlie last line, however, halts 
a little. 'J’he same sentiments are kept up with 
equal spirit and tenderness in the sixth stanza, 
but the second and fourth lines ending witli 
.«:hort syllables Imrt the wdioh*. The st'veutli 
stanza has several minute fimlts ; but I re- 
momb<'r I composed it in a wdld enthusiasm of 
pfissiun, and to this hour I never recollect it hut 
my heart melts, my blood sallies, at the remem- 
brance. 


Septemher, 

T entirely agree wdth that judicious pbiloso- 
jdier, INIr. Smith, in his excellent Theory of 
JVIoral Sentiments, that remorse is the moht 
painful sentiment that can enihittcr the human 
bosom. Any ordinary pitch of fortitude may 
hear ii]) tolerably well under those <*alainilies, in 
the proeiir<‘ment of which W'c ourselves have* had 
110 hand ; but when our owm follies, or eriiiies, 
have* made us mis(‘rable and w’retehed, to hear 
iq) with manly firmness, and at the same tini(‘ 
have* a projxT penitent sense of mir luiseou- 
d\K*t, is a glorious eflbrt of self-coTninuiid. 

Of all the numerous ills that hurt our i>(*aeo, 
That press the soul, or w’j*i))g the mind w ith 
anguish, 

l>e^ otid eomj)arison the w-orst arc those 
T hat to our folly or our guilt wo owe*. 

Jn every other cireiinistance, tlu* mind 
lias Ibis to say, ‘ It w as no d('ed of mine ;’ 

Ihit w hen to all the evil of misfortune 
n’liis sting is added — ‘ Jllame thy foolish self!' 

Oi W'orser fai’, the pangs of Keen l einorse ; 

The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt 
Of guilt, 2 )erhap.s, wdicre W'e’ve involved others. 
The young, the innocent, who fondly lov’d us, 
Nay, more, that very love their cause of ruin ! 

O burning hell ; in all thy store of torments, 
I’here’s not a keener lash ! 

Liv<‘s there a^inan so firm, who, wliile liis heart 
Feels all the hitter horrors of his crime. 

Can reason down its agonizing throbs ; 

And, after projier piiri>ose of amendment, 

Can firmly force his jarring thoughts to i>eace ? 
O, hapjiy ! haiqiy ! enviable man ! 

O glorious magnanimity of soul I 


March, \1M, 

1 have often observed, in the course of my 
eNiierience of human life, that eveiy man, 
even the worst, has something good about him ; 
tliough very often nothing else than a hiqqiv 
temperament of constitution inclining him to 
this or that virtue. For this reason, no man 
can say in what degree any other person, h(- 
.sidcs hhiiself, can be, with strict justice, called 
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iukcd. Let any of the strictest character for rc- 
^iilafity of conduct among us, examine imparti- 
ally how many vices ho has never been guilty of, 
not from any care or vigilance, but for want of 
opportunity, or some accidental circumstance in- 
tervening ; how many of the w'eaknesses of man- 
kind he has escaped, because he was out of tlio lino 
of such temptation ; an d,w'hat often, if not always, 
weighs more than all tlie rest, Iiow nmch he is 
indebted to the world^s good ot^inion, because 
the world does not know all : I say, any man who 
cMii thus think, will sciin the failings, nay, the 
faults and crimes, of mankind iu’ound liim, with 
a brother’s eye, 

I have often courted the acquaintanctj of that 
])art of mankind, commonly known by th<‘ or- 
dinary phrase of blackguards, sometimes farther 
than was consistent with the safety of iny eJia- 
racter; those wlio by thoughtless j)rodiga"lity or 
beadstrong passions, liavt' bt*oii driven to ruin. 
Tiiougli disgraced by follies, nay, sometimes, 
stained with guilt, I have yet found ainonq llieni, 
ill not a few instance's, some of tin* noblest vir- 
tues, iiiaguaiiimily, generosity, duiiiiten'sted 
fVleiidslii]>, and even modesty. 


J pi ih 

As I am what tlio men of the world, if they 
knew such a man, w'ould call a whimsical mor- 
tal, Iha>e various sources of pleasure and (ui- 
joyinent, wliicli are, in a manner, peculiar to 
myself, oi* some h(!r(» and there sneh otlier oiit- 
of-tlie- way person. Such is the peculiar pleasure 
1 take in the season of winter, moi*e than tlui 
vest of the year. This, I bclie\ e, may be partly' 
owing to my misfortunes giving my mind a 
1 ueJ: inch oly cast : but there is something even in 
the — 

** Mlfiluj' tempest, and the luaiy waste 
Abrupt and Uctii, stretch’d o'er the luiT’ed earth," — 

which raist'S tho mind to a serious sublimity, 
favourable to every thing great and noble. 
There is scarcely anyearthlyobjectgives inemon^ 
— I do not know if 1 should call it pleasure — but 
something w'liich exalts me, something whicli 
imraidurcs me — than to walk in the sheltered 
side of a wood, or high plantation, in a cloudy 
winter-day, and hear llu‘ stormy wind howling 
among the trees, and raving over the plain. 
It is myl>est season for devotion : my mind is 
w'raptnp in a kind ef enthusiasm to Him, who, 
in tlie ppnipous language of the He brew' hard, 
“w'alks on the wings of thewdiid.’’ In one of 
these si'asoiis, just aft^ a train of misfortunes 
I composed the foUowdng : — 

Tho -wintry t\'cst extends his blast.' 

Shonstone finely observes, that love-versos, 
writ w’ithont any real passion, are tlie most 


minseoiis of all conceits; and I have ol’ten 
thought that no man can bo a proper critic of 
love-composition, except he himself, in one or 
more instances, have been a w’ami votary of this 
passion. As I have been all along a miserablo 
dupe to love, and have been led into a thousand 
weaknesses and foiy.es by it, for that reason I put 
tho more confidence in my critical sldll, in dis- 
tinguishing foppery and conceit from n*al pas- 
sion and nature. Whether the following song 
will stand tho test, I will not pretend to say 
because it is ray own ; only I can say it w as, at 
the time, genuine from tlie heart : — 

Hehind yon hills, where Lugar flows.' 


March, 1784. 

Tliero was a certain period of my life that my 
spirit w’as broke by repeated losses and disasters 
whit'll thrcatt'iieil, and indeed effected, the ntt(*r 
ruin of my fortune. My body, too, -was attacked 
by that most dreadful distemper, u hypochon- 
dria, or (‘onfirmi'd mchinclioly. In this%rt‘tched 
state, the reeoUection of Avhich makes me shud- 
der, I hung my hai*]> on the wd How -trees, ex- 
i’cpt in some lucid intervals, in one of which I 
composed the follow ing : — 

O thou Great Being \ what Thou art,*'* 


April. 

The follow’ing song is a wdld rhapsody, miser- 
ably deficient in versification ; but as the scu- 
tiuieiitsarc the genuine feelings of my heart, for 
that reason I have a particular pleasure in con- 
ning it over. 

ISfy father was afai*mor 

Upon the Garrick border, O. ^ 


April. 

I think tho whole species of young men may 
be naturally enough divided into two grand 
classes, w'liieh I shall call the grave and the 
merry ; tliougli, by the by, these terms do not 
with propriety enough ('XprcsS my ideas. The 
gra^ 0 I shall cast into the usual division of those 
who arc goaded on by the love of money, and 
tliosc whoso darling wish is to make a figure 
in the world. The moiTy are the men of plea- 
sure of all denominations ; the jovial lads, wdio 
have too much fire and spirit to have any settled 
rule of action; but, without much deliberation, 
follow tho strong impulses of nature : tlio 
thoughtless, the careless, the indolent-- in par 
ticular he who, with a happy swoetm*ss ot 
natural temper, and a cheerful vacancy of 
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thought, steals through life — geiiorjilly, in- 
deed, in poverty and obscurity; hut poverty 
and obscurity are only evils to him wlio can sit 
gravely down and make a repining comparison 
between his own situation and that of others ; 
and lastly, to grace the quorum, such are, gene- 
rally, those whose heads aru,(‘.apahlc of all the 
lowerings of genius, and whose hearts are 
warmed with all the delicacy of feeling. 


Jtijrmi. 

The foregoing was to have been an elaborate 
dissertation on the various species of men; but 
as I cannot please myself in the arraiigi'incnt 
of my ideas, 1 must wait till f.irthor cxpcrieiieo 
and nicer observation throw more light on the 
subject. — In the mean time 1 shall set down the 
lollowing fragment, which, as it is the genuine 
language of iny heart, will enable any body to 
determine which of the classes I belong to : 

There's nought but cafe on ev’ry ban', 

I# ev’ry hour that passes, O.^ 

As the grand end of human life is to cultivate 
an intercourse with that llniKO to whom we 
owe life, with every enjoyment that renders 
life delightful ; and to maintain an int<*giiti\e 
conduct towards our fellow-creatures ; that so, 
by foiming piety and virtue into habit, we may 
be iitmemj)ors lor that society of the ]>ions and 
the good, which reason mid rov<‘lation teach us to 
expect beyond tlje grave, I do not see that the 
turn of mind, and jiursuits of such a one as the 
above verses describe — one who sj>en(ls the 
hours and thoughts which the vocations of tlic 
day can spare with Osshui, Sliakspearc, 3’liom- 
soii, Shenstone, 8Leriie, Ac. ; or, as the magg<»t 
takes him, a gun, a fiddle, or a song to make or 
in(*pd ; and at all times some lieurt’s-dear bon- 
nic lass in view— I say I do not sec that the 
turn of iniiid ami pursuits of such an one are in 
the least more inimical to tlio sacred interests 
of piety and virtue, than the even lawful, bust- 
ling and straining after the world's riches and 
honours : and I do not see but he may gain 
heaven as well— which, by the by, is no mean 
consideration — who steals through the vale of 
life, aimisiiig himself with every little flower 
that fortune throws in his way, as he, who 
straining straight forward, and perhaps spatter- 
ing all about him, gains some of life’s little eini- 
neiicies, vdiere, after all, he can only sec and be 
seen a .'itle more conspicuously than what, in 
the pride of his lu*art, he is apt to tenn the 
l)oor, indolent devil he lias left behind liiiii. 


Auf/mf, 

•A- Prayer, when fainting fits, and other ulaim- 
ing symptoms of a pleurisy or some other dan- 

* Song W 1 1. 


gorous disorder, wliich indeed still threatens me, 
first put nature on the alai’m : — 

0 thou unknown, Almighty Cause 
Of all my hope and fear 


August. 

l^fisgivings in the hour of despondency and 
prospect of death : — 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene,® 


EGOTISMS FBOM MY OWN SENSATIONS. 

May. 

I don’t well know what is the reason of it, 
but some how or other, though I am when I 
have a mind pretty generally beloved, yet 1 
never could get the ai‘t of commanding respect. 
“ I iinagin(3 it is owing to my being defi- 
cient in what Sterne calls “ that uiidcTstra]>piiig 
virtue of discretion.”— I am so apt to a lapsus 
linyuoi, that I sometimes think the cliaracter of 
a ecrtaiin great man I have read of somewhere 
is very luiieh apropos to myself— that lie was a 
compound of great talents and great folly. — 
try if I can discover the causes 
of this wretched infirmity, and, if possible, to 
mend it. 


August. 

However I am plo.ised with the works of our 
Scotcli poets, particularly the excellent Ramsay, 
Jind till* still more excellent Fergusson, yet 
1 am hurt to see other places of Scotland, their 
to\Mis, rivers, woods, haughs, Ac. immortal- 
ized in such cc'Iohrated perfonnancos, while 
m> dear nati-ve country, llie ancient bailieries 
of Carrifk, Kyle, and Cunningham, famous both 
in ancient and modern times for a gallant and 
warlike race of inhabitants; a country where 
civil, and particularly religious liberty liavo 
over found their first support, and their last 
s^ylum; a country, tlie birth-place of many 
iUinoiis jihilosopliers, soldiers, statesmen, and 
the scene of many important events recorded in 
Scottish history, particularly a great many of 
the actions of the glorious Wallace the Sa- 
viour of his country; yet, we Itave imver had 
one Scotch poet of any eminence, to inalie the 
fertile banks of Irvine, the romantic woodlands 
and sequestered scenes on Ayr, and the heathy 
mountainous source and winding sw eep of Doon, 
emulate I'ay, Forth, Ettrick, Tweed, Ac. This 
is a complaint 1 would gladly remedy, but, alas 1 
I am far unequal to the task, both in native ge- 
nius and education. Cbscure I am, and obscure 
1 must be, though no young poet, nor young 
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soldier’s heart, ever beat more fondly for fame 
tlian mine — 

'• And if there is no other scene of bcin;; 

Where zny insatiate wish may have its fill, — 

This something M mv heart thathcaves for room. 

My best, my dearest fiart, was made in vain." 


Septemhevu 

There is a great irregularity in the old Scotch 
songs, a redundancy of syllables with respect to 
that exactness of accent and measure that the 
English poetry reqiiires, but which glides in, 
most melodiously, with the respective tunes to 
which they arc set. For instance, the fine old 
song of “ The Mill, Mill, to give it a plain, 
prosaic reading, it halts prodigiously out of 
measure; on the other hand, the song sot to the 
same tune in Broinner’s collection of Scoi<*h 
songs, wliich begins “ To Fanny fair could I im- 
part,” &f. it is most exact measure, and yet, let 
them both be sung before a real critic, one 
above the biases of projudiet', but a tliorongli 
judge of nature, — how flat and spiritless wdll the 
last appear, how trite, and lamely motliodicial, 
compared with the w'ild warbling cadence, the 
lieart-moving melody of the first ! — This is par- 
ticularly the case with all those airs which end 
with a hypcrmetical syllable. There is a degree 
of wild irregularity in many of tJie compositions 
and fragments which are daily sung to them by 
my compeers, the connnon people — a certain 
luijipy arrangement of old Scotch syllables, and 
yet, very fro<picntly, nothing, not even like 
rhyme, or samcmess of jingle, at the ends of the 
lines. This has msi<le me sometimes imagine 
that perhaps it might bo possible for a Scotch 
poet, with a nice judicious car, to set composi- 
tions to many of our most favourite airs, jiar- 
ticularly that class of them nieiitioiied above, 
indei)cndeut of rliyiuo altogether. 

There is a noble sublimity, a heart-melting 
tenderness, in some of our iincient ballads, w'hich 
show them to be the '»vork of a masterly hand : 
and it has often given me many a licart-acho to 
reflect that such glorious old hards — hards who 
very probably owed all their talents to native 
genius, yet have described tlie exploits of heroes, 
the pangs of disappointment, and the melting^ 
of love, with such fine strokes of nature — that 
their very names (O Jiow mortifying to a bard’s 
vanity I) are now “ buried among the wreck of 
things which were.” 

C) ye illustrious names unknown ! who could 
feel so strongly and desyibo so well : the last, 
the meanest of the muses’ train — one who, 
though far inferior to your flights, yet eyes your 
path, and with trembling wing would sometimes 
soai* after you — a poor rustic bal’d unknown., 
pays this sympathetic pang to your memory ! 
Borne of you tell us, with all the charms of verse, 
that you have been unfortunate in the world — 


unfortunate in love : he, too, has felt the loss 
of his little fortune, the loss of friends, and, 
worse than all, the loss of the woman he adored. 
Like yon, all his consolation was his muse : she 
taught him in rustic measures to complain. 
Happy could he have done it with your strength 
of imagination and flow of verse ! May the turf 
lie lightly on your bones ! and may you now en- 
joy that solace and rest which this world rarely 
gives to the heart tuned to all the feelings of 
poesy and love ! 


September, 

The following fragment is done something in 
imitation of the manner of a noble old Scottish 
piece, called IVUMillan’s Peggy, and sings to the 
time of Galla Water. — ]My Montgomery’s Peggy 
was my deity for six or eight months. She had 
boon bred (though, as tlic world says, without 
any just imetence for it) in a style of life rather 
elegant ; hut, as Vanbrugh says in one of his 
comedies, my “d — d star found me out” there 
too ; for though I began the affair merely in a 
gaietii, de cosur, or, to tell the truth, which will 
scarcely be believed, a vanity of showing my 
I^irts in courtship, particularly my abilities at a 
billet-douxy which I always piqued myself upon* 
made me lay siege to her ; and when, as I always 
do in my foolish gallantries, I had fettered my- 
self into a very warm affection for her, she told 
mo one day, in a flag of truce, that her fortress 
Juid been for some time before the rightful x^ro- 
jierty of another ; but, with the greatest friend- 
sliip and politeness, she offered me every alli- 
ance except actual x)ossessioii. I found out af- 
terwards that what she told me of a pre-engage- 
n)ent was really true ; hut it cost me some heart- 
aches to get rid of the affair. 

I have even tried to imitate in this extempore 
thing that irregularity in the riiymes, which, 
when judiciously done, has such a fine effect on 
the ear. 

“ Altho’ my bed were in yon mnir.” * 


September. 

There is another fragment in imitation of an 
old Scotch song, well known among the counti-y 
ingle sides. — I cannot tell the name, neither of 
llie song nor the tune, but they are in fine unison 
with one another. — By the w’ay, these old Scot- 
tish airs are so nobly sentimental, that when one 
would compose to them, to " south the tune,” as 
our Scotch phrase is, over and over, is the readi- 
est way to catch the inspiration, and raise the 
hard into that glorious enthusiasm so strongly 
characteristic of our old Scotch poetry. I shall 
here set down one verse of the piece mentioned 
above, both to mark the song and tune I mean, 
and likewise as a debt I owe to the author, as 


3 V 


1 ** ThtMUl Mill, O" is by Allan llanuay. 
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the repeating of that verso lias liglited up my 
flame a thousand times : — 

Wlien clouds in skies do come together 
To hide the hrightiioss of the sun, 

There will surely l)e some pleasant weather 
When a’ their storms are past uTid goneJ 

Though fickle fortune has deceived mo, 

She promis’d fiiir and perform'd Imt ill ; 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth bereav'd me. 
Yet I hear a heart shall supiiort mo still. 

ril act with prudence as far as I’m able, 
lint if success 1 must never find. 

Then come misfortune, I bid thee welcome. 

I’ll meet thee with an undaunted mind. 

The above was an extempore, under tfie pres- 
sure of a heavy train of misfortunes, wdiich, in- 
deed, threatened to undo me altogether. It was 
just at the close of that dreadful period men- 
tioned already, and though the weather has 
brightened up a little with me, yet tliero luts 
always been since a tempest Im'wing round mo 
ill the grim sky of futurity, wliich 1 pretty plainly 
see will some time or other, perhaps ere long, 
overwhelm me, and drive me into some doleful 
dell, to pine in solitary, sq\ialid wrctcliedness. — 
Howover, as I hope my poor country muse, who, 
all rustic, awkward, and unpolished as slio is, 
has more charms for me than any other of the 
pleasures of life l)(‘sido--as T hope she will not 
then desert me, I may even then learn to be, if 
not happy, at least easy, and south a sang to 
sooth my misery. 

^Twas at the same time I set about composing 
an air in the old Scotch style, — T am not musi- 
cal scholar enough to pi'ick down my tune pro- 
perly, so it can never see the light, and jierliaps 
’tis no great matter ; but the following were the 
verses I com])oscd to suit it : — 

O raging fortune’s withering blast 
lias hiid my leaf full low, O !® 

The tune consisUxl of three ])arls, so that the 
above verses just went through the whoh 3 air. 


October, 1785. 

If ever any young man, in tlio vostilmle of the 
world, chance to throw Jiis eye over these pages, 
let him pay a warm attention to the following 
observations, as I assure him they are the fruit 
of a poor devil’s dear-bought experience.— 1 
have literally, like that great j>oct and great gjil- 
lant, and by consequence, tliat great fool, Solo- 
mon, “ turned my eyes to behold madness and 
folly.” Nay, I have, with all the ardour of a 
lively, fanciful, and whimsical imagination, ac- 
companied with a warm, feeling, poetic lieart, 
shaken liands with their intoxicating friendship. 

* Allu^ng to the misfortunes lie feelingly Uunents before thi 
ircTMk (1 his is the author s note.) 

^ Sung II. 


In the fii’st place, let my pupil, as he tenders 
liis own peace, kec]) up a regular, warm inter- 
course with th<3 Deity, * * ^ * 

'J’his is all worth quoting in my MSS. and 
more than all. K. B. 

IX. 

MOK THOSE. 

[Tlie elder Durirt, whose death this letter iiitimnU's, lies Imric-d i 
the kirkyanl ot Alioway, with a tombstone recording' his wortli. | 


Lochlea, \Tlh Fch. 1781. 

Dear Cousin, 

I WOULD have returned yon my tluiuk.s for 
your kind favour of tlie l.’Hh of Decemlx'i* sooner, 
had it not been that I waited to give you an su;- 
eoiiJiL of that melaneholy evi*nt, Avhich, for some 
time past, we have from day to day expi'cted. 

On the Kllli curnmt 1 lost the best of fatluus. 
Though, to be sure, we have had long \\n ruing 
of the impending strolio ; still the feelings of 
nature claim their ptirt, and I cannot recollect 
the Imider endearments and parental lessons ol‘ 
the best of friends and ablest of instructors, 
without feeling what perhajis the calmer dic- 
tates of reason would partly condemn. 

I hope my father’s friends in your country 
will not let their connexion in this place die 
with him. For my j)art I shall ever with plea- 
sure — with pride, aeknowdedge my eonncxio.i 
with those who Avere allied ])y the ties of Woo l 
and frieiidshii) to a man Avhose memory 1 shall 
ever lionour and revere. 

I expect, tlierefore, my dear Sir, you will not 
neglect any oi)portiinity of letting me liearfrom 
you, wJiicli wdll very much oblige. 

My dear Cousin, yours sincerely, 

B. B. 

X. 

^To 3Jnmc0 33uvucS0. 

montbose. 

I" Mrs. liiichan, theforeniniiLr in cxtravngAiioc and ubsurihty i 
Jfjanna Sontlu-otc, after atteuiptiiig to fix hertent aniniigthe lulls < 
the «tsi and the valw of the Niih, fitmlly si t up her staff at Auchei 

held oat hopes of their rcuihi'jg the stars, even in this life. She die 
curly : one or two of her ii'Niple, as she called thciu, burvuedt 
VI itliin these half-dozen years.J 

Mossgiel, August, 1784. 

We have been surprised with one of the most 
cxtriiordiiiary phenomena in the moral w'orld 
wliicli, I dare say, lias hajipened in the course of 
this half century. We have bed a party of Pres- 
bytery relief, as they call themselves, for some 
time in this country. A pretty thriving society 
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of lliom lias been in tlie burgh of Ii*vino for some 
years past, till about two years ago, a Mrs. Bu- 
ciianfrom Glasgow cainc among them, and begiin 
to spread some fanatical notions of religion among 
them, and, in a short time, made many con v<‘rts; 
and, among others, their preacher, Mr. Wliyte, 
wlio, ii])on that account, has been suspended and 
formally deposed by his brethren, lie continued, 
liowover, to preach in private to his party, and 
was supported, both lio and their spiritual mo- 
ther, as they affect to call old Buchan, by the 
contributions of the rest, several of whom were 
in good circumstances ; till, in spring last, llio 
populace rose and mobbed Mrs. Buclian, and 
put licr out of tJiu town; on wliicli all her fol- 
lowers voluntarily quitted tbo place likewise, 
and with such precipitation, that many of them 
never slmt their doors behind them ; one left a 
washing on the green, anotlier a cow bellowing 
at tlio crib without food, or any body to mind 
her, and after several stages, they are fixed at 
present in the neighbourhood of Dumfries. Their 
tenets are a strange juinhle of mithnsiustic jar- 
gon ; among otliers, she pretends to give them 
the Holy Ghost by breathing on them, -wbieli 
she does with postiin^s and practices that are 
scandalously indecent ; tliej'^ have likt‘wisc dis- 
posed of all tlii*ir offeels, and hold a coiiiniiinity 
of goods, and live nearly an idle lile, carrying 
on a gretit firce of pretended devotion in barns 
and woods, where they lodge and lie all together, 
and liold likewise a coinimmity of women, as it 
is aiiuthm* of tlieir teii<*t.s that tlw’y can commit 
no moral sin. 1 am iiersoiially ac<piainted with 
most of them, and 1 can assure you the above 
iiK'ntioned are facts. 

Tins, my dear Sir, is one of the many instances 
of tlic folly of leaving the guidance of sound rea- 
son and common sense in matters of religion. 

Whenever we neglect or despise those sacri*d 
monitors, the whimsical notions of a perturbated 
brain are taken for the immediate inllucncos of 
tin* Deity, and the wildest fanaticism, and the 
most ineoiistajit absurdities, will meet with abet- 
tors and converts. Nay, 1 have often thought, 
that the more out-of-the-way and ridiculous the 
laiieies are, if once they arc sanctified under the 
sai-red name of religion, the unhappy mistaken 
votaries are the more firmly glued to them. 

RB. 

XL 

So 

I This has fri-niTally brew printed among the et rly letters of Hums. 
Croineh thinks rbal the jierson addressed was the “Pegfly" of the 
C'«mmoii-place Hook. ’J'liis is <iuest'’fini.Hl by Uobert Chambers, 
who, however, leaves liotb name and date unscttlcd.J 

Mv nr-AR Countrywoman, 

J AM so impatient to show yon that I am once 
more at peace with you, that 1 send yon llic book 


I mentioned directly, rather than wait the un- 
certain time of my seeing you. I am afraid £ 
have mislaid or lost Collins’ Poems, which I 
promised to Miss Ir\dn. If I can find them, I 
will forward them by you; if not, you must 
apologize for me. 

I know you will laugh at it when I tell you 
that your piano and you together have played the 
deuce somehow about my lieart. My breast lias 
been widowed these many months, and I thouglit 
myself i>roof against the fascinating witch crai't; 
but I am afraid you will “ feelingly convince me 
wliat I am.'** 1 say, I am afraid, because I am 

not sure wdiat is the matter with me. I have 
one miserable bud sym])tom ; when you whisper, 
or look kindly to another, it gives me a draught 
of damnation. 1 have a kind of wayward wish 
to 1)0 with you ten minutes by yourself, though 
what J w'oukl s.'iy. Heaven above knows, for I am 
sure I know not. I liavc no formed design in 
all this ; but just, in the nakedness of my lieart, 
write you dowm a mere inattcr-of-fact story. 
You may jicHiaps give yourself airs of distance 
on this, and that will conqiletely cure me ; but 
1 wish you would not : just let us meet, if you 
Ijlease, in tlio old beaten %vay of friendship. 

I 'will not subscribe myself your bumble st'v- 
vaiit, for that is a phmse, 1 think, at least fifty 
miles off* from the heart; but I will conclude 
with sincerely wishing that the Great Protector 
of innocence may shield you from the barbed 
dart of calumny, and band you by tlic covert 
snare of deceit. 

II. B. 

XI r. 

To 35obn i^icbmonb, 

sniNiiuiioir. 

jJolin Richmond, w’riter, on of the poet’s Mauchline frl 
whom we are indebted for im :li valuable inlonnatioii con 
Uurns and hu productions— Cc incl was the Mauchline carr 

Mossgiely Feb. 17, 178C* 

]VIy DEAR Sir, 

I have not thno at present to upbraid you for 
your silence and neglect ; I sliall only say I re- 
ceived yours with great pleasure. 1 have en- 
closed you a piece of rhyming ware for your pe- 
rusal. I have been very busy with the muses 
•since I saw you, and have composed, among 
several others, “The Ordination,” a poem on 
Mr. M‘Kiiilay’s being called to Kilmarnock; 
“ Scotcli Drink,” a poem; “ The Cotter’s Satur- 
day Night ; “ An Address to the Devil,” &c. I 
lia\ c likewise completed my poem on ilic “ Dogs,” 
but have not shown it to the world. My chief 
patron now is Mr. Aiken, in Ayr, who is pleased 
to express gr(*fit approbation of my works. Bo 
so good as send me Fergusson, by Connel, and I 
will romk you the money. I have no news to 
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acquaint you with about Mauchlinc, they are 
just going on in the old way. I liavc some very 
important news with respect to myself, not the 
most agreeable —news that I am sure you can- 
not guess, but 1 shall give you the i)articulars 
another time. I am extremely happy with 
Smith; he is the only friend I liave now in 
Mauchline. I can scarcely forgive your long 
neglect of me, and I beg you will let me hear 
from you regularly by Connel. If you would 
act your port as a friend, I am sure neither good 
nor bad fortune should strange or alter mo. 
Kxcuse haste, as I got yours but yesterday. 

I am, my dear Sir, 

Yours, 

ILB. 


XIII. 

DUMFRIES HOUSE. 


[Whn the .Inhn Keiincdjr was to whom Bums addressed this n 
eiifhising “ The (’ottci’s !^aturdav Night," it is now, perhaps, ^ 
tn enquire: the Kennedy to whom I^lt.Oobbctt introduces us w 
Thomas— perhaps a relation.] 

Mossgiel, ^rd March, 1786. 

Sin, 

I HAVE done myself the pleasure of complying 
with your request in sending you my Cottager. — 
If yon have a leisure minute, I should be glad 
you would copy it, and return me either the ori- 
ginal or the transcript, as I have not a copy of it 
by me, and I have a fi-icnd who wishes to 
sec it. 

“ Now, Kennedy, if foot or horso,’^* 

Robt. Rubness. 

XIV. 

^0 l&ohert 

KILMARNOCK. 

[The Muin— there were two brothers— were kind and generouspB^ 
irons of the poet, they subscribed for ha1f«-diundred coides of die 
Kilmarnock edition of his works, and befriended him when friends 
were frw.] 

Mossffiel, 20th March, 1786. 

Dear Sir, 

I AM heartily sorry I had not the pleasure of 
seeing you as you returned through Mauchline; 
but as 1 was engaged, I could not be in town be- 
fore the evening. 


I here enclose you my “ Scotch Drink,” and 

“ may the follow with a blessing for your 

edification.” I hope, some time before we liear 
the gowk, to have the pleasure of seeing you at 
Kilmarnock, when I intend we shall have a gill 
between us, in a mutehkin-stoup ; which will be 
a great comfort and consolation to. 

Dear Sir, 

Your humble sciwant. 

Rout. Durness. 

XV. 

tlTo ^ihen, 

[linhert Aiken, the gentleman to whom the Cotter’s Saturday 
Night” is insiTiltcd, is also introduced in the *' Uri^pi ot Ayr.” 
This is the last letter to which Burns seems to have subsirilied hi< 
name in the spelling of his ancestors.] 

Mossgicl, 3rd April, 1786. 

Dear Sir, 

I RECEIVED your kind letter with double plea- 
sure, on account of the second flattering in*, 
stance of Mrs. C.'s notice and aiqirobatiun, X 
assure you 1 

** Turn out the burnt side o’ my shin," 

as the famous Ramsay, of jingling memory, says, 
at such a patroness:. Present her my most 
grateful aekiiowledgmont in your very best man- 
ner of telling ti’utl). I have inscribed the fol- 
lowing stanza on the blank leaf of ISliss 
More’s W ork : — ' 

My proposals for publishing I am just going 
to send to press. I expect to lieai* from you by 
the first opportunity. 

I am ever, dear Sir, 

Yours, 

RoRT. BlTUMi'SS, 

XVI. 

WRITER, AYR. 

[Mr. M'Whinnle obtained for Bums several subscriptions for the 
first edition of his Poems, of which this note enclosed the propo. 

Mossgiel, 17/* April, 1786. 

It is injuring some hearts, those hearts that 
elegantly bear the impression of the good Cre- 
ator, to say to them yon give them the trouble 
of obliging a friend ; for this reason, I only tell 
you that I gratify my own feelings in requesting 


> Poem LXXV. 


» See Pfsw LXXVttl. 
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your friendly offices witli respect to the en- 
closed^ because I know it will gratify yours to 
assist me in it to the utmost of your power. 

I have sent you four copies, as I have no less 
than eight dozen, which is a great deal more 
tliaii 1 shall ever need. 

Be sure to remember a poor poet militant in 
your prayers. He looks forward with fear and 
trembling to that, to him, important moment 
which stamps the die with — with — ^with, per- 
liaps, the otemal disgrace of. 

My dear Sir, 

Your humble, 

aifiicied, tormented, 
Hobeut Burns. 


XVIT. 

p* The small piece," the very last of his productions, n-hich tlie 
|iocc enclosed in this letter, was “The Mountain Daisy," called in 
the manuscript more properly “ ThcUowan."] 


Mossgiel, 20ihApriL 1786. 

Sir, 

Bv some neglect in Mr. Hamilton, I did not 
hear of your kind request for a subscription 
paper ’till this day. I will not attempt any ac- 
knowledgment for this, nor the manner iu 
which 1 see your name in Mr. Hamilton’s sub- 
scription list Allow me only to say, Sir, I feel 
the weight of the debt 

I have here likewise inclosed a small piece, 
the very latest of my productions. I am a good 
deal pleased with some sentiments myself, as 
they are just the native querulous feelings of 
a heart, which, as the elegantly melting Gray 
says, “ melancholy has marked for her own.” 

Our race comes on a-jmee ; that much-ex- 
pected scene of revelry and mirth ; but to me it 
brings no joy equal to that meeting witli which 
your last flattered the expectation of, 

Sir, 

Your indebted humble Servant, 

R.B. 

XVIII. 

lETo 

MAUCHI.INE. 

[James Smith, of whom Burns said ho was small of stature, but 
soul, kept at that time a draper’s shop in Mauchline, and 
WHS comrade to the poet in many a wild adventuic.] 

Monday Morning, Mossgiel, 1786. 

My dear Sir, 

I WENT to Dr. Douglas yesterday, fully re- 
solved to take the opportunity of Captain Smith « 


but I found the Doctor with a Mr. and Mrs. 
White,' both Jamaicans, and they have deranged 
my plans altogether. They assure him that to 
send me from Savannah la Mar to Tort Antonio 
will cost my master, Charles Douglas, upwards 
of fifty pounds; besides running the risk of 
throwing myself into a pleuritic fever, in consc. 
quence of hard travelling in the sun. On these 
accounts, ho refuses sending me with Smitli, 
but a vessel sails from Greenock the first of Sep- 
tember, right for the place of my destination. 
The Captain of her is an intimate friend of Mr. 
Gavin Hamilton’s, and as good a fellow as heart 
could wish : with him I am destined to go. 
Where J shall shelter, I know not, but I hope to 
weatlior the storm. Perish the drop of blood of 
mine that fears them ! I know their worst, and 
am prepared to meet it : — 

“ I’ll lauj{h an’ ting, an* shake my leg, 

As lang*8 1 dovr." 

On Thursday morning, if you can muster as 
much seU-denial as to be out of bed about seven 
o’ clock, I shall see yon as I ride through to 
Cumnock. After all. Heaven bless the sex ! 
1 feel there is still liappiness for me among 
them ; — 

“ O woman, lovely woman Heaven detigned you 
'I'o temper man !— wchad been brutes without you." * 

li.B. 


XIX. 

tiTo iWr. iKninrbs- 


I Bums was busy in a two>fold sense at present : he was seeking 
patrons in every quarter for his contemplated voliuue, and he was 
composing tor ic some of his most exquisite poetry.] 


Mossgiel, 16 May, 1786. 

Dear Sir, 

I HAVE sent you the above hasty copy as I 
promised. In about three or four weeks I shall 
probably set the press a-going. I am raucli 
hurried at present, otherwise your diligence, so 
very friendly in my subscription, should have » 
more lengtliened a^nowlcdgmcnt from, 

Dear Sir, 

Your obliged Servant, 

Ka 


I Otway. Vcnu-ePi«scrved. 
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XX. 

So 


XXT. 

So iiiln Hobnt ^(lEtcn* 


f David Brice was a shoemaker, and shared with Smith the con- 
fidence oi the poet in his love affairs. He was working in Glasgow 
When this letter was written. J 


Mossffielf June I 2 f 17^W». 

Dear Brice, 

I RECEIVED your message by G. Paterson, and 
OR I am not very throng at present, I just write 
to let you know that there is such a worthless, 
rhyming reprobate, as your humble seiwant, 
still in the land of the living, though I can 
scarcely say, in the phice of hope. I have no 
news to tell you that will give mo any pleasure 
to mention, or you to hear. 

Poor ill-advised ungrateful Armour came 
home on Friday last. Yon liave heard all the 
particulars of that aflPair, and a black afiair it is. 
What she thinks of her conduct now, I don’t 
know ; one thing I do know — she lias made me 
completely miserable. Never man loved, or 
rather adored a woman more than I did her; 
and, to confess a truth hetween you and me, i 
do still love her to distraction after all, iliough 
I won’t tell her so if I were to soo her, which I 
don’t want to do. My poor dear uriibrtutiate 
Jean ! how happy have 1 been in thy arms ! It 
is not the losing her that iiiak(‘s iiic' so unlia j>py, 
but for her sake I feel most severely : I foresee 
she is in the road to, 1 am afraid, eternal 
ruin. * ■» * * 

May Almighty God forgive licr ingratitude 
and porjui’y to me, as I from niy very soul for- 
give lier ; and may his gi-acc be with her and 
bless her in all her future life' ! I can have no 
nearer idea of the place of eternal punishment 
than what I have felt in my own breast on lier 
account. I have tried often to forget Iicr; I 
have run into all kinds of dissipation and riots, 
mason-meetings, drinking-matches, and other 
mischief, to drive lier out of my head, but all in 
vain. And now for a grand cure ; tlie ship is 
on her way home that is to take me out to 
Jamaica; and then, farewell dear old Scotland! 
and farewell dear ungrateful Jean ! for never 
never will I see yon more. 

You will have heard that I am going to com- 
mence poet ill print ; and to-morrow my works 
go to the press. I expect it will be a volume of 
about two hundred pages — it is just the last 
foolish action I intend to do ; and then tui'n a 
wise man as fast as possible. 

Believe me to be, dear Brice, 

Your friend and well-wisher, 

B.B. 


fThw letter M'as written under gr«*at distress of mind. That so* 
paiatum wliirli Hurus reconis iii“Tlic Lament," had, iinhapidly, 
taken plocv bcrueenltlm and .lean Armour ; and itnould .appear, 
that, for a tliiie at least, a coldness ensued between the poet and the 
patron, oeccisioned, it is conjectured, by that fruitful subject of sor- 
row and disquiet. The letter 1 regret to say is not wholly here.] 


lAyrshirc, 1786.] 


Sir, 

I WAS with Wilson, my printer, t’other day, 
and settled all our by-gone niatt<*rs between us. 
After 1 had jiaid him all demands, 1 made him 
the offer of the second edition, on tl»e liazard of 
being paid out of the first and readiest, which 
he declines. By liis account, the paper of 
a thousand copies would cost about twenty- 
seven pounds, and the printing about fifteen or 
sixteen : he offers to agree to this for the print- 
ing, if I will advance for tlic paper, but this, you 
know, is out of my power ; so farewell liuja's 
of a second edition till T grow richer ! an epoclia 
■wdiieli 1 think wnll arrive at the payment of the 
British national debt. 

Tliero is scarcely any thing hurts mo so mueli 
in being disappointed of my second edition, as 
not having it in my power to show my gratitudo 
to Mr. Ballantyno, by publishing my poem of 
“ The Brigs of Ayr.” 1 would detest myself as 
a wretch, if I thought I were capable in a veiy 
long life of forgetting the honest, warm, and 
tender delicacy with which ho enters into my 
interests. I am soinetinies pleasi'il with nij'self 
in my grateful sensations; but I believe, on the 
whole, 1 liave very little merit in it, as my gra- 
titude is not a virtue, the consequence of rellec- 
tion; blit sheerly the instinctive emotion of 
my heart, too inattentive to allow worldly max- 
ims and views to settle into sclfisli liabits. 

I have been feeling all the various rotations 
and inov(*menls within, rosiiecting tlio excise. 
I’here are many things jilead strongly against it ; 
tlic uncertainty of getting soon into business; 
the consequences of my follies, which may iier- 
haps make it im^iracticahlc for me to stay at 
home ; and besides I have for some time been 
pining under secret wretchedness, from causes 
which you pretty well know — the pang of dis- 
appointment, the sling of iiride, with some wan- 
dering stabs of remorse, which never fail to set- 
tle on n.y vitals like cultures, when attention is 
not called away by the calls of society, or the 
vagaries of the muse. Even in the hour of so- ^ 
cial mirtli, my gaiety is the madness of an intox- 
icated criminal under the hands of the execu- 
tioner. All these reasons urge me to go abroad, 
and to all these reasons I have only one answer 
— the feelings of a father. This, in the present 
mood I am in, overbalances every thing that 
can he laid in the scale against it. * * * * 

You may perhaps think it an extravagant 
fancy, but it is a sentiment which strikes home 
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to my very soul: though sceptical in some 1 
points of our current belief, yet, I think, I have 
every evidence for the reality of a life beyond the 
stinted bourne of our present existence ; if so, 
then, how should I, in the presence of that tro- 
uiendous Being, the Author of existence, how 
should 1 meet the reproaches of those who stand 
to me in the dear relation of children, whom 
I deserted in the smiling innocency of helpless 
infancy ? O, thou great unknown Power ! — 
thou almighty God ! who has lighted iiji reason 
in my breast, and blessed me with immortality ! 
— I have frequently wandered from that order 
and regularity necessary for the perfection of 
thy works, yet thou hast never left me nor for- 
^aken me i * * * * 

yinco I wiote the foregoing shoot, I have soon 
something <,f the storm of mischief thickening 
ovtjr iny foily-devoted head. Should yon, my 
friends, my benef.ictors, ho successful in your 
api>lieiitions for me, })erhaps it may not Iw* in 
my power, in that way, to reap the fruit (jf your 
friendly elonts. What I liave written in the 
preceding pages, is tlie settled t<*nor of my pre- 
sent resolution; but should inimical eireiim- 
Ntauces Ibrbid me closing witli your kind ott'er, 
or enjoying it only threaten to entail farther 
mis<‘ry * * * * 

To toll the truth, I have little rct'ison for com- 
]>]aiiit ; as the world, in general, has been kind 
to me fully up to my deserts. I was, for soino 
time past, fast getting into the pining, distrust- 
ful snarl of the inisauthrop<’. I s;iw inyscdf 
alone, unfit for the struggh; of life, sliriiikiiig at 
every rising cloud in the eharice-directed utino» 
sphere of fortune, while all defenceless I looked 
about in vain for a cover. It never occun-ed to 
me, at least n<*ver with the force it deserved, 
lliat this world is a busy scene, and man, a crea- 
ture desliiied for a progi’essive struggle; and 
Dial, how'ever 1 might jiossess a warm heart 
and inoffensive manners (which last, by the by, 
'WJis rather more than I could well boast) ; still, 
more than these passive qualities, there w'as 
something to be done. When all my school- 
fellows and youthful compeci’s (those misguided 
few cxcej)ted who joined, to use a Gentoo 
phrase, the “ hallachorcs” of the human race) 
wi*r»j strildng off with eager hope and earnest 
intent, in some one or other of the many patiis 
i)f busy life, t was “ standing idle in the market- 
])lae(‘,” or only left the chase of the butterfly 
iVoni flower to flow'or, to hunt fancy from wiiim 
to whim. * * * * 

You see, Sir, that if to know one’s errors 
wore a jwobability of mending them, I stand a 
f lir chance ; hut according to the reverend 
Westminster divines, tliongh conviction must 
Recede conversion, it is very far from always 
iinidvingit. ♦ * * * 

‘ R.B. 


XXJI, 

XDIKBUROH. 

n'henunister who took upon him to {ironouncc Burns a single 
man, as he intimates in thi-. IctUT, was tiic Kcv. Mr. Auld, of 
Mauchline : that the lawfif the land and the law of the chuich 
were at variance on the subject no one can deny.] 


Mossgiel, ^th July^ 1786. 
My sear Friend, 

With the sinccrest grief I rctad your let ter- 
You are truly a son of inisfortuno. I shall be 
extreiifely anxious to hear from you bow yoiir 
health goc‘s on; if it is iu any w'ay re-establishing, 
or if Leith promises w ell ; iji short, liowyou feel 
in the inner man. 

Mo news worth any thing: only godly Bryan 
was in the inquisition yesterday, and half the 
country-side as witnesses against him. lie still 
stands out steady and denying: hut proof was 
l(‘d ytvsti might of circiiinstances highly suspi- 
cions : alni 0 ‘'t de facto, one of iJic s('rvant girls 
inaclo faith that she upon a time rashly entered 
tiu' liouse — to speak in your cant, in the hour 
of cause.*’ 

1 liavo Avaited on Armour since her return 
home; not from any tlie least vicAv of reconcili- 
ation, hut inortdy to ask for her health and — to 
you I will «*onfessit — from a foolish hankering 
fondness — very ill placed indeed. The mother 
forbade me the house, nor did Jean show the 
penitence that might liave been exjiected. How- 
ever tlie priest, I am infonned, wdll give me a 
certificate as a single man, if I comply with the 
rules of the churcli, which for that very reason 
I intend to do. 

I am going to put on sack-clolli and aslies 
this day. I am indulged so far as to appear in 
iny own seat, Peccavi, pater, miserere mci. My 
book will be ready in a fortnight. If you have 
any subscribers return them by Connel. The 
liord stand with the righteous : amen, amen. 

B.B. 

XXIII. 

i3allanlpnc, 

fThcre Is a pWn account in this letter of the destruction of the 
inesof marriage which united, as far as a civil contract iu a matter 
can, the pact and Jean Armour. Aiken was consulted, and in 
»n8C(;uL‘iicc of his advice the certificate of marriage was destroyed.] 


Honoured Sir, 

My proposals came to hand last night, and 
knowing that you would wish to have it in your 
power to do mo a service as early as any 



244 


GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE 


body, 1 enclose you half a sheet of them. I 
must consult you, first opportunity, on the pro- 
priety of sending my quondam friend, Mr. 
Aiken, a copy. If he is now reconciled to my 
cliaracter as an honest man, I would do it with 
all my soul ; but I would not be beholden to the 
noblest being ever God created, if he imagined 
me to be a rascaL Apropos, old Mr. Armour 
prevailed with him to mutilate that unlucky 
paper yesterday. Would you believe it? though 
1 had not a hope, nor even a wish, to make her 
mine after her conduct ; yet, when he told me 
the names were all out of the paper, my heart 
died within me, and he cut my veins with the 
news. Perdition seize her falsehood ! 

• R.Bw 


XXIV. 

^0 iSabcb 

SHOEMAKER, GLASGOW. 


(The letters of Bums at this sfid period of his life are full of his uii- 
vate sorrows. Had Jean Armour Ixt'ii left to the (ruidance of her 
own heart the story of her early years would have been brighter. I 


Mossffiel, \ 7th July, 1780. 

I HAVE been so throng printing my Poems, 
that I could scarcely find as much time as to 
writ«^ to you. Poor Armour is come Imck again 
to Mauchliiie, and I went to call for her, and her 
mother forbade me the house, nor did she her- 
selr express much sorrow’ for what she has done. 
I have already appeared juiblicly in church, and 
was indulged in tlie liberty of standing in iny 
own seat. I do this to get a certificate as a bache- 
lor, which Mr. Auld has promised me. I am 
now fixed to go for the West Indies in October, 
•lean and her friends insisted much that she 
should stand along wdth me in the kirk, 
hut the minister would not allow it, which 
bred a great trouble I assure you, and I am 
blamed as the cause of it, though T am sure 1 am 
innocent; but I am very much pleased, for all 
that, not to have had her company. I Lave no 
news to tell you that I remember. I am really 
happy to hear of your welfare, aud that you are 
so well in Glasgow. I must certainly sec you 
bofoi e I leave llie country. I shall expect to 
hear from you soon, and am, 

Dear Brice, 

Yours, — R. R 


XXV. 

[When this letter was written the poet was skulking from place to 
pUce: the merciless pack of the law had liccn uncoupled at his heels. 
Mr. Annour did not wish to imprison, but to drive him from tlta 
country.] 

Old Home Forest, 30lh July, 1780. 

My dear Richmond, 

My hour is now come — you and I will never 
mcict in Britain more. I liave orders, within 
three weeks at farthest, to repair aboard the 
Nancy, Cai)tain Smith, from Clyde to Jamaica, 
and ciiil at Antigua. This, except to our friend 
Smith, whom God long preserve, is a secret 
about Mail chline. Would you believe it ? Ar- 
mour has got a warrant to throw me in jail till 
I find security for an enormous sum. This they 
keep an entire secret, but I got it by a channel 
they little dream of ; and I am wandering from 
one friend’s house to another, and, like a true 
son of the gospel, “have nowhere to Ifiy my 
head.” I know yon will pour an execration on 
her head, bnt spare the poor, ill-advised girl, for 
my sake ; though may all the furies that rend 
the injured, enraged lover’s bosom, await her 
mother until her latest hour ! I write in a mo- 
ment of rage, reflecting on my miserable situa- 
tion — exiled, abandoned, forlorn. I can write 
no more — let me hear from you by the return 
of coach. I will write you ere I go. 

I am, dear Sir, 

Yours, here and hereafter, 

R. B. 

XXVI. 

KILMARNOCK. 

I liuriis nr\or tru’il to ri mccal cither his joys nr his sorrows: lie si'Ot 
copies ot Ins faroiii lu- picccR, and intimations of much that liclel him 
to hi<i rhicl fnetuls and comrades — this brief note was made to carry 
doubl&j 

Mossgxely Ffiday noon. 

My Friend, my Brother, 

Warm recollection of an absent friend presses 
so hard ujion my heart, that I send him th<? 
prefixed bagatelle (the Calf), pleased with the 
thought that it will greet the man of my bosom, 
and ho a Icind of distant language of friendship. 

You will have heard that poor Armour has 
repaid me double. A very fine hoy and a girl 
Jiave awakened a thought and feelings that thrill, 
Bome with tender pressure and some with fore- 
boding anguish through my soul. 

The poem was nearly an extemporaneous pro- 
duction, on a wager with Mr. llamiltoii, that I 
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would not produce a poem on the subject in a 
given time. 

If you tliink it wortli while, read it to Cliarles 
and Mr. W. Parker, and if they choose a copy 
of it, it is at tlieir service, as they are men whose 
friendship I shall be proud to claim, both in this 
world and that which is to come. 

I believe all hopes of staying at home will be 
abortive, but more of this when, in the latter 
part of next week, you shall be troubled with a 
visit from. 

My dear Sir, 

Your most devoted. 

It. B. 

XXVII. 

^0 j0trsi 3!9unIop> 

or DUKLOP. 

fMra. Diinlnp was a poetess, aud lia<l tlic lilciod of the Wallaces 
in her vdiis : though siie (Usliked tiie im-gularuics of the finot, she 
scnincd to get into a fine moral passion about follies wliiclt could not 
be helped, and continued her friendship to the last of liia life.J 

Ayrshire^ 1786. 

Madam, 

I AM truly sorry I was not at home yesterday, 
when 1 w'as so much honoured with your order 
for my (topics, a.nd incomparably more by the 
handsome compliments you are pleased t/) pay 
my poetic abilities. I am fully persuaded that 
there is not any chxss of manJvind so feelingly 
alive to the titillatiuns of applause as the sons of 
Parnassus ; nor is it easy to conceive how the 
heai-t of the poor bill’d dances with rapture, w’ben 
those, wliose eliaractor in life gives tliem a right 
to be polite judges, honour him with their aji- 
jirobation. 11 ad you been thoroughly acquainted 
witl» me, Madam, you could iiot have touched 
my darling heart-chord more sweetly than by 
noticing my attempts to celebrate your illustri- 
ous ancestor, the Saviour o4 his Country. 

(Ircat jiatriot hero ' ill-requitcd chit*/ 

'Pho first book I met with in my early years, 
which I perused with pleasure, was, “ The Life 
of Hannibal;^' the next was, “ The History of 
Sir William Wallace for several of my earlier 
years I had few other authors ; and many a soli- 
tary hour have I stole out, jjfter the laborious 
vocations of the day, to shed a tear over their 
glorious, but unfortunate stories. In those boy- 
ish days I remember, iiii particular, lieiug struck 
with that part of Wall^e’s story where these 
lines occur — 

••Sync to the Lcglcn wood, when it was 
To make a bilciit and a safe retreat.’’ 

1 chose a fine summer Sunday, the only day 
my line of life allowed, aud walked half a dozen 
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of miles to pay my respects to the Leglen woody 
with as much devout tmtlmsiasiii as ever pilgrim 
did to Loretto ; and, as I explored every den 
and dell where I could suppose my heroic coun- 
tryman to have lodged, I recollect (for even then 
I was a rhymer) that my heart glowed with a 
wish to be able to make a song on him in some 
measure equal to his merits. 

B.B. 

XXVIII. 

^0 pit. Henncbp. 

[It is a curinus chapter in the life of Bums to count the number 
of letters which he wrote, the number of fine poems he comFcisei]. 
and the number of places which he visited in the unhappy su:nmc 
and autumn of 17 S(>>J 

Kilmarnock, Azigust, 1786. 

Mt DEAR Sir, 

Your truly facetious epistle of the 3rd inst. 
gave me much entertainment. I was sorry I 
had not the pleasure of seeing you as I passed 
your way, but we shall bring up all our lee way 
on Wednesday, the 16th current, when I liopo 
to have it in my power to call on you and take 
a kind, very probably a last adieu, before I go 
for Jamaica; and I expect ' orders to repair to 
Greenock every day. — I have at last made my 
public appearance, and am solemnly inaugurated 
into the numerous class. — Could I have got a 
s^surier, you should have had a score of vouchers 
for my authorship ; but now you have them, let 
them speak for themselves. — 

Farewell, my dear friend ! may guid luck hit 
you, 

And ’maug her favorites admit you ! 

If o’er Detraction shore to smit you, 

May nane believe him ! 
And ony de’il that thinks to get you, 

Good Lord deceive him. 

ILB. 


XXTX. 

Zo pit. iSurnessjC, 

MONTROSE. 

[Thegood and generoas James Bumess, of Montrose, was ever itad7 
rejoice with his cousin’s success or sympathize with bis sorrows, 
but he did not like the change which came over the old northern sur- 
uamc of Burncss, when die bard modified it into Burns . the name, 
now a rising one in Inifia, Is spelt Buznes.] 

Mossffie/, Tuesday noon, SepU 26, 1786. 

Mv DEAR Sir, 

I THIS moment receive yours — receive it with 
the honest hospitable warmth of d friend^s wel- 

3 R 



246 


GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE 


come. Whatever comes from you wakeus al- 
ways up the better blood about my heart, which 
your kind little recollections of my parental 
friends carries as far as it will go, *Ti6 there 
that roan is blest! ’Tis there, my friend, 
man feels a consciousness of something within 
him above the trodden clod ! The grateful re- 
verence to the hoary (earthly) author of his 
being — the burning glow when lie clasps the 
woman of his soul to his bosom — the tender 
yearnings of heart for the little angels to wdiom 
lie has given existence — these nature has poured 
in milky streams about the human heart ; and 
the roan •who never rouses them to at'tion, by 
the inspiring influences of their proper objects, 
loses by far the most pleasurable part of his ex- 
istence. 

My departure is uncertain, but I do not think 
it will be till after harvest. I will be on veiy 
short allowance of time indeed, if I do not com- 
ply with your friendly invitation. When it tv ill 
be I don’t know, but if I can make my Tvish 
good, I Tvill endeavour to drop you a line some 
time before. My best compliments to kli-s. 

; I should [be] equally mortified should I 

drop in wdien she is abroad, but of that 1 supx) 0 se 
there is little cliance. 

What I have TVTOte heaven knows ; I have 
not time to review it ; so accept of it in the 
beaten way of friendship. With the ordinaiy 
phrase — perhaps rather more than the ordinary 
sincerity, 

I am, dear Sir, 

Ever yours, 

It. Ik 

XXX. 

To ^Icxanbcr. 

[This letter, Robert Chambers says, roncluded with requestinf? 
Miss Alexander to allow tlie poet to print the sont; which it enclosed. 
In a second edition of his Poems. Her neglect in not replying to this 
request is a very gotid poetic reason for his wrath. Many of Hums’ 
letters have been printed, it is right to say, from the rough drafts 
found among the poet’s papers at his death. This is one.] 


Mossgiel, \ fith Nov, 1780. 

Madam, 

Poets are such ontrd beings, so innch the 
children of wayward fancy and capricious wliim, 
that I bt'lieve the world generally allows them a 
larger latitude in the laws of propriety, than the 
sober sons of judgment and prudence. I men- 
tion this as as an apology for the liberties tliat a 
nameless stranger has taken with you in the in- 
closed poem, which he begs leave to present you 
with. Whether it has poetical merit any way 
worthy of the theme, I am not the proper judge ; 
but it is the best my abilities can produce ; and 
what to a good heart wfill, perhaps, be a superior 
grace, it is eouaUv sincere as fervent. 


The scenery was nearly token from real life, 
though I dare say, Madam, you do not recollect 
it, as T believe you scarcely noticed the poetic 
reveur as ho wandered by you. I had roved out 
as chance directed, in the favourite haunts of 
my muse on the banks of the Ayr, to Tnew nature 
in all the gaiety of the vernal year. Tlie even- 
ing sun was flaming over the distant western 
hills ; not a breath stirred the crimson opening 
blossom, or the verdant spreading leaf. It was 
a golden moment for a poetic heart. I listened 
to the feathered warblers, pouring their harmony 
on every hand, with a congenial kindred regard, 
and frequently turned out of my path, lest I 
sliould disturb their little songs, or frighten them 
to another station. Surely, said I to myself, ho 
must be a wretch indeed, who, regardless of your 
harmonious endeavour to please him, can eye your 
elusive flights to discover your secret recesses, 
and to rob you of all the projicrty nature gives 
you — your (Icarest comforts, your helpless nest- 
lings. Even the bcarj' liawtborn twig that shot 
acro.s.s tlie way, Tvhat h(‘{irt at such a time but 
niiist liave been intc‘rested in its welfare, and 
w ished it preserved from the nuloly-browsing 
cattle, or tlie w’ithering eastern blast ? Such 
was the scene, — and such the hour, Tvhen, in a 
corner of my prospect, I spied one of the fiiirest 
piiH'es of nature’s workmanship that ever 
eroTvned a poetic landscajic or mot a ])oet*s eye, 
lho’<e visionary bards excepted, Tvho hold eoin- 
im*rce Tvith aerial beings ! llad Calumny and 
Vill.niy taken iny walk, tliey liad at that moment 
sworn eternal jieace with such an object. 

What an hour of insiiiraiion for a i»oet! It 
TV'ould have raised plain dull historic prose into 
metaphor and measure. 

U’lie enclosed song was the work of my return 
home ; and perhaps it but poorly answers what 
might have been expected from such a scene. 

I have the lionour to bo. 

Madam, 

Your most obedient and very 
humble Servant, 

R.R 


XXXI. 

^0 Stefoart, 

OF STAIR AND AFTON. 

[Mrs. Ste^vart, of Stair and Aftnii, was the first person of note ini he 
West who had the taste to see and feel the genius of llumb He used 
to relate how his heart fluttered when he first wtlked into the par- 
lour of the towers of Stair, to hear that lady's opiubn of some of his 
soi.gs.] 

[ 1786 .] 

Madam, 

T HE hurry of my preparations for going abroad 
hiLS hindered me from performing my promise so 
soon as 1 intended. 1 have here sent you a par- 
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ccl of songs, &o., wliicli never made their appear- 
ance, except to a friend or two at most. Per- 
hiips some of them may be no great entertain- 
ment to yon, but of that I am far from beii^an 
adequate judge. The song to the tune of ^[3t- 
tiick Banks’* [The boimic lass of Ballochmylc] 
you will easily see the improiirioty of exposing 
much, even in manuscript. I think, myself, it 
has some merit : both as a tolerable description 
of one of nature’s sweetest scenes, a .July even- 
ing, and one of the finest pieces of nature's 
workmanship, the finest indeed we know any- 
thing of, an amiable, beautiful young woman 
but I have no common friend to procure me that 
permission, without which I would not dare to 
spread the copy. 

I am quite aware, Madam, what task the world 
would assign me in this letter. The obscure 
bard, when any of the great condescend to take 
notice of him, should heap the alUir with tiie in- 
cense of flattery. Their high ancestry, their 
own great and god-like qualities and atitions, 
should be recounted with the most exaggenitecl 
description. This, Madam, is a task for which 1 
am altogether unfit. Besides a certain disquali- 
fyiiig pridtj of heart, I know notliiug of your 
connexions in life, and have no access to where 
your re.il charactor is to l»(j found— the company 
of your compeers: and*more, I am afraid that 
even the most refiuc'd adulation is hy no means 
the road to your good o]»inion. 

One featuj e of your character T sliall evew wdtli 
grateful ])l(\isure remeinlier; — the rec<‘ption I 
got when 1 liad the lioiiour of waiting on you at 
Stair. I am little acquainted with politeness, 
hut I know a good deal of benevolence of tem- 
per and goodness of heart. Surely did those in 
exalted stations know liow happy tliey could 
make some classes of their inferiors hy conde- 
scension and affability, they -would never stand 
so high, measuring out with every look the height 
of their elevation, but condescend as sweetly as 
did Mrs. Stewart of Stair. 

B. B. 


XXXII. 

3Fn tj&e name of tje Nine. ^men. 


[Ttte song or ballad which one of the ** Deil's ydd Nowte. nu 
commanded to bum, was '* Holy Willie's Prayer," it is bclie\’ed. 
Currie Interprets the [Jdl’s yeld Nowte," to mean old bachelors, 
which, if rijfht, points to some^therof his compositions, for purga- 
tion by fire. Cilbcrt Burns says it is abcoffiriK appellation sometimes 
given to slieriifs' officers and otlier executors of the law. | 

We, Robert Bums, by -virtue of a warrant from 
Nature, bearing dato the twenty-fifth day of 
January, Anno Pomini one thousand seven 
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hundred and fifty-nine, ‘ Poet Laurcat, and 
Bard in Chief, in and over the districts and 
countries of Kyle, Cunningham, and Carrick, of 
old extent, To our trusty and well-beloved 
William Chalmers and John M‘Adam, students 
and practitioners in the ancient and mysterious 
science of confounding right and wrong. 

Right Trusty : 

Bo it known unto you that whereoe in the 
course of our care and watchings over the order 
and police of all and sundry the manufacturers, 
retainers, and venders of poesy ; bards, poets, 
poetasters, rh3naiers, jinglcrs, songsters, bal- 
lad-singers, &c. &c. &c. Acc., male and female 
— ^We have discovered a certain nciarious, 
abominable, and wicked song or ballad, a co])y 
whereof We have here inclosed; Our Will 
therefore is, tJiat Ye pitch upon and appoint the 
most execrable individual of that most execrable 
species, known hy the appellation, phrase, and 
nick-name of The Deil’s Yeld Nowte: and after 
having caused him to kindle a fire at the Cross 
of Ayr, ye shall, at noontide of the day, put into 
the said wretch’s merciless hands tlie said copy 
of the said nefarious and wicked song, to be 
consuuK'd by fire in the presenetj of all beholders, 
in ahhorrenei* of, and teiToreiii to, all such com- 
positions and comx)osers. And tliis in nowise 
leave ye undone, but have it executed in every 
point as this our mandate bears, before the 
twenty -fourth current, N\hoii in person Wo 
liope to applaud your faithfulness and Kcal. 

Given at Maucliline this twentieth day of No- 
vember, Anno Domini one thousand seven hun- 
dred and eigKty-six. 

God save the Bard ! 


XXXIIJ. 

t!ro ifloijctt i^utv. 


[The exiiedltion to Edinliuixhi to which this short letter alludes, 
was undertaken, it is needless to say. In consc(|uence of a wann and 
generous coiiuneudation of the genius of Burns written by Dr. 
Blacklock, to the Rev. Mr. Lawrle, and amimunicated by Ciavin 
Hamilton to the poet, when he was on the wing for the West 
Indies. J 

Moasgiel, IQih Nov. 1786. 

My dear Sir, 

Inclosed you have “ Tam Samson,” as I in- 
tend to print him. I am thinking for my Edin- 
burgh expedition on Monday or Tuesday, come 
se’ennight, for pos. I will see you on Tuesday 
first. 

I am over, 

Your much indebted, 

B.B. 


> Mlis/ilexander. 


Hb birch-da^. 
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XXXIV. 

ITo Wt. 

MAUCHLtNE ; 

SKCLOBIMQ THE VERSES ON DINING WITH 
EORD DAER. 


[To the Und and venerable Dr. Mackenzie, the poet was indebted for 
some valuable friendships, and his bingtaphcrs for some valuable in- 
formation, respecting the early days of fiunubj 


Wednesday Morning. 

Dear Sir, 

I never spent an afternoon amon" gveat 
folks with half that pleasure as when, in com- 
pany with you, I had the honour of paying my 
devoirs to that plain, honest, worthy man, the 
professor. [Dugald Stewart.] I would he de- 
lighted to see him perform acts of kindness and 
friendship, though I were not the object ; he 
does it with such a grace. I think his character, 
divided into ten p.arts, stands thus — four parts 
Socrates — four parts Nathaniel — and two parts 
Shakspeare’s Brutus. 

Tho foregoing verses were really extempore, 
but a little corrected since. They may enter- 
tain you a little with the help of that partiality 
with which you are so good ivs to favour the 
performances of. 

Dear Sir, 

Your very humble Servant, 

R.B. 


XXXV. 

^0 eSabin 

UAUCHLINE. 


[From Gavin Hamilton Hums and his brother took the farm of 
Mnisgid : the landlord was not slow in percdvlng the genius of 
Hubert: he had him frequently at his table, and the poet repaid this 
not&eeby verse not likely soon to die.] 


Edinburgh, Dee. 1th, 1786< 
Honoured Sir, 

I HAVE paid every attention to your com- 
ro^ds, but can only say what perhaps you will 
have heard before this reach you, that Muirkirk- 
lands were bought by a John Goi^on, W. S., but 
for whom I know not ; Mauchlonds, Haugh, 
Miln, &c., by a Frederick Fotheringhjeun, sup- 
posed to he for Ballochmyle Laird, and Adam- 
hill and Shawood were bought for Oswald’s 
folks. — This is so imperfect an aedhunt, and 
will be 80 late ere it reach yon, that were it not 
to di 8 chai|;e my conscience I would not tronblo 


you with it ; hut after all my diligence I could 
make it no sooner nor better. 

For my own affairs, I am in a fair way of be- 
coiqjpig as eminent as Thomas h Kempis or John 
Bimy^; and you may expect henceforth to see 
my birth-day inserted among tho wonderful 
events, in the Poor Robm*s and Aberdeen Al- 
manacks, along with the black Monday, and tho 
battle of Bothwell bridge. — My Lord Glencairn 
and the Dean of Faculty, Mr. H. Erskine, 
have taken me under their wing ; and by all 
probability I shall soon he the tenth worthy, 
and tlio eighth wise man of the world. Through 
my lord’s influence it is inserted in the records 
of the Caledonian Hunt, that they universally, 
one and all, subscribe for the second edition. — 
My subscription bills come out to-morrow, and 
you shall have some of them next post. — I have 
met, in Mr. Dalrymple, of Orangefield, what 
Solomon emphatically calls A friend that 
sticketh closer than a brother.” — The warmth 
with which ho interests himself in my afiairs is 
of the same enthusiastic kind which you, Mr. 
Aiken and the few patrons that took notice of 
my earlier poetic days showed for the poor un- 
lucky devil of a poet. 

I always remember Mrs. Hamilton and Miss 
Kennedy in my poetic prayers, but you both in 
prose and verse. 

May cauld ne’er catch yon but a haj). 

Nor hunger but in plenty’s lap ! 


XXXVI. 

BANKER, ATIU 


fThis IS thp second letter which Rums wrote, after his arrival in 
Edinburgh, and it is remarkable because it distinctly imputes )iis 
introduction to tlie Earl of Glencairn, to Dalrymple, of Orangefield ; 
tliough he elsewhere says thiifivas done by M r. Dalzdl ; — perhaps both 
those gentlemen had a band in this good deed.] 


Edinburgh, 13/A Dee. 1786. 

My honoured Friend, 

I WOULD not write you till I could have it in my 
power to give you some account of myself and my 
matters, which, by the by, is often no easy toslL 
— I arrived here on Tuesday was se’nnight, and 
have suffered ever since I came to town with a 
miserable head-ache and stomach complaint, 
hut am now a good deal better. — I have found a 
worthy warm friend in Mr. Dalrymple, of 
Orangefield, who introduced me to Lord Glen- 
caim, a man whose worth and brotherly kind- 
ness to me, I shall remember when time shall 
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be no morok— By his interost it is passed in the I 
‘‘ Caledonian Hunt,’’ and entered in their books, ! 
iiiat they are to take each a copy of tlic second 
edition, for which they are to pay one guinea. — 

1 liavo bct*n introduced to a good many of the 
noblesse, but my avowed patrons and i)atroncsses 
are the Duchess of Gordon— the Countess of 
Giencuirn, with my Lord, and Lady I3ctty‘ — 
tlie Dean of Faculty — Sir John 'Whitefoord. — I 
liave likewise warm friends among the literati ; 
Professors Stewart, Blair, and Mr. Mackenzie — 
the Man of Feeling. — An unknoum hand left ten 
guineas for the Ayrshire bard with Mr. Sihbald, 
which I got. — I since have discovered my gene- 
rous unUnoAvn friend, to bo Patrick Ahller, 
Ksq., brother to the Justice Clerk; and drank 
a glass of claret with him, by invitation, 
at his own house, yesternight. I am nearly 
agi’e(‘d with Creech to pinnt my book, and [ 
suppose I w'ill begin on Monday. I will send a 
subscription bill or two, next post; when 1 in- 
tend ^writing my first kind patron, Mr. Aiken. 

I saw his son to-day, and ho is very well. 

Diigald St(*M'art, «iud some of my learned 
friiaids, j)iit luo in the periodical i>iipor, called 
The Lounger,*'^ a copy of uliich I hcae enclose 
you.— I was. Sir, wJicn I was first hunourt'd 
>vith yiiur notice, too obscure ; now 1 tremble 
l<*st I should bo ruined by being dragged too sud- 
denly into the glare of polite and learned ob- 
sei'vation. 

I shall certainly, my ever-honoured patron, 
writ(‘ you an account of my every stei» ; and 
better h(‘alth and more spirits may enable mo 
lo make it something better than this stupid 
matter-of-faet epistle. , 

I Jiave the honour to be, 

Good Sir, 

Your ever grateful humble servant, 
il.B. 

If any of iny friends wiitc me, ray direction 
is, care of Mr. Creed i, bookseller. 

XXX VIT. 

^To Robert* iWwu*. 

!** Muir, thy mys Bums, wntiuf? of this (^cink'tnan 

to Mih. Duiili)]!, “ Thy wrakiiesbCK HtTe the alierraibins of Ininiin 
natun* ; hut fliy hi*ai t ^lo" ttl Tvith c‘vcry tliiiift Ken<*rou&, manly, .’.nd 
noble: and if lyvcr emariHiion from the All-^ood Bcm^; aiiunatod a 
htitnan lorni, ic was th4nc‘.J 

EtViAhurgh, Dec, SJO/Zt, 1780. 
hty DKAU Friend, 

I HAVE just time for the carrier, to toll j'ou tlmt 
I received your letter; of which I shall say no 
lucre but wiiut a lass of my acquaintance said of 

^ Ladv Qettv Cunninirham. 

• Theiiaiwr here atludcd to, was wrlrtrii by Mr. Alackenac, the ce- 
•* Wed author »i “ 'A he ALu •i hceiinif.” 


her bastard wean ; she said she “ did na ken 
wha' was the fathei’ exactly, but she suspected it 
was some o’ the bonny blackguard smugglers, for 
it was like them.” So I only say your obliging 
epistle was like you. I enclose you a parcel of 
subscription bills. Your affair of sixty copies 
is also like you ; but it would not be like mo 
to comply. 

Your friend’s notion of my life has put a 
crotcliot in my head of sketching it ia some fu- 
ture epistle to j^oiu My compliments to Chailes 
and Mr. Parker. 

R.B. 


XXXVllL 

TEo iMr. SiHilUam CTbalmcv^, 

WHITER, AYR. 

fWiUiiitn ChHlint.rs rlifU' nut the assignment of the rnpvrlKlit of 
lliiit's* I'oerns, in lavour of his brother (.lUhnt, aiul tor tlie innin- 
teiMnce of hh natural child, when cnj^ngcd to go to the West liidieb, 
m the autumn ol 

Edinburgh, Dec. 27 > 1780 , 
My dear Friend, 

I CONFESS I have sinned the sin for which 
there is hardly any forgiveness— ingratitude to 
fnendsliip — in not wriLing you sooner; but of 
all men living, I bad intended to have sent you 
an entertaining letter; and by all the plodding, 
stujiid powejs, that in nodding, conceited ma- 
jesty, preside o\er tlie dull routine of business — 
;i heaxily solemn oath this! — I am, and havo 
been, ever since I came to Fdinburgb, as unfit 
tt» write a letttT of humour, as to write a com- 
mentary on tlH‘ Revelation of St. Jolm the Di- 
\iue, uho Avasbniiislied to the Isle of Patinos, liy 
the cruel and bloody Doinitian, son to Vespasian 
and brother to Titus, both emperors of Rome, 
ami who was himself an emperor, and raised the 
second or third persecution, I forget which, 
against the Christians, and after throwing the 
.said Apostle John, brother to the Apostle James, 
comimmly called James tlie Greater, to distin- 
guish him from another Janies, w l>o was, on some 
account or other, known by the name of James 
the Less — after throwing him into a cauldron of 
boiling oil, from wliicli be was miraculously 
preseri ed, he banished the i>oor son of Zebodee 
to a desert island in the Archiiiolago, where 
lu* Avas gifted with the second sight, and saAV as 
maiiv Avild beasts as 1 liaA c seen since I came to 
Etliuburgh ; AAhich, a circumstance not very un- 
common in story telling, brings me back to 
AvJu'ro 1 set out. 

To make yon sonic amends for Avbat, before 
• you roach this paragraph, you will Iiave suffered, 
I i enclose you tAVO poems I have carded and spun 
I, since X past Gleubuck. 
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One blank in the address to Kdinburgli — • 

“ Fair B is heavenly Miss Burnet, 

daughter to Lord Monboddo, at whose house 1 
have had the honour to be more than once. 
There has not been anything nearly like her iji 
oil the combinations of beauty, grixcc, and good- 
ness the great Creator lias formed since Milton’s 
Eve on the first day of her existence. 

My direction is — care of Andrew Bruce, mer- 
chant, Bridgc-sti'ect. 


XXXIX. 

^0 t]>e CEavI of CFglhUoun. 


r Archibald Montgomciy. clevcntli Karl of KglintoTij and Colonel 
Hugh Montgomery, of Coilblicld, u-ho sutreetled his hrutlicr in liis 
titles and catates, were patruin., and kitid onc.i, of Burns, j 


Edinburyhy January 1787* 

jMy Lord, 

As I have but slender pretensions to pliiloso- 
pliy, I cannot rise to the exalted ideas of a citi- 
zen of the world, but have all those national 
jirejiidices, w'hich I believe glow peculiarly 
strong in the breast of a Scotchman. There is 
scarcely any thing to which I am so feelingly 
alive as the honour and welfare of my country ; 
and, as a poet, I have no higher enjoyment than 
singing her sons and daughters. Fate had cast 
luy station in the veriest shades of life ; lint 
never did a heart pant more ardently tlian 
nuno to be distinguished; though, till very 
lately, I looked in vain ou every side for a 
i-ay of light. It is easy then to guess how' 
much I was gratified with the countenance aud 
approbation of one of my country's most illus- 
trious sons, when Mr. Wauchope called on 
me yesterday on the part of your lordship. Y our 
munificence, my lord, certainly deseiwes my 
very grateful acknowledgments ; but your pa- 
tronage is a bounty peculiarly suited to my 
feelings. I am not master enough of the eti- 
quette of life to know, whether there be not 
some impropriety in troubling your lordship 
with my thanks, but my heart wdiispercd me to 
do it. From the emotions of my inmost soul I 
do it. Selfish ingratitude I hope I am incapable 
of; and mercenary servility, I trust, I shall ever 
have so much honest pride as to detest. 

B.B. 


XL. 

^0 CErabtn l^amilton. 

fThis Ipttci was first imblished by Robert Cliambeis. who oon> 
ndcred it ns clobiiig the inquiry, “ was Burns a married nuin ?" No 
doubt Hums thought hiinsrif unmarned, and the Kev. Mr. Auld 
was of the same opinion, since he ofiered him a certificate that he 
was singlet but no opinion of priest or lawyer, including the 
disclamation of .lean Annonr, and the iiellcf of llurns, could have, 
in Illy o]iininu, barrc'd the claim of the children to full le^lUmncy, 
according to the law of Scotland.') 


Edinburgh^ Jan. 7, 1787. 

To tell the truth among friends, I feel a mis- 
erable blaiilc in iny heart, with the w'ant of her, 
and 1 don’t think I shall ever meet with so de- 
licious an armful again. Slie has her faults ; 
and so Iiavo you and I; and so has every 
body : 

Their tricks and craft hae put me daft ; 
They’ve ta’cn me in anti a’ that ; 

But clear your decks, and Iktc's llio sex, 

I like the jads for a’ that. 

For a’ that and a' that, 

And twice as mucklo’s a’ that. 


I have met with a very ])r(‘tty girl, a Lolljl.ni 
fann(‘r’s ilaugliter, vbom 1 have almost ju i- 
suaded to uceompaiiy mes to the \v(‘st. coun- 
try, should 1 ('ver return to si'ttle tliej*<'. I »y 
tlio hye, a Lotjiian fanner is about an Ayrshire 
squire ol‘ the lowt r kind ; and 1 had a ino**! dt‘- 
lieious ride from LeitJi to her house yesternight, 
in a hackney-coach, with her brother and two 
sisters, and brother’s wife. W’e bad dined al- 
together at a common friend’s house in lAuth, 
and danced, drank, and sang till late enough. 
IMui night was dark, the claret had been good, 
and I thirsty. ***** 

II. B. 


Xlil. 

^0 ^aUantpne, IbiSq. 


{This letter containii the first intimation that the {Met desired to 
resume tlie labours of the farmer. The old saw of WilUc C>aw*s 
Skate,” be picked up from his mother, who had a vast collection of 
such sayings.) 


Edinburgh, Jan. 14, 1787* 
My hokoured Friekd, 

It gives me a secret comfort to observe in 
myself that I am not yet so far gone .as Willie 
Gaw’s Skate, “ past redemption;” for X liave 
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still this favourable symptom of grace, that when 
my conscience, as in the c^se of this letter, tells 
me T am leaving something undone that I ought 
to do, it teases me eternally till I do it. 

I am still darlc as was Chaos”' in rcspt*ct to 
futurity. My generous friend, Mr. Patrick 
M lller, has been talking with me about a lease 
of some farm or other in an estate calh'd Dal- 
swinton, whudi he has lately bought, near Dum- 
fries. Some life-rented embittering recolh'c- 
tions whisper me that I will bo happier any 
wliere than in my old neighbourhood, but Mr. 
Miller is no judge of land; and though 1 dare 
say lie means to favour me, yet he may give me, 
in his opinion, an advantageous bargain tliat 
may ruin me. I am to talct* a tour by Tluinfries 
as I return, and have promised to meet Mr. 
Miller on his lands some time in May. 

I went to a mason-lodge yesternight, where 
the most 'Worshii)ful Grand Master Cliart<ii*s, 
and all the Grand Lodge of Scotland visited. 
Tlie meeting was numerous and elegant ; all the 
different lotlges about tOAvn weio jjresc'iit, in all 
ilndr ])omp. The Grand Master, who presided 
w ith great solemnity and honour to himself as 
a gentleman and mason, among other general 
toasts, gave “ Caledonia, and CUledouia s Bard, 
Brother Burns,” which rung through the wlmlo 
.•esembly uitU multiplied honours and repeated 
aeclama Lions. As 1 liad no idea such a thing 
would liappeii, 1 was downiight ihunderstiuek, 
and trembling in every lu'rve, made tbe best re- 
turn in iny power. Just iis i had tlnifthed, some 
of the grand officers said, so loud that I could 
liear, witli a most comlbrting accent, “ Very 
well indeed 1’’ which set mo something to rights 
again. 

1 have to-day con*ected my lti2d page. My 
best good wishes to Mr. Aiken. 

1 am ever, 

Dear 8ir, 

Your much indebted liuiiildc Servaut, 

11. B. 


XliU. 

^0 2cJin liJallantfinc. 


1 1 liavc iu)t levitated to insici t all letten wirK|h show what liuri 
H-ab inussiitf; on as a imet* or pUiiniii g as a moii. 

January — , 1787» 

While here. I sit, sad and solitary by the 
Ride of a lire in a little country inn, ami diy’iiig 
my wet doilies, in pops a poor fellow of sodger, 
and tells me he is going to Ayr. By Jieavcns ! 


^ Stt Blaii’s <]iravc. 'J’liis nas a favounu* quotaUon with Uurns. 


say I to mjTSolf, with a tide of good spirits which 
the nuigic of that sound, Auld Toon o’ Ayr, con- 
jured lip, I will send my last song to Mr. Bal- 
lan ty 11 e. Here it is — 

Ye flowery banks o’ honnic Dooii, 

How cun ye hlumc sac fair ; 

How can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sao fu’ o’ care I * 


XIJH. 

^0 Dunlop. 


[The fricndftliip of Hfrs. Dunlop punrted, while it aUi 
national prcjudiecbof l!uri]b.J 

Edinhuryh^ January^ 17fl7- 

Madam, 

YoiJiis of the 9th current, which I am tJiis 
nionumt honoured with, is a deep i-eproach to 
me for ungrateful neglect. 1 will tell you 
thcic.il truth, lor I am miserably awdiward at a 
lil)--l wislicd to have WTitteu to Dr. Moore 
before 1 wrote to yon ; but tlmugh every 
djiy since I received yom-s of December flOtli, tlu; 
idea, the wish to write to him has constantly 
pressed ou my thoughts, yet I could not for my 
soul set about it. I know liis fame and cha- 
racter, and I am one of tlie sons of little men.” 
I’o write him .a more mattei-of-fact affuir. lilco 
a merchant’s order, would bo disgracing the lit- 
tle character I liave; and to write the author of 
“ Tile View of Society and IVIanners” a letter of 
sentiment — I declare eveiy ai’leiy runs cold at 
the thouglit. I shall try, however, to Avrite i,. 
him io-morroAV or next day. His kind interpo- 
sition in my behalf I liavc already experienced, 
As a gentleman waited on me tlio other day, on 
tiro part of Lord Eglintoiin, with ten guineas, by 
nay of subscriirtion for two copies of my next 
edition. 

The word you object to in the mention I have 
made of my glorious countryman and your im- 
mortal ancestor, is indeed borroAved from Thom- 
son; but it docs not strike me as an improper 
epithet. I distrusted my own judgment on your 
flnding fault Avith it, and applied for the opinion 
of some of tlie literati here, who honour uuj 
Avith tlieir critical strictures, and they all allow 
it to ho propc'r. The song you ask I cannot re- 
collect and J h.ave not a copy of it. I liave not 
composed any tiling on the great ‘Wallace', ex- 
ct'pt Avhat you have seen in print ; and the in- 
closed, Avhich I Av'ill print in this edition. You 
Avill sec J Iiavc mentioned some others of tlu* 
name. Wiieii 1 composed my “ ‘Vision” long 
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ago, I liad attempted a description of Ivojio, of 
wliich the additional stanzas arc a part, as it 
originally stood. My heart glows with a wish 
to be able to do justice to the merits of the “ Sa- 
viour of his Country,” which sooner or later I 
shall at least attempt. 

You are airaid 1 shall giow intoxicated with 
xny prosperity as a poet ; alas ! Madam, 1 know 
myself and the world too well. 1 do not mean 
any airs of affected modesty; 1 am willing to be- 
lieve that my abilities deserve some notice ; hut 
in a most enlightened, informed age and nation, 
wlicii poetry is and has been the stiuly of men 
of the first natural genius, aided with <all the 
powers of polite learning, polite hooks, and po- 
lite company — to bo dragged forth to the full 
glare of learned and polite observ'ation, with all 
my imperfections of awkward rusticity and 
crude unpolished ideas on my licad — I assure 
you, Aladam, 1 do not dissemble w’hen I toll you 
1 tremble for the consequences. The novelty of 
a poet in my obscure situation, witliout any of 
those advantages whicli arc reckoned necessary 
for that character, at l(‘ast at this time of day, 
lias raised a partial tide of public notice which 
luis borne me to a height, where I am abso- 
lutely, feelingly certain, my abilities arc inade- 
quate to support me ; ami too surely do 1 see 
that time when the same tide will leave me, and 
recode, perhaps, as far below the mark of truth. 

1 do not say this in the ridiculous affectation of 
self-abasement and modesty. I have studied 
myself, and know w'hat gi’ound I occuyiy; and, 
however a friend or the world may differ from 
me in that particular, I stand for my owm opin- 
ion, in silent resolve, with all the tonaeiousness 
t)f property, I mention this to you once for all 
to disburthen my mind, and I do not wdsli to 
hear or say more about it. — But, 

When iirfMid fortune’* ohhinfr tide uccdci,’' 

you will bear me witness, that when my bubble 
of fame was at the highest, I stood unintoxicale^ 
with the inebriating cup in my hand, looking 
forward wdth rueful resolve to the hastening 
time, when the blow of Caluinny should dash it 
to the gi’ound, wdth all the eagerness of venge- 
ful triumph. 

Your patronizing mo and interesting your- 
self in my fame and character as a poet, I re- 
joice in ; it exalts me in my owm idea ; and 
whether you can or cannot aid me in my sub- 
sci’iptioa is a trifle. Has a paltry subscrip- 
tion-bill any charms to the heart of a bard, com- 
pared with the pati-onage of the descendant of 
the immortal Wiillace ? 

It, B. 


XLIV% 

^0 IDt* i^oore. 

[Dr. Mo»rc« the aocumpllshcd author of /.eluco and fiithsraf Sir 
John Moore, intrroitLtl hiniielt in the fame and fortune of Uunii, as 
Mion as the |rublicatiou of his Poems made his name known to the 
U'orld. ] 

Edinburgh, Jaru 1787 

Sir, 

M as. Dvklop has been so kind ns to send mo 
pxtnicts of letters she has had from you, where 
you do the rustic bard the honour of noticing 
him and his works. Those who have felt the 
anxieties and solicitudes of authorshqi, can only 
know Avhat pleasure it gives to he noticed in 
such a manner, by j udges of the tirst charactei*. 
Your criticisms, Sir, I receive with revenmee : 
only I am sorry they mostly came too : a 
]>ei {‘ant passage or two that I w'ould certainly 
have altered, were gone to the press. 

■^Plie hope to be admired for ages, is, in by far 
tlie gi*(‘jiter part of those even who ai’o authors 
of rei>ute, an unsubstantial dream. For niy 
jiart, my first ambition w’as, and still my strong- 
est wdsh is, to please my compeers, the rustic in- 
mates of tlic hamlet, while ever-changing lan- 
gu.'ige and manners sliall allow me to he relished 
and understood. I am very wdl ling to a«lmit 
that I have some poetical abilities ; and as fe\r, 
if any, writers, either moral or poetical, are in- 
timately acquainted wdth the classes of mankind 
among whom 1 liavo chiefly ininglcd, I may 
have seen men and manners in a different phasis 
from what is common, wdiicli may assist origi- 
nality of thought. Still 1 know very w’cll tl»o 
iiovfdty of my chaT-acter has by far tJie greatest 
share in the learned and polite notice 1 have 
lately had ; and in a language where Tope and 
C^h urchin have raised the laugh, and Sheiistoiie 
and Gray drawn the tear; wdiere Thomson 
an<l Beattie have painted the landsra]io, and 
Lyttelton and Collins described the heart, I 
am not vain enough to hope for distinguished 
poetic fame. 

JLK 


XLV. 

^To tbc Saun'r, 

HEW MILLS, NEAIl KlLMAltHOCK. 

[It has hcPTj said, in thf TJfc of (turns, that for some time after lie 
went to Kdinhur^rli, lie diii not visit Dr, HlarUlnck, whose hiKh opi- 
nion of his gtTtuis imluLvd him to try his fortune in that eity : it will 
be seen by this letter that he had newlecti-cl nKo, for a time, at least* 
to wntc to Dr. Ijiiirie, who intmduecd him to the Doc*t«»r.J 

Edinburgh, Feb, 5th, 1787* 

REVEItFND AND DEAR SiR, 

When I look at the date of your kind letter, 
my heart reproaches me severely with ingrati- 
tude in neglecting so long to nnsw’er it. I will 
^not trouble you with any aeeornt way of 
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neology, of my hurried life and distracted atten- 
tion : do me the justice to believe that my delay 
hy no means proceeded from want of respect. I 
feel, and ever shall feel for you the mingled sen- 
timents of esteem for a friend and reverence for 
a father. 

I thank you. Sir, with all my soul for your 
friendly hints, though I do not need them so 
much as my friends are apt to imagine. You are 
dazzled with newspaper accounts and distant r<;- 
ports ; but, in reality, I have no great tempta- 
tion to be intoxicated with the cup of prosperity. 
Novelty may attract the attention of mankind 
awhile ; to it I owe my present «^chit ; but I st^» 
the time not fur distant when the popular tide 
which has borne me to a height of which I am, 
perhaps, unworthy, shall recede with silent ce- 
lerity, and leave me a barren waste of sand, to 
descend at my leisure to my foriiKjr station. I 
do not say this in the affectation of modesty ; I 
see the consequence is unavoidable, and am jire- 
pared for it. I had been at a good deal of pains to 
form a just, impartial estimate of my intellectual 
powers before I came here ; I have not added, 
since I c-june to Edinburgh, anything to the ac- 
count ; and I trust I shall take every atom of it 
back to my shades, the coverts of my unnoticed, 
eai’ly ycJirs. 

In Dr. Blacklock, whom I see very often, I 
liave found what I would have expected in our 
friend, a clear liead and an excellent heart. 

By far the most agreeable liours I sx)eud in 
hkliiiburgh must be xdaced to the account of 
Miss Laurie and her ihano-loi te. I cannot heli> 
rex>eating to you and Mrs. l^aurio a compliment 
that Mr. Mackenzie, the celebrated “JMan of 
Feeling,” paid to INTiss Laurie, the other night, 
at the concert. I had come in at the interlude, 
and sat down by him till £ saw IMiss Laurie in a 
scat not very distant, and went up to pay my 
1 ‘espects to her. On my return to Mr. Macken- 
zie he asked me who she was ; I told liiin Hwas 
the daughter of a reverend friend of mine in the 
west country. lie returned, there was some- 
thing very striking, to his idea, in her appear- 
ance. On my desi:*ing to know what it was, he 
was pleased to say, “ She has a great deal of the 
elegance of a well-bred lady about her, with all 
the sweet simplicity of a country girL” 

My compliments to all the hapjiy inmates of 
St. Maigai'ct's. B. B. 

XI.VT. 

^0 D|;. iHoore. 

[In llic Answer to this letter Dr. Moore snys that tlie poet was 
a frent favourite in lijs fiunily, and that his yniin^t son, at Win- 
chester sehcKil* had translated part of " Halloween” inUiLadri verse, 
fur the benefit of his oomrades.] 

Edinburffh, \6lh February ^ 17117 - 

SlB, 

Pardoit my seeming neglect in delaying so 
long to acknowledge tlio honour you Jiavc donc^ j 


me, in your kind notice of me, January 23rd. 
Not.maiiy months ago I knew no other employ- 
men i than following the plough, nor could boast 
any thing higher than a distant acquaintance 
with a country clergyman, Merc greatness never 
embarrasses me ; 1 liavc nothing to ask from the 
great, and I do not fear their judgment : hut 
genius, polished by learning, and at its pToj>er 
point of elevation in the eye of the world, this of 
late I fi-equontly meet with, and tremble at its 
api^ro^ieli. I scorn tlie affectation of seeming 
modesty to cover self-conceit. That I have some 
merit I do not dtmy ; but I see with frequent 
wringings of heart, tliat the novelty of my cha- 
rjMJter, and the honest national prejudice of my 
couiitrymen, have borne me to a height alto- 
gether untenable to my abilities. 

For the honour Miss WillLams has done me, 
please, Sir, return lier in my name my most 
grateful tiiaiiks. 1 have more than once thought 
of paying her in kind, but have hitherto quitted 
the idea in hojieless despondency. I had never 
before heard of licr ; but the other day I got her 
X^oems, which lor several reasons, some belong- 
ing to the head, and others the offsxwing of the 
heart, give me a great deal of ideasure. I have 
little pretensions to critic loro ; there are, I thiiilc, 
two characteristic features in her poetiy — the 
unfettered wild bight of native genius, and the 
querulous, sombre tenderness of “ time-settled 
soriow,” 

I only know what x^lc^^uscs me, often without 
being able to tell why, 

R. B. 

XLVII. 

^0 3}o!)n l!)a!lnntBne, lEsiq. 

[I'he picture firom which Beuffo engmved the portrait alluded to 
In this letter, was painted by the now venerable Alexander Nasmytli — 
the eldest of living British artists;— it is, tvith the exception of a pro- 
file by Miers, the only iwrcroit for which we are quite sure that the 
IKiet sat.] 

Edinburgh, Feb, 24, 1787- 

My HONOURED FitlEKD, 

I WI 1 .T. soon be with you now, in guid black 
prent ; — in a week or tea days at farthest. I 
am obliged, against my bwn wish, to iwint sub- 
scribers’ names ; so if any of my Ayr friends 
have subscription hills, they must he sent into 
Creech directly. I am getting my phiz done by 
an eminent engraver, and if it can be ready in 
time, I will appear in my book, looking like all 
other /oo& to my title-page. 

R. Bw 
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XLVJIL 

^0 tijc C^atl of Glcncatm* 

{The Earl (if Glcncairn nems to liavc refused, from motlm of d(>‘ 
Hleacy, tlie request of tlic ptict: the verses, long' lost, ivere at last 
found, and are now, through the kindness of iny friend. Major James 
Glen(atirn Burns, printed with the rest of his eminent father's works.] 

Edinburgh^ 17 ^ 7 . 

My Lord, 

I WANTBD to purchase a profile of your lord- 
ship, Avliicli I was told was to be got in town ; 
but I am truly sorry to see that a blundering 
painter lias spoiled a “ human face divine.” The 
enclosed stanzas I intended to have written be- 
low a picture or profile of your lordship, could 
I have been so liajipy as to procure one with any 
thing of a likeness. 

As I will soon return to my shades, I wanted 
to have something like a material object for my 
gi’atitude ; I wanted to have it in my power to 
say to a friend, there is my noble patron, my 
generous benefactor. Allow me, iny lord, to 
publish these verses. I conjure your lordsliip, 
by the honest throe of gratitude, by the generous 
wish of benevolence, by all the powers and feel- 
ings which compose the magnanimous iniiitl, do 
not deny me this petition. I owe miicli to your 
lordship : and, what has not in some other in- 
stances always been the case with me, the weight 
of the obligation is a pleasing load. I trust I 
have a heart as independent as your lordsliip’ s, 
than which I can say nothing more ; and I would 
not be beholden to favours that would crucify 
my feelings. Your dignified character in life, 
and manner of supporting that character, are 
flattering to my pride ; and 1 would be jealous 
of the purity of ray grateful attaelmient, whore 1 
was under the patronage of one of the much fa- 
voured sons of fortune. 

Almost every poet has celebrated his iiatrons, 
particularly when they were names deal* to fame, 
and illustrious in their country ; allow nu', then, 
my lord, if you think the verses have intrinsic 
merit, to tell the world how much I have the 
Honour to be. 

Your lordship’s liiglily indebted, 

And ever grateful bumble servant, 

R.B. 

XLIX. 

To l!)c CFarl of 33ut|inn. 

I The Eart of Buchan, a man of talent, but more than toltrably 
vaSn, advised Hurns to \isit tJie battle-fields and scenes celebrated in 
•t)T.g on the Scottisl) border, with the hofie, tKTiiaps, that he wwild 
drop atew of Ins, fiappy venes in 1 jrybnigh Abbey, the residence of his 
hMdbhip.] 

My Lord, 

Tke honour your lordsliip has done me, by 
your notice and advice in yours of the 1st instant, 
I sliall ever gratefully remember: — 


'* Praiac from thy lips 'ds mine with lay to boiiuri. 

They best can give it who deserve it most.* 1 

Your lordship touches the darling chord of my 
heart, when you advise me to fire my muse at 
Scottish story and Scotch scenes. 1 wish for 
nothing more than to make a leisurely pilgrim- 
age through my mative country ; to sit and muse 
on those once hard-contended fields, whore Cale- 
donia, rejoicing, saw her bloody lion borne 
through broken ranks to victory and fume ; and, 
e.atcliing the inspiration, to pour the deatliless 
names in song. But, my lord, in the midst of 
these enthusiastic reveries, a long-visaged, dry, 
moral-looking phantom strides across iny ima- 
gination, and pronounces these emphatic 
words : — 

I, Wisdom, dwell w'ith Prudence. Friend, 
I do nut come to open the ill-cluscd wounds of 
your follies and misfortunes, merely to give you 
pain : 1 wish through these wounds to imprint a 
Listing lesson on your heart. I will not mention 
how many of my salutary advices you have de- 
spised : I liave given you line upon line and pre- 
cept upon precept; and while 1 w.as cha living 
out to you the straight way to W'ealth and cha- 
racter, with audacious effrontery you have 
zigzagged across tlu* path, conteimiiiigine to my 
face: you know the consetiuenees. It is not 
yet three months since lioine was so liot for you 
tliat you were on tlie wing for the western shore 
of the Athintie, not to make a fortune, but to 
hide your misfortune. 

“Now that your dear-loved Scotia puts it in 
your power to return to the situation of your 
forefathers, will you follow these will-o’-wisp 
meteors of fancy and whim, till they bring you 
once more to the brink of ruin ? 1 gi*ant tiuit 

the utmost ground you can occupy is but half a 
step from the veriest poverty ; but still it is lialf 
a stei> from it. If all that I can urge be ineflec- 
tual, let her who seldom calls to you in vain, let 
the call of pride in-evail with you. You know 
how you feel at the iron gripe of rutliless oj>- 
pression : yon know how you bear the galling 
sneer of contumelious greatness. I hold you 
out the conveniences, tlie comforts of life, in- 
de})cndence, and character, on the one hand ; I 
tender yon civility, dependence, and wretched- 
ness, on the other. I will not insult your un- 
derstanding by bidding yon mal<e a choice.” 

’J’his, my lord, is unanswerable. I must re- 
turn to my humble station, and w'oo my rustic 
muse in my vvonted way at the plough-tail. 
Still, my lord, wliilc the drops of life warm my 
lieai't, gratitude to that dear-loved country in 
which I boast my birth, and gratitude to those 
her distinguished sons, who have honoured mo 
so much with their patronage and approbation, 
shall, while stealing tln-ough iny humble shades, 
ever distend my bosom, and at times, as now, 
draw forth the swelling tear. 

ILR 


Imitated from J'oiw’i Elotte to Abdird. 
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®o iWr. 3amc0 ©anUlfeJ. 

f JamM Cnndli^, a Ktudcnt of medicine, was well acqiudntx.'cl with 
the poplry of Lowe, author of that sublime lyric, Mary's Dream," 
and at the request of Bums sent Lowe's classic sung of ** i^ompey’s 
Uhost," to the Musical Museum.] 

Edinburgh^ March 21, 1787. 

My ever dear old Acq,uaintance, 

I WAS Cfiually suriirist^id and iileasetl at yoiir 
letter, though I dare say you will think hy my 
delaying so long to wiite to you that I am so 
drowned in the intoxication of good fortune as 
to he indifferent to old, and once dear connexions. 
The truth is, I was determined to write a good 
letter, full of argument, amplification, erudition, 
and, as Bayes says, all that, I thought of it, and 
thought of it, and, by my soul, I could not ; and, 
lest you should mistake tlio cause of my silence, 
I just sit down to tell you so. Don’t give your- 
self credit, though, that the strength of your 
logic scares mo : the truth is, J never mean to 
meet you on that ground at all. You have 
shown me one thing which was to he dcnion- 
sti'ated : that strong pride of reasoning, with a 
little affectation of singularity, may mislead the 
host of hearts. 1 likcwist*, sinee you and I M^ere 
first accpiaiiited, in tlio pride of despising old 
women’s stories, ventured in “ the ilaring path 
S[)iuosa trod hut <*xj)erieneo of tlio weakness, 
not the strength of human powers, made me 
glad to grasj) at revealed religion. 

I am still, ill the Apostle I’anl’s phrase, 
“The old man with his deeds,” as when we 
wore sporting about the “ Lady Thorn.” I shall 
he four weeks here yet at least ; and so I shall 
expect to hear from you ; welcome sense, wel- 
come nonsense. 

I am, with the m armost sincerity, 

JL B. 

IJ. 

^0 , 

[The name of tlie friend to whom tliis Utter wns oildrcascd Is still 
nnknnwii, though known to Dr. Currie. The KHCulaplhn Club of 
Eiiinburgh huve. since the death ot Ihims, added some iion-\vork» 
with an inscription in honour of tlic Ayrshire poet* to the oiigmnl 
head-stone. The cost to tlie rioct was i, 5. 10s. J 

Edinburgh, March, 1787* 

My dear Sir, 

You may think, and too justly, that I am a 
selfish, ungrateful fellow, having received so 
many repeated instances of kindness from you, 
and yet never putting pen to paper to say thank 
you ; hut if you knew what a devil of a life my 
conscience has led me on that account, your 
good heart would think yourself too much 
avenged. By the bye, there is nothing in the 
wliole frame of man whicli seems t<^c so uuac>» 


countable as that thing called conscience. Ilad 
the 'troublesome yelping cur powers efficient to 
prevent a mischief, he might be of use ; hut at 
the beginning of the business, his feeble etforts 
are to the workings of passion as the infiuit 
frosts of an autumnal morning to the unclouded 
fervour of the rising sun : and no sooner arc the 
tumultuous doings of the wicked deed over, than, 
amidst the bitter native consequences of folly, 
in the very vortex of our horrors, up starts con- 
science, Olid harrows us with the feelings of the 
damned. 

I have enclosed you, by way of expiation, some 
verse and prose, that, if they merit a place in 
youivstruly entertaining miscellany, you arc wel- 
come to. The prose extract is literally as Mr. 
Sprott sent it me. 

The inscription on the stone is as follows : — 

“herb lies ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET. 
Bom. September 5th. 1751— Died, iCth October, 177^* 

** No BTulptiu^d marble here, nor pompous lay, 

* No storied lurn nor animated bust;* 

Thu simple stone direi'ts pale Scotia’s way 
To pour her sorrows o’er her poet's dust." 

On the other side of the stone is as follows : 

** By special grant of the ni ■> Bobert Burns, who CTerted 

this suiiic, this burial-place is for ever saci-cd to the me- 

mory ol Robert Fergusson." 

Scssion-hoTfxe, within the Kirk of Canon gntr, the 
twenig-^ficcond day of February j one thousand 
seven hundred eighty-seven years. 

Sederunt of the INlanagers of the Ivirk and Kirk- 
Yard funds of Caiioiigate. 

Which day, the treasurer to the said funds 
produced a letter from IMr. liohert Burns, of 
date the (>tli current, which was read and ap- 
liointed to be engi’ossod in their sederunt book, 
and of which letter the tenor follows : — 

“"J’o the honourable baillics of Cunongate, 
Kdinlmrgh. — Gentlemen, I am sorry to be told 
that the renuains of llobert Fergusson, the so 
justly celebrated poet, a man whose talents for 
ages to come will do honour to our Caledonian 
name, lie in your church-yard among the ignoble 
dead, unnoticed and unknown. 

“Some memorial to direct the stops of the 
lovers of Scottish song, when they wisli to shed 
a tear over the ‘ narrow house’ of the bard whi> 
is no more, is surely a tiibute due to Fergusson’ a 
memory : a tribute I wish to have the honour of 
paying. 

“ I petition you then, gentlemen, to permit me 
to lay a simple stone over his revered ashes, to 
remain an unalienable property to his deathless 
fame. I have the lionour to be, gentlemen, your 
very humble servant ( sic subscribitur ), 

Robert Burns.” 

Thereafter the said managers, in consideration 
of the laudable and disinterested motion of Mr. 
Burasyand the propriety of his request, did, ami 
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hereby do, imanimously, grant power and liberty 
to tlie said Hobert Burns to ere^ct a headstone at 
the grave of the said Robert Fergusson, and 
to keep up and preserve the same to his memory 
in all time coming. Extracted forth of the re- 
cords of the managers, by 

William Sprott, Clerk. 


LII. 

^0 Idunlop* 

[The pnet alludei In thU letter to the profita of the EdinhutRli 
edition of his Poems: tlic exact sum is nowhere slated, but It could 
Jiothavc been less than se\'cn hundred pouiids.r 

Editihurgh, March 22nd, 1787* 

Madam, 

I RiCAD your letter with watery eyes. A little, 
very little while ago, I had scarce a fricml but 
the stubborn pride of my own bosom ; now I 
am distinguished, jiatroniscd, befriended by 
you. Your friendly advices, 1 will not give them 
the cold name of criticisms, I receive with re- 
verence. I have m.ade some small alterations 
in what I before had printed. I have the advice 
of some very judicious friends among the literati 
hero, but with them I sometimes find it neces- 
sary to claim the privilege of thinking for my- 
self. The noble Earl of Gloncairn, to whom I 
owe more tlian to any man, does me the honour 
of giving mo his strictures : his hints, with re- 
spect to impropriety or indelicacy, I follow im- 
plicitly. 

You kindly interest yourself in niy future 
views and prospects ; there I can give you no 
light. It is all 

'* Dark u was Chaos ere the iufant sun 
Was roll’d together, or had triwl hu beams 
Athwart tlie ^loom profuund.” ^ 

The appellation of a Scottish bard, is by far 
my highest pride ; to continue to deserve it is 
my most exalttnl ambition. Scottish scent‘s and 
Scottish story are the themes I could wish to 
sing. I have no dearer aim than to have it in 
my power, unplagued with the routine of busi- 
ness, for which lieaven knows I am unfit enough, 
to make leisurely pilgrimages through Caledonia; 
to sit on the fields of her battles ; to wander on 
the romantic banks of her rivers ; and to muse 
by the stately towers or venerable ruins, once 
the honoured abodes of her hei'ocs. 

But these are all Utopian thoughts: I have 
dollied long enough with life ; His time to be in 
earnest. 1 have a fond, an aged mother to care 
for : and some other bosom ties perhaps equally 
tender. Where the individual only suffers by 
the consequences of his own thoughtlessness, in- 
dolence, cr folly, he may be excusable; nay, 


* Ul.'iii’ftf rave. 


shining abilities, and some of the nobler virtues, 
may half sanctify a heedless character; but 
where God and nature have entrusted the wel- 
fare of others to his care ; where the trust is 
sacred, and the ties are dear, that man must hu 
far gone in selfishness, or strangely lost to reflec- 
tion, whom these connexions will not rouse to 
exertion. 

1 guess that I sliall clear between two and 
three hundred pounds by my aiitliorsliip ; with 
that sum 1 intend, so far as 1 may be said to 
have any intention, to return to my old acquaint- 
ance, the plough, and, if 1 can meet with a lease 
by which 1 can live, to commence farmer. I do 
not intend to give up poetry ; being bred to la- 
bour, secures me independence, and the muses 
are my chief, sometimes have been my only en- 
joyment. Jf my practice second my resolution, 

J sliall h.avo principally at heart the serious bu- 
siness of life ; but w’hiJe following my plough, or 
building up my shocks, 1 shall cast a leisure glance 
to that dear, that only feature of my character, 
wJiicli gave me tlie notice of my couiitiy,and the 
patronage of a Wallace. 

Thus, hoiiourod IMadam, I have given you the 
bard, bis situation, and his views, native as they 
ai*c in his own bosom. 

R. B. 

LTir. 

^0 33unlop. 

(TliUi seems to be a letter aiknowlcdging tlie payment of Mrs. 
Dunlop's subscription tor his poems.] 

Edinburgh, 15f/* April, 1787- 

Madam, 

There is an affectation of gTititiulo wliicli I 
dislike. The periods of Job ii.son and the pause 
of Sterne, may hide a selfish heart. For my part, 
Madam, I trust I have too much luide for ser- 
vility, and too little iimdoneo for selfishness. I 
have this moment broken open your letter, but 

*' llude am I in speech. 

Anti therefore little can I f^iace my (V-iis ■ 

In tor myself—” t 

so I shall not trouble you with any fine speeches 
and hunted figures. 1 sliall just lay my hand 
on my heart and say, I hope I sh lU ever have 
the truest, the warmest sense of your goodness. 

I come abroad in print, for eorUiu on Wed- 
nesdfiy. Your orders I shall punctually attend , 
to ; only, by tlie way, I must tell you that I was 
paid before for Dr. Moore’s and Mi^s Williams* 
copies, through tlie medium of Commissioner 
Cochrane in this place, but that w.! can settle 
wlien I have the honour of waiting on you. 

Dr. Smith * >vas just gono to London the 
morning before I received your letter to him. 

H. B. 


* KnimOtluUo, J AdarnSmici. 
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LIV. 

^0 Sibbaltj, 

BOOKBEl,L£H IK EDINBUJIGII. 

[This letter (lr<«t appeared in that very valuable \VDrk> NlchoU’s 
lUusnatlons of Lltcratun:.] 

Zatim Market. 

SlRf 

So little am I acquainted with the words and 
manners of the more public and polished walks 
of life, that I often feel myself mucli embar- 
v*assod how to express the feelings of my heart, 
^Kirticularly gi’atitude : — 

** Rude am I in my spcei'hj 
And little thcrt'iore shall 1 (^acemy cauae 
In speiikliig for mysdf— ” 

The wai-mth with which 'you have befriended 
an obscure man and a young author in the last 
three magazines — I can only say, Sir, I feel the 
weight of the obligation, 1 wish I could ex- 
press my sense of it. Jn the meantime accept 
of the conscious acknowledgment from. 

Sir, 

Your obliged servant, 

K.B. 

LV. 

^0 illlr. ilHoorc. 

[The lKx>k to which the poet alludcn, was tlie well-known View 
olSiJciety bv Dr. Maire,i work of spirit and observation. J 

Edinburgh^ 23rd April, 1787- 
I iiECEfVED the books, and sent the one you 
mentioned to^ Mrs. Dunlop. I am ill skilled in 
beating the coverts of imagination for meta- 
phors of gratitude. I thank you, Sir, for the 
honour you have done me ; and to ray latest 
hour will warmly reineinber it. To be highly 
pleased with your book is what I have in com- 
mon with the world ; but to regard these vo- 
lumes as a mark of the author's friendly esteem, 
is a still more supreme gratification. 

I leave Edinburgh in the course of ten days 
or a fortnight, and after a few pilgrimages over 
some of the classic ground of Caledonia, Cow- 
den Knowes, Banks of Yarrow, Tweed, &c., 
1 sliall return to my rural shades, in all likeli- 
hood never more to quit them. I have formed 
many intimacies and friendships here, but I am 
afraid they are all of too tender a construction 
7to bear carriage a hundred and fifty miles. To 
the rich, tho great, the fashionable, the polite, 1 
liave no equivalent to offer ; and I am afraid my 
meteor appearance will by no means entitle me 
to a settled correspondence with any of you, 
who are the permanent lights of genius and lite- 
rature. 


My most respectful compliments to Miss 
WiUiams. If once this tangent flight of iniuo 
were over, and 1 were returned to my wonted 
leisurely motion in my old circle, I may ])vo- 
bably endeavour to return her poetic cum[ili- 
meut in kind. 

R.B. 

LVI. 

ISTo Btinlop. 

f 'iliis letter was in answer to one of criticism and remonstrance, 
from Mrs. Dunlop, respecting " The Dream," which liad btg- 
d the poet to ninit, lest it should iiorm his fottuncs witli tlw 
irld.] 


Edinburgh, 30/A April, 

Youb. criticisms. Madam, J under- 
stand very well, and could have wished to have 
pleased you better. You are right in your 
guess that I am not very amenable to counsel. 
Poets, much my superiors, have so flattered 
those who i>ossessod the adventitious qualities 
of wealth and power, that I am determined to 
flatter no created being, either in prose or 
verse. 

I set as little by princes, fords, clergy, critics, 
&C, as all these respective gentry do by iny hard- 
ship. 1 know what I may expect from the 
world, by and by — ^illiberal abuse, and perhaps 
contemptuous neglect. 

1 am liappy. Madam, that some of my own 
favourite pieces are distinguished by your par- 
ticular approbation. For my *• Dream,'' which 
has unfortunately incurred your loyal displea- 
sure, I hope in four weeks, or Ie.ss, to have the 
honour of ap|>earmg, at Dunlop, in its defemu) 
in person. 

ika 

LVTT. 

tj^e Ifltb. Hi. 

[The annver of Dr. Blair to thii letter contains the fallowin§r 
passage : '* Vour situation, as you w, was indeed very singular : and 
in being brought out all at once Rom the shades of deeiiest privacy 
to «> gnat a share of public notice and observation, you had to 
stand a set'cre trial. 1 am happy you have stood it so well, and as 
far as 1 have knoum, or heard, though in the midst of many tempta- 
tions, without reproach to your character or bchavlout "j 

Lawn^market, Edinburgh, ^rd Mag, 1787- 
Revebend and much-bespectcd Sib, 

I LEAVE Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but 
cauld not go without troubling you with half a 
line, sincerely to thank you for the kindness, 
patronage, and friendship you have shown me. 

3 V 
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I often felt the emharraAsment of my sin^ilar 
situation ; drawn forth from the veriest sliades 
of life to the glare of remark; and honoured by 
the notice of those illustrious names of my coun- 
try whose works, while they are applauded to 
the end of time, will ever instruct and mend the 
heart. However the meteor-like novelty of my 
appearance in the world might attract notice, and 
honour me with the acquaintance of the per- 
manent lights of genius and literature, those 
who are truly benefactors of the immortal na- 
ture of man, I knew very well that my utmost 
merit was far unequal to the task of preserving 
that character when once the novelty was over; 
1 have made up my mind that abuse, or almost 
even neglect, will not surprise me in my 
quarters. 

I have sent you a proof impression of Beugo’s 
work ^ for me, done on Indian paper, as a tri- 
fling but sincere testimony with what heart- 
warm gratitude 1 am, Ac, 

E.B. 

LVTIT. 

tETo tj^e lEatl of d&Iencatrn. 

[The poet addreiaed the foUmvlng letter to the Garl of Glencaim, 
wheu he commenced hU Journey to the Uorder. It wai fint printed 
In the third edition of Lockhart’s Life of Bums ; an eloquent and 
manly work.J 

Mv Loud, 

I GO away to-morrow moruing early, and al- 
low me to vent the fulness of my heart, in thank- 
ing your lordship for all that patronage, that 
benevolence and that friendship with which you 
have honoured me. With brimful eyes, I pray 
that you may find in that great Being, whose im- 
age you so nobly bear, that friend which I have 
found in you. My gratitude is not selfish design — 
that I disdain — it is not dodging after the heels 
of greatness — that is an oflering you disdain. 

It is a feeling of the same kind with my devo- 
tion. 

ILB. 

LIX. 

0tt. SStiiliam Btinhat. 

[ William DunbarjColond of the CrodialkuiFenclUla. Thename 
has a maitial lotutd, but the corps which he commanded was a 
dub of Hits, whose courage wasexeidsedon ** paitidclu, teala, noor- 
powts, and ploven.”] 

Lawn^arket, Mondaiy 
Dear Sir, 

Ik justice to Spenser, I must acknowledge 
that there is scai'cely a poet in the language 
oonld have been a more agreeable present to 


me ; and in justice to you, allow me to say, Six, 
that I have not met with a man in Ediiiburgli 
whom I would so willingly have been indebted 
for the gift. The tattered rhymes I herewith 
present you, and the handsome volumes of 
Spenser for which I am so much indebted to yoar 
goodness, may perhaps be not in proportion to 
one another ; but bo that as it may, my gift, 
though far less valuable, is as sincere a mark of 
esteem as yours. 

The time is approaching when I shall return 
to my shades ; and I am afraid my numerous 
Edinburgh friendships are of so tender a con- 
struction, that they will not bear ciirriage with 
me. Yours is one of the few thatT could wish 
of a more robust constitution. It is indeed 
very probable that wdieii I leave this city, we 
part never more to meet in this sublunary 
sphere ; but I liave a strong fancy that in some 
future eccentric planet, the comet of happier 
systems, than any with which astronomy is yet 
acquainted, you and I, among the harum scarum 
sons of imagination and whim, with a hearty 
shake of a hand, a metaphor and a laugh, ghi^t 
recognise old acquaintance : 

•* Where wit may sparkle all its rays, 

Uncurst with caution's fears ; 

That pleasure, basking in the blaze. 

Rejoice forendless years." 

I have the honour to be, with the warmei t 
sincerity, dear Sir, &c. 

H.B. 


I.X. 

[James Johnson was an engraver In Edinburgh, and pmiirietnr 
of the Musical Museum ; a truly national work, for which Bums 
u rote or amended many songs.] 

Lawn-market, Friday noon, 3 May, 17H7, 
Dear Sir, 

I HAVE sent you a song never before 
known, for your collection; tlieairbyM^Gibbon, 
but 1 know not the author of the words, as Igot 
it from Dr. Blocklock. 

Farewell, my dear Sir! I wished to liave seen 
you, but I have been dreadfully throng, as I 
march to-morrow. Had my acquaintance with 
you been a little older, 1 'would have asked the 
favour of your correspondence, as I have met 
with few people whose company and conversa-' 
tion i^vcs me so much pleasure, because 1 have 
met with few whose sentiments are so conge- 
nial to my own. 

When Dunbar and you meet, tell him that 
I left Edinburgh with the idea of him hanging 
somewhere about my heart. 

Keep the original of the song till we meet 
Bgaii^ whenever that majr be. 


} The prartnltef the poet, efter Nasuiyth. 


K.& 



OF ROBERT BURNS. 


«59 


LX I. 

Co 

EDIKBURAH. 

(ThW cihRrM.<teristic lettfrwu ivrStten during the poei?» border 
tourt he narrowly eicapcd a soaking udth whiskey* as well as with 
water; for. according to the Etcrick Shephcnl, •• a cuuplcof \arrow 
lads, tovers of puede and punch, awaited his coming to Selkirk, 
but wouid not believe that the panion.looking, hlauk-avised man, 
who rode up to the Inn more hke a dmuket craw than a poet, 
could be liurna, and so went disappointed away.”] 


Selkirk, 13/A Map, 1787. 

My honoured Friend, 

The enclosed I have jtist wrote, nearly ex- 
tempore, in a solitary inn in Selkirk, after a mis- 
erahle wet day's riding. I have been ovc 3 r most 
of East Lothian, Berwick, Roxburgh, and Sei- 
kirk-shires; and next week I begin a tour 
tlirough the north of England. Yesterday I 
dined with Lady Harriet, sister to my noblo 
patron,* Quern Deus conservet ! I would write 
till I would tire you as much with dull prose, as 
1 dare say by this time you are with wretched 
verse, but I am jaded to death ; so, with a 
grateful laro^vell, 

1 have the honour to he, 

Good Sir, yours sincerely, 

lua 

Auld chuckle Reekie’s sair distrest, 

Down drops her once wcel burnish’d crest, 

Nae joy her bounic buskit nest 

Can yield ava ; 

Her darling bird that she lo’es best, 
Willie’s awa * 

LXII. 

Co i^r. ipattjson, 

H (} O K S K L L K a. PAISLEY. 

rTliis letter hu a business air abimt it : the name of Patison it no- 
where die to be found in the poet s oorrespondcnce. j 


Berry*wcH, near Danse, May llth, 1787- 
Dear Sir, 

1 AM Sony I was out of Edinburgh, making a 
slight pilgrimage to the classic scenes of this 
country, when I was favoured with yours of the 
11th instant, enclosing an order of the Paisley 
banking company on the royal bank, for 
twenty-two pounds seven shillings sterling, 
payment in full, after carriage deducted, for 
ninety copies of my book I sent you. Accord- 
ing to your motions, I see you will have left 
l^'cotland before this reaches you, otherwise 1 


would send you “ Holy Willie” with all my 
heart. 1 was so hurried that I absolutely for- 
got several things I ought to have minded, 
among the rest, sending books to Mr. Cowan ; 
but any order of yours will be answered at 
Creech’s shop. You will please remember that 
non-subscribers pay six shillings, this is Creech’s 
profit ; but those who have subscribed, though 
their names have been neglected in the printed 
list, which is very incorreet, ore supplied at 
subscription price. I was not at Glasgow, nor 
do 1 intend for London; and 1 tliink Mrs. 
Fame is very idle to tell so many lies on a poor 
poet. When you or Mr. Cowan write for co- 
pies, if you should want any, direct to Mr. Hill, 
at Mr. Creech’s shop, and 1 write to Mr. Hill by 
this post, to answer either of your orders. Hill 
is Mr. Creech’s first clerk, and Creech himself 
is presently in London. I suppose I shall have 
the pleasure, against your return to Paisley, of 
assuring you how much I am, dear Sir, your 
obliged humble servant, 

R.B. 


LXIll. 

^0 m. Xteof; 1E«q. 

MASTER OF THE HIGH SCHOOL, EDINBURGH. 


penny Geddet wat a tealout old woman, who threw the stool on 
which she sat, at the Dean of E(linl<iin?h’s head, when, in 1637, he 
attempted to intnjdncc a Scottish LitUTKy, and cned as she threw* 
'« villain, wilt thou say the mass at my lu; !” The poet named hla 
mare after tiiis Yirago.] 


Carlisle, June 1, 1787. 

Kind, honest-hearted Willie, 

I’m sitten down here after seven and forty 
miles ridin’, e’en as forjesket and fomiaw’d as 
a forfoughten cock, to gie you some notion o' 
my land lowper-likestravaguin sin the sorrowfu* 
liour that 1 sheuk hands and parted wi’ auld 
Reekie. 

My auld, ga'd glcydc o' a meere has huch- 
yall’d up liill and down brae, in Scotland 
and England, as teugh and bimie as a vera 
devil wi’ me. It's ti*ue, she’s as poor's as a 
saug-maker and as hard’s a kirk, and tipper- 
taipers when she taks the gate, first like a lady's 
geiitlewnman in a minuwae, or a lion on a hei 
girdle ; but she's a yauld, poutherie Girran for 
a’ that, and has a stomack like Willie Stalker’s 
meere that wad hac disgeested tumbler-wheels, 
for she’ll whip me aff her five stimparts o’ the 
best aits at a down-sittin and ne'er fash her 
thumb. When anceher ringbanesand spavieSjhcr 
crucks and cramps, are fairly soupl’d, she beets 
to, beets to, and ay the hindmost hour the tight- 
est I could wager her price to a thretty pen- 


> Jiuuet. Earl of Gici.cftlm. 
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nies, that for twa or throe wooks ridiii at fifty 
miles a day, the deil-sticket a five gallopers 
aequeesh Clyde and Whithorn could cast saut 
on her taiL 

I Eae dander'd owre a* the kiiitra frae Duni- 
bar to Selcraig, and hae forgather’d wi* moiiie 
a guid fallow, and monie a weelfar’d hiwzie. 

I met wi’ twa dink quiiies in particlar, aue 
o* them a sonsie, fine, fodgel lass, baith braw 
and boniiie; the tither was a clean-shaiikit, 
stranglit, tight, weelfar’d wiiicli, as blythe s a 
lintwhite on a llowerie thorn, and as sweet 
and modest's a uew-blawn pluinrose in a 
hazle shaw. They were biiith bred to mainors 
by the heuk, and onie ane o’ them liad as muc- 
kle sineddum and nimblgiimtion as tlie luilf o’ 
some presbytries that you and I baith ktm. 
They play'd me sik a deevil o* a sha'ide that I 
danr say if my hai'igals wore tuni’d out, yo 
wad see twa nicks i’tho heart o’ me like the 
mark o’ a kail-whittle in a castock. 

I was gaun to write you a lang pystlo, biit, 
^udeforgic me, I gat mysel sac nontouriously 
bitcliity’d the day after kail-time, that I can 
hardly stoiter but and ben. 

JMy best respecks to the guidwife and a* 
our common frieiis, especiall IMr. and Mrs. 
Cruikshank, and the honest guidman o’ Jock's 
Lodge. 

1*11 be in T)umfries the mom gif the beast be 
to the fore, and the branks bide hale. 

Gude bo wi’ you, Willie ! Amen ! 

R.B. 

LXIV. 

AT MlLLEll AND smith's OFFICE, LINUTllOOW. 

r Uurns, it seents bv tliis letter, hnd still a Iwlicf that he would 
t)r obhfred ro try Ini fcirtuiw in the West Indies: he soon saw 
how hollow all the hniics wire, \vh th had been tnrmed by Ins 
ineiids of *• pension, post orplacc,” in his native laiid.J 

Mnnchline^ Wlh June, 17fi7« 
;My ever dear Sir, 

T DATE this from Maucliliiie, where I arrived 
on Friday even last. J slept at John Dow’s, 
and called for niy daughter. Mr. llomilton 
and family; your mother, sister, and brother; 
my quondam Eliza, Ac., all well. If any thing 
liad be(*n wanting to disgust me completely at 
A 1 in oil r’s family, their mean, servile compliance 
would have done it. 

Give me a spii-it like my favourite hero, Mil- 
ton’s Satan: 

lliiil, honours' hail, 

InfiTnal world ! and thou profoimdc-'it hi'11, 
llerfive thy new iHascssor ! he ur.o brin^rs 
A mind not to be chantj'd ' y place or tints! 

I cannot settle to my mind. — Farming, the 
only thing of Mhich 1 Know any Ihiiig, and 


heaven above knows, but little do I undoi stan ' 
of that, 1 cannot, dare not risk on farms as they 
are. If I do not fix, I will go for Jamaica. 
Should I stay in an unsettled state at home, 1 
would only dissqiate my little fortune, and ruin 
what I intend sliall compensate my Uttle ones, 
for the stigma I have brought on their names. 

I shall write you more at large soon ; as this 
letter costs you no postage, if it be worth read- 
ing you cannot complain of your penny-worihu 
I am ever, my dear Sir, 

Yours, 

ILB. 

P.S. The cloot has unfortunately broke, Imt 
I liave provided a fine buftalo-hom, on which I 
am going to affix the same cypher which ycyVL 
will remember was on the lid of the cloot. 


LXV. 

^0 2Z2ililHam ilicol, ?Es;q. 


[The chiinn which Dumfries thnru’ over the poet, sw*»us to* hi”- 
dissolved like a spell, when he sat down in Elhsland : lie Jp 
fora time, with littU* respect ot cither place or i>cople.| 


Mauohline, Jane 18 , 1787 . 

My dear Friend, 

I AM now airived safe in my native countri*, 
after a very agreeable jaunt, and have the plea- 
sure to fintl all my f riends well. 1 breakfasted 
with your gray-liead(*d, reverend friend. Mi. 
Smith ; and was higlily pleased both with the 
cordial welcome be gave mo, and his most ex- 
cellent appearance and sterling good sense. 

I have been with Mr. kliller at Dalswin- 
ton, and am to meet liim again in August, 
h'roin my view of the lands, and bis reception 
of my hardship, my hopes in that business are 
Hither mended ; but still they are but slender. 

T am quite ebarmiid with ]>unifi*ies folks 
— Mr. Burnside, tin* clerg^mian, in jiarticiilar, is 
a man whom 1 sliall ever gratefully remember ; 
and his wife, Gude forgio me ! 1 had almost 
broke the tenth commauduiont on her account. 
Simplicity, elegance, good sense, sweetness of 
disposition, good Inimour, kind hospitality, are 
the constituents of her manner and lieart : in 
short— but if I say one word more about her, I 
shall be directly in love with her. 

I never, my friend, thought mankind very ca** 
pable of anything generous ; but the stateliness 
of the patricians in Edinburgh, aud the servility 
of my plebiuu bretlircn (who perhaps formerly 
eyed me askance) since I returned boiiic, 
liave nearly put me out of conceit altogi‘thi*F 
with my species. I have bought a pocket M il- 
ton, which I carry iierpetually about witli me, 
in order to study the aentiiiients—tb© daunt- 
less magnanimity, the iiitreiiid, unyielding iiide- 
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ponrlenco, the desperate daring, and noble de- 
liancc ot ^ hardship, in tliat great personage, Sa- 
tan. *Ti8 true, I have j ust now a little cash ; but 
I am afraid the star that hitherto has shed its 
malignant, puniose-blasting rays full in my 
/uuilh ; tiiat noxious planet so linneful in its 
influences to the rhyming tribe, 1 much dread it 
is not yet beneatli my horizon.— Misfortune 
dodges the path of human life; tlie poetic 
miinl finds itself miserahly dLM*a,uged in, and 
unfit for the walks of business; ;idd to all, that 
tliougljiloss follies and luire-hruined whims, like 
sj niiiny u/ncs fatui^ eternally diverging from 
the right line of sober discretion, s]iarklo \vitli 
st(‘p- hew itching blaze in the idly-gnziiig eyes of 
the poor heedless bard, till, pop, “ lie falls like 
Lucifer, never to hope again.’’ God grant this 
may be an unreal picture with respect tonic! 
hut should it not, I have V(‘ry little depoiulence 
on mankind. I wdll close my letter with 
tin’s tribute my heart bids me pay you — 
tlic^ many ti(»s of nequaintance and friend.sliip 
which r have, or think J have in life, I liave felt 
along the lines, and, damn them, they are al- 
in(>st all of them of such frail contexture, that 
I lun sure they would not stand the breath of 
the least adverse breeze of fortune ; but from 
you, my over dear Sir, 1 look with confldt‘iice 
for the apostolic love that shall wait on me 
** through good report and bad report” — the 
love which Solomon emphatically says “is strong 
as death.” My compliments to Mrs. Nicol, 
and all the circle of our common friends. 

J’.S. J sludi be in Jiidiiiburgh about the latter 
end of July. 

R.B. 


LXVL 

^To iJUr, 3Jamcsi ©anblfel). 


(’andllsh ^ nigs of 

'iilaud, as i 


Edinburgh^ 1787. 

My dear FniENn, 

Fp once 1 were gone from this scene of liurry 
and dissipation, I promise myself the pleasure 
of that correspondence being renewed which 
has been so long broken. At present I liave 
time for notiiing. Dissipation and business en- 
gross every moment. 1 am engaged in assi.st- 
ing an honest Scotch enthusiast,^ a friend of 
mine, who is an engraver, and has taken it into 
his liead to publish a collection of all our songs 
set to music, of which the words and music are 
done by Scotsmen. This, you will easily guess, 
is an undertaking exactly to my taste. 1 have 
collected, begged, borrowed, and stolen, all the 

* Johnson . the publisher and prnpnetor of the Musioai Mum 


stmgs 1 could im»et with. Pompoy’s Ghost, 
words and music, I hog from you immediately, 
to go into his second number: the first is 
already published. I shall show you the first 
iiiiinbor when T see you in Glasgow, which M ill 
he in a fortnight or less. Do be so kind as to 
send me the song in a day or two ; you cannot 
imagine how mucli it wdll oblige me. 

Direct to me at Mr. W. Cniikshank’s, Su 
James’s Square, New Town, Edinburgh. 

It. 15. 


LXVIT. 

tTo iiobert ^indite, CFsq. 


r** Ihiriis Iiad a niemorv stored with the finest poetical fiassa/fi 
nhicli he was in the habit ot quotinf; most apily in Ins corrw.p< 
lenoj with his fneiids : and he deli{;ht*'d also in repeatiiif; thei 
lIic (onipany c»t those fj lends who enjoved them.” These arv the 
wolds of Ainslie, of IterrywcU, to whom this letter is addressed. J 

Arracber, 2Rfh June, 178'^. 
^Iy TinAR Silt, 

I witiTK on my tour through a country wdiere 
savage streams tumble over savage mountains, 
thinly ovcrsjircad with savage flocks, wdiich 
sparingly support as savage inhabitants. Aly 
last stage was Inveraiy -—‘to-morrow night's 
stage Dumbarton. 1 ought sooner to have an- 
HAvered your kind letter, but you know I am a 
man of many sins. 

R. L. 

LXVIir. 

Zo Xicol, 

Auchtcrtvri' pn ed that swm lynr, lit*i ninff 
“ IJlvihf, hhihe anil merry w.v km if 

w.ts .It his bidv. w'heii he wrote tl 


Auchtertyrcy M<niday^ June, 1787 . 

My dear Sir, 

1 FIND miself very comfortable hero, neither 
opjnvsscd by ceremony nor mortified by neg- 
h*ct. Lady Augusta is a most engaging woman, 
and very Jiappy in her family, which makes 
one’s outgoings and incomings very agreeable. 
1 called at Mr. llainsay's of Auchtertyre ns I 
came up the country, and am so delighted with 
him that I shall certainly accept of liD invita- 
tion to spend a day ortv^o with him as I return. 
1 l<*ave this place on Wednesday or Thursday. 

Make my kind compliments to Mr. and Mrs. 
CruiksluLuk and Mrs. Nicol, if she is returned. 

I am ever, dear Sir. 

Your deeply indebted, 

U.B 
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LXIX. 

tZTo Wiliam ClDrttili^I^anli, lEisq., 

ST. JAMKS S SQUARE, EDINBURGH. 

fAt thrhmiiK! of Willlftin Cruikshank. one of the ma*ti-n of the 
High Bchuol, »n Edlnbunsli. Burni passed many agreeable hour*.] 

Auchtertyrc, Monday morning. 

I HAVE nothing, my deal* Sir, to write to yon, 
but that I feel myself exceedingly comfortably 
situated in this good family : just notice enough 
to make me easy but not to embarrass me. I was 
storm-staid two days at the foot of the Ochill- 
hills, with Mr. Tait of Ilervcyston and Afr. 
Johnston of Alva, but was so well pleased that 
I shall certainly spend a day on the banks of 
the Devon as I return. I leave this place I 
suppose on Wednesday, and shall devote a day 
to Mr. Ramsay at Auchtertyre, near Stirling: 
a man to whose worth I cannot do justice. My 
respectful kind compliments to Mrs. Cruik- 
shank, and my dear little Jcanic, and if you 
see Mr. Mastorton, jrlease remember me to him. 

I am ever, 

jMy dear Sir, &c. 

R.D. 

LXX. 

iDstv. Earned 

LINLITHGOW. 

'The young lady to whom the poet alludes In this letter, was 
very beautUul. and very imnid : it is said siic gave him a siieeimen 
of iNith her temper and her pride, when be touched on the subject 
of love.] 

June 30, 17117* 

My dear Friend, 

On our return, at a Iligliland gentleman’s 
hospitable mansion, wc fell in with a merry 
party, and danced till the ladies left us, at three 
in the morning. Our dancing was none of the 
French or Eiiglisli insipid formal movements ; 
the ladies sung Scotch songs like angels, at 
intervals; then we flew at Dab at the Dowster, 
Tiillochgorum, Loch Erroch Side, &c., like 
midges sporting in the mottie sun, or craws 
prognosticating a storm in a hairst day. — When 
the dear lasses left us, we ranged round Ihe 
bowl till the good-fellow hour of six ; except a 
few minutes that we went out to pay our devo- 
tions to tlie glorious lamp of day jjeering over 
tlie tov ering top of Benlomond. Weall kneeled; 
our worthy landlord’s sou held the bowl; each 
man a full gloss in his hand ; and I, as priest, re- 
peatcHl some rhyming nonsense, like Thomas-a- 
Rhymer’s prophecies I suppose. — After a small 
refreshment of the gifts of Somniis, we pro- 
ceeded to spend the day on Lochloinond, and 
reach Dumbarton in the evening. W^e dined 
at anotlier good fellow’s house, and conse- 


quently, pushed the bottle ; when we went out 
to mount our horses, we found ourselves ** No 
vein fou but gay lie yet.” My two friends and 
I rode soberly down the Loch side, till by came 
a llighlaiidman at the gallop, on a tolerably 
good horse, but wliich had never known the 
oi*naments of iron or leather. W e scorned to be 
out-galloped by aHighlaiidman,so off we started, 
whip and spur. My companions, though seem- 
ingly gaily mounted, fell sadly astern ; but my 
old mare, Jenny Geddes, one of the Rosinante 
family, she strained past the Ilighlandman in 
spite of all his efforts wTth the hair halter ; just 
as 1 was passing him, Donald wlieelod his horse, 
as if to cross before me to mar my progress, when 
down came his iiome, and threw his rider's breek- 
less a — e in a dipt hedge ; and down came .Tenny 
Geddes over all, and my hardship between her 
and the Highlandman’s horse. Jenny Geddes 
trode over me with such cautious reverence, that 
matters were not so bad as might well have been 
expected ; so I came off witli a few cuts and 
bruises, and a thorough resolution to be a pat- 
tern of sobriety for tlie future. 

I have yet fixed on nothing with respect to 
the serious business of life. 1 am, just as usual, 
a rhyming, mason-making, raking, aimless, idle 
fellow. However, I shall somewhere have a 
flirin soon. 1 was going to say, a wife too ; but 
that must never be my blessed lot. I am but a 
younger son of the house of Parnassus, and like 
other younger sons of great families, I may in- 
trigue, if 1 choose to run ail risks, but must not 
marry. 

I am afraid I l»avc almost mined one source, 
the pi'hicipal one, indeed, of my former happi- 
ness ; that eternal propensity 1 always had to 
fall ill love. My heart no more glows with fe- 
verish rapture. 1 have no paradisaical evening 
interviews, stolen from the restless cures and 
prying inhabitants of this weary world. I have 
only * * * *^ This last is one of your distant 
acquaintances, has a fine figure, and elegant 
manners ; and in the train of some great folks 
wlioin you know, has seen the politest quarters 
in Europe. 1 do like her a good deal ; but what 
piques me is her conduct at the commencement 
of our acquaintance. I frequently visited lier 
when I was in , and after passing regu- 

larly the intermediate dt'gi'ces between the dis- 
tant formal bow and the familiar gra/sp round 
tlie waist, I ventured, in my careless way, to 
talk of friendship in rather ambiguous terms ; 
and after her return to — — , 1 wrote to her 
in tlie same style. Miss, construing my words 
farther 1 suppose than even I intended, flew off , 
in a tangent of female dignity and reserve, like 
a mounting lark in an April morning ; and wrote 
me an answer which measured me out very com- 
pletely w'hat an immense way I had to travel 
before I could reach tlie climate of her favour. 
But I am an old hawk at the sport, and wrote 
her such a cool, deliberate, prudent reply, as 
brought my bird from her aerial towerings, pop, 
down at my foot, like Corporal Trim’s hat 
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As for the rest of my acts, and my wai‘s, and 
all my wise sayings, and why my mare was called 
Jenny Geddes, they shall be recorded in a few 
weeks hence at Linlithgow, in the chronicles of 
your memory, by 

R. B. 

LXXL 

^To Hitjbnionb. 

[Mr. John Richmondi writer^ wu one of the poet*i earliest and 
firmest friends: he shared his mom with him when they mctm F.dii^ 
burgh, and did him many little offices of kindness and regard.] 

Mo&sgxel^ Ith July, 1787 * 
Mr BEAU Richmond, 

I AM all impatience to hear of your fate since 
the old confounder of right and wrong has turned 
you out of place, by his journey to answer his 
indictment at the bar of tlie other world. Ho 
wdll find the practice of the court so different 
from the practice in which he has for so many 
years been thoroughly hackneyed, that his 
friends, if he hatl any connections truly of that 
kind, which I rather doubt, may well tremble 
for his sake. His chicane, his Icft-liauded wis- 
dom, which stood so firmly by him, to such good 
purpose, here, like other accompli<;es in robbery 
and plunder, will, now tlic piratical business is 
blown, in all probability tui*n king’s evidences, 
and then the devil’s bagpiper will touch him off 
“ Bundle and go !” 

If he has left you any legacy, I beg your par- 
don for all this ; if not. I know you will su’car 
to every word 1 said about him. 

I have lately been rambling over by Dumbar- 
ton and Inverary, and running a drunken race 
on the side of Loch Lomond with a wild High- 
landman ; his horse, which had never known 
the ornaments of iron or leather, zigzagged 
across before my old spavin’d hunter, whose 
name is Jenny Geddes, and down came the 
Highlandman, horse and all, and down came 
Jenny and my hardship ; so 1 have got such a 
skinful of bruises and wounds, that 1 shall be 
at least four weeks before I dare venture on my 
journey to Edinburgh. 

Not one new thing under the sun has liappened 
in Mauchline since you left it. 1 hope this will 
find you as comfortably situated as formerly, or, 
if heaven pleases, more so ; but, at all events, I 
trust you will let me know of course how mat- 
ters stand with you, well or ill. ’Tis but poor 
consolation to tell the world when matters go 
wrong ; but you know very well your connection 
and mine stands on a different footing. 

I am ever, my dear friend, yours, 

B. B. 


Lxxn. 

2^0 l^ohert Icgq, 

[ThiB letter, were proof wanting, ihowi the friendly and familiar 
footing on which Hums stooa with the Aindiet, and more parocu> 
larly with the author of that popular work, the *• Keiuons tor the 
Hope that is in ua"] 

Maiwhline, ^rd July, 1787 > 
Mr DEAR Ainslie, 

There is one thing for which I set great store 
by you as a friend, and it is this, that I have not 
a friend upon earth, besides yourself, to whom 
I can talk nonsense without forfeiting some de- 
gree of his esteem. Now, to one like me, w'ho 
never cares for speaking any thing else but non- 
sense, such a friend as you is an invaluable trea- 
sure. I was never a rogue, but have been a fool 
all my life ; and, in spite of all my endeavours, 

1 see now plainly tliat 1 shall never be wise. 
Now it rejoices my heart to have met with sucli 
a fellow as you, who, though you are not just 
such a hopeless fool as I, yet 1 trust you will 
never listen so much to the temptations of tlio 
devil as to grow so very wise that you will in 
the least disrespect an honest fellow because he 
is a fool. Ill short, I have set you down as the 
staff* of my old age, when the whole list of my 
friends will, after a decent share of pity, have 
forgot me. 

Though in the mom comes sturt and strife. 
Yet joy may come at noon ; 

And I hope to live a nieriy, merry life 
When a’ thir days are done. 

W rite me soon, were It but afow lines just to tell 
me how tliat good sagacious man your father is — 
that kind dainty body your mother — that strap- 
ping chicl your brother Douglas — and my friend 
Bachi'], w'ho is as far before Rachel of old, as 
she was before her blear-eyed sister Leah. 

R. B. 

LXXIII. 

IZTo l^obrrl ^In^ltc, 

[The ** mvage hospitality” of wliich Huraa compliins In this letter 
was at that time au evil fashian lu Scotland t the ItoiUe was made ta 
circulate rapidly, and every glass was drunk '* clean caup out.”] 

Mauchline, July, 1787 * 

My DEAR Sir, 

My life, since I saw you last, has been one 
continued hurry ; that savage hospitality which 
knocks a man down with strong liquors, is the 
deviL I have a sore warfare in this world ; the 
devil, the world, and the flesh are three formid- 
able foes. The first 1 genendly try to fly from ( 
the second, alas ! generally flies from me ; but 



GENER^\L COURESrON DENCK 


201 

tlietliirdis my plague, worse than tlie ten plagues 
of Figyi)t. 

1 have been looking over several farms in this 
country; one in particular, in Nithsdale, pleased 
me so well, that if my offer to the proprietor is 
accepted, I shall commence farmer at Whit- 
Sunday. If fanning do not appear oligilde, 1 
shall have recourse to my other shift : but lliis 
to a friend. 

I set out for Kdinlmrgh on Monday morning ; 
how long I stay there is uncertain, hut you will 
know so soon ns I can inform you myself. How- 
ever T iletcrinino, poesy must be laid aside for 
some time; iny mind has been vitiated with 
idleness, and it will take a good deal of effort to 
Iiabituate it to the routine of business. 

I am, my dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely. 

It. 11. 

LXXIV. 

^0 Dr. 

I Hr. Mooie was one of the first to point out the beauty of the lyric 
cojnpobitions ot Burns. “ ‘ (ireengrow the Uaslies/ and ot the two 
•oiiKbi” !>a\s hei “ winch followi liejtinninR * Akuui lujoiclnK nature 
secs,* and *Th«.g1«K)my nijclit is Kathering fast;’ the latter is ex- 
quisiu*. By the way, 1 nnagjne j ou have a peculiar talent for such 
oiiniKwitions w hich you ought to indulge : no kin<i of jHietry de- 
mands more delicacy orliighor pnlibhing.” On tins letter to Moore 
all the biographies of Burns arc founded.) 

Mauch/ine, ‘Jad Axtgnst, 17ff7- 

Sin, 

For some niunths past I have been rambling 
over the countiy, hut 1 am now coniiiied with 
some lingering complaints, originating, as I take 
it, in the stomach. To divert my spirits a little 
in this miserable fog of ennui, I have taken a 
whim to give you a lustory of myself, ]My name 
has made some little noise in tliis country ; yon 
have done me the honour to interest yourself 
very warmly in my behalf ; and I think a faith- 
ful account of what character of a man I am, 
and how I came by that character, may perhaps 
amuse you in an idle moment. 1 will give you 
an honest naiTative, though I know it will be 
often at my own expense ; for I assure you. Sir, 
I have, like Solomon, wliose character, excepting 
in the trilling affair of wisdom, 1 sometimes think 
1 resemble, — 1 have, I say, like him turned my 
eyes to behold madness and folly, and like him, 
too, frequently shaken hands w'ith their intoxi- 
cating friendship. — After you have perused these 
pages, should you think them trifling and imper- 
tinent, I only beg leave to tell you, that the 
poor author wrote them under some twitching 
qualms of conscience, arising from a suspicion 
tlmt he was doing what ho ought not to do ; a 
predicament he has more than once been in be- 
fore. 

1 have not the most distant pretensions to as- 
sume tiiAt character which the pye-coated 


guardians of escutcheons call a gentleman. 
When at Edinburgh last W'iuter, I got jic- 
quainted in the herald’s office; and, looking 
through that granai-y of honours, I there found 
almost every name in the kingdom; but for 

My anrient but ignoble blood 
llaa crept thnf samndrels ever since the flood. ' 

Giilos, xmrpure, argent, &c. quite disowned me. 

My father was of the north of Scotland, the 
son of a farmer, and was thrown by early mis- 
fortunes on the world at large ; where, after 
many years* wanderings and sojoumings, he 
picked up a pretty large quantity of obserxation 
and experience, to which I am indebted lor 
most of my little jiretewsions to wisdom — I have 
met with few who understood men, their man- 
ners, and their ways, equal to him ; but stuh- 
horn, ungainly integrity, and headlong, ungo- 
vernable irascibility, are disqualifying circum- 
stances ; consequently, I was horn a very poor 
maii*s son. For the first six or seven yujirs of 
my life, iny father was gardener to a wortljy 
gentleman of small estate in the neighbourhood 
of Ayi'. Had he continued in that station 1 
must have marched off* to be one of the little 
iinderlingR about a fanu-housc ; hut it was his 
dearest wish and prayer to luive it in his jiower 
to keep liis children under his own eye, till they 
could discern between good and evil ; so, with the 
assistance of his generous master, njy father 
ventured on a small fann on his estate. At 
those yi'ars, I was by no means a favourite with 
any body. I was a good deal noted for a reten- 
tive memory, a stubborn sturdy something in 
my disx>osition, and an enthusiastic idiot ^ X)iety. 
i say idiot piety, because I was then hut a child. 
Though it cost the schoolmaster some thrashings, 
I made an excellent English scholar; and hy 
the time I u as ten or eleven years of ago, 1 was 
a critic in substantives, verbs, and x}articies. In 
my infant and boyish days, too, I owed much to 
an old woman who resided in the family, le- 
markable for her ignonincc, credulity, and su- 
perstition. She had, I suppose, the largest c<»l- 
iection in the country of tales and songs concern- 
ing devils, ghosts, ffiiries, brownies, witches, 
warlocks, spunkics, kelpies, clf-candlcs, dead- 
lights, wraiths, apparitions, cantraijis, giants, 
enchanted towers, dragons and other trumpei y. 
This cultivated the latent seeds of poetry; but 
had so strong an effect on my imagination, that 
to this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I some- 
times keep a sharp look out in suspicious places; 
and though nobody can be more sceptical than I 
am in such matters, yet it often takes an effort 
of philosophy to sliake off these idle terrors. 
The earliest composition that I recollect taking 
pleasure in, was The Vision of Mirza, and a 
hymn of Addison's beginning, “ How are thy 
servants blest, O Lord I” I particularly remcni- 

1 Idiot fur idiutic 
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bcr one half-stanza which was music to ni}' boy- 
ihIi enr — 

<* For though in dreadful witirls we hung 
High on the broken wave—” 

1 met with tlieso pieces in Mason’s Englisli Col- 
lection, one of my school-books. The first two 
books 1 ever read in private, and which gave me 
more pleasure than any two books I ever read 
binco, were The Life of Hannibal, and TIic His- 
toiy of Sir William Wallace, llanuibal gave 
my young ideas such a turn, tliat 1 used to strut 
ill raptures up and down after the recruiting 
drum and hag-pipe, and wish myself tall enough 
to be a soldier; while the story of Wallace 
poured a Scottish prejudice into my veins, which 
will boil along there till tlie flood-gates of life 
shut in cicriiiil rest. 

Polemical divinity about this time wjis putting 
the country half mad, and 1, ambitious of shin- 
ing in conversation parties on Sundays, between 
sermons, at funerals, &c., used a few years after- 
wards to Calvinism with so much heat 

and indiscretion, that I raised a hue and cry of 
heresy against me, which has not ceased to this 
hour. 

My vicinity to Ayr was of some advantage to 
rnc. My social disposition, when not checked 
hy some modifications of spirited pride, w'as like 
our catechism definition of infinitude, without 
bounds or limits. I formed several connexions 
with other younkers, who possessed sujicrior ad- 
vantages ; the youngling actors wdio were busy 
ill the rehearsal of parts, in which they were 
shortly to appear on the stage of life, where, 
alas ! 1 was destined to drudge behind the 
scenes. It is not commonly at this green ago, 
that our young gentry have a just sense of the 
immense distance between them and their ragged 
playfellows. It takes a few dashes into the 
world, to give the young groat man tliat proper, 
decent, unnoticiug disregard for the poor, insig- 
nificant stupid devils, the mechanics and pea- 
santry around liim, who were, perhaps, born in 
the same village. My young superiors never 
insulted the clouterly appearance of my plough- 
boy carcase, the two extremes of which were 
often exposed to all the inclemencies of all the 
seasons. They would give me stray volumes of 
books ; among them, even then, I could pick up 
some observations, and one, whose .heart, 1 am 
sure, not even the “ Mnnny Bogum” scenes have 
tainted, helped me to a little l^encli. Pai'ting 
with these my young friends and benefactors, as 
they occasionally went off for the East or West 
Indies, was often to me a sore affliction ; but I 
was soon called to more serious evils. My 
father’s generous master died ! the farm proved 
a ruinous bargain ; and to clench the misfortune, 
we fell into the hands of a factor, who sat for 
the picture I have drawn of one in my tale of 

The Twa Dogs.” My father was advanced in 
life when he married ; I was the eldest of seven 
children, and he, worn out by early hardships, 
was unfit for labour. My father’s spirit was 


2(}a 

soon irritated, but not easily broken. There 
was a'frecdom in his lease in two years more, 
and to weather these two years, we retrenched 
our expenses. We lived very poorly ; I was a 
dexterous ploughman for my age ; and the next 
eldest to me was a brother (Gilbert), who could 
drive the plough very well, and help me to thrash 
the corn. A novel-writer might, perhaps, liave 
viewed these scenes with some satisfaction, but 
so did not I ; my indignation yet boils at the 
recollection of the scoundrel factor’s insolent 
threatening letters, which used to set us all in 
tears. 

I’liis kind of life — tlie cheerless gloom of a 
hei-mij:, with the unceasing moil of a galley-slave, 
brought me to my sixteenth year ; a little before 
which period I first committed the sin of rhyme. 
You know our country custom of coupling a 
man and woman togethtir as partners in the 
lahoui*s of harvest. In my fifteenth autumn, my 
l>artncr was a bcwiteJiing creature, a j’ear 
younger than myself. My scarcity of English 
denies me the x»ower of doing her justice in that 
language, but you know the Scottish idiom : she 
was a “boniiie, sweet, sonsio lass.” Ju short, 
she, altogether unwittingly to herself, initiated 
me in that delicious passion, which, in s^iite of 
acid disappointment, gin-horse prudence, and 
book-worm philosophy, 1 liold to be the first of 
human joys, our dearest blessing here below 1 
How she caught the contagion I cannot tell ; 
you medical jieople talk much of infection from 
breathing the same air, the touch, Ac. ; but I 
never expressly said I loved her. — Indeed,! did 
not know myself why^ I liked so much to loiter 
behind with her, wlicn returning in the evening 
from our labours ; why the tones of her voice 
mode my heart-strings thrill like an .^olian 
harp ; and particularly w hy my pulse beat such 
a furious ratan, when 1 looki'd and fingered over 
her little hand to pick out the cruel nettle-stings 
and tliistlcs. Among her other love-inspiring 
qualities, she sung sweetly ; .and it was her fa- 
vourite reel to wliich 1 attempted ghing an em- 
bodied vehicle in rhyme. I was not so prosumi)- 
tuous as to imagine that I could make verses 
like printed ones, composed by men who Jiad 
Greek and Latin ; but my girl sung a song 
which was said to lie composed by a small coun- 
try laird’s son, on one of his father’s maids, witli 
whom he was in love ; and I saw no reason why 
I might not rliynie as well as he ; for, excepting 
that he could smear sheep, and cast peats, his 
father living in the moorlands, he had no more 
scholar-craft than myself. 

Thus writh mo began Icve and poetry ; which 
at times have been my only, and till wiUiin tlie 
last twelve montlis, have been my highest en- 
joyment. My fathisr struggled on till he reached 
the freedom in his lease, when he entered on a 
larger farm, about ten miles farther in the coun- 
try. The nature of the bargain he made was 
such as to throw a little ready money into his 
hands at the commencement of his leasoi other- 
wise the affair would have been impractU^ablc. 
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For four years we lived comfortably here, but a 
lifference commencing between Iiim and liis 
landlord as to terms, after three years tossing 
and whirling in the vortex of litigation, niy father 
was just saved from the horrors of a jail, by a 
consumption, which, after two yeara’ promises, 
kindly stepped in,and carried him away, to where 
the wicked cease fmn troubling, and where the 
weary are at rest ! 

It is during the time that we lived on this farm, 
that my little story is most eventful. I was, at 
the heguining of this period, perhaps, the most 
ungainly awieward boy in the parish — no solitaire 
was If'ss acquainted with the ways of the world. 
What I knew of ancient stor}*^ was gathen-ed 
from Salmon’s and Guthrie’s Geographical 
Grammars ; and the ideas 1 had formed of mo- 
dern maunei*s, of literature, and criticism, I got 
from the Spcctiitor. These, with Pope’s Works, 
.some Plays of Shakspeare, 'J’ull and Diekson on 
Agriculture, Tlie Panthf*oii, Locke’s Essiiy on 
the Human Understanding, Stjwkhouse’s His- 
tory of the Bible, Justice's British Gardener’s 
Directory, Boyle’s Lectures, Allan llaiiisay's 
Works, Taylor’s Scripture Doctrine of Original 
Sin, A Select Collection of Knglisli Songs, aiul 
Hervey's Meditations, had formed the wdiole of 
my reading. The collection of Songs w'as my 
vade mecum, I pored over them, driving iny 
cart, or w’alking to labour, song by song, verse 
by verse ; e>arefully noting the true tender, or 
suhliine, from aflectation and fustian. I am con- 
vinced 1 owe to this practice much of my critic- 
craft, such as it is. 

In my seventeenth year, to give my manners 
a brusli, 1 went to a country dancing-school. 
My father liad an unac<‘Ountable antipathy 
against these meetings, and iny going was, wdiat 
to tliis moment 1 repent, in opposition to his 
wishes. My father, as J said before, was sub- 
ject to strong passions ; from that instance of 
disobedience in me, he took a sort of dislike to 
me, which, I believe, was one caii.^e of the dissi- 
pation -which marked my succeeding yeais. I 
say dissipation, coinjiaratively with the .strict- 
ness, and sol>riety,aTi(l regularity of Presbyterian 
country life ; for though the will-o’-wd.sp int'tcors 
of thoughtle ss whim were almost the sole lights 
of iny path, yet early ingrained piety and A^rtue 
ko])t me for several years afterwards within the 
line of innocence. Tlie great misfortune of my 
life was to -want an aim. 1 had felt €*arly some 
stirring-s of ambition, but they were the blind 
gi’opings of Horner’s Cyclops round the walls of 
his cave. I saw my father’s situation entailed 
on me perpetual labour. The only tw-o openings 
by -which I could enter the temide of fortune 
were the gate of niggardly economy, or the path 
of little chicaiiiing bargain-making. The first is 
BO contracted an aperture I never could squeeze 
myself into it — the last I always hated — there 
was contamination in the very entrance ! Thus 
abandoned of aim or view in life, with a strong 
appetite for sociability, as well frdm native 
hilarity, as from a pride of observation and re- 


mai'k ; a constitutional melancholy or liypochon* 
driasm that made me fiy solitude ; add to these 
incentives to social life, my reputation for bookish 
knowledge, a certain wild logical talent, and a 
strength of tViought, something like the rudi- 
ments of good sense ; and it will not seem sur- 
prising that I was generally a welcome guest 
whore I visited, or any great wonder that always, 
where two or three met together, there was I 
among them. But far beyond all other impulses 
of iny heart, was un pemharU d radorahle moitie. 
du genre humain. My heart W£is completely tin- 
der, and -was eternally lighted up by some god- 
dess or other ; and, as in every other warfare in 
this world, my fortune was various ; sometimes 
1 was received with favour, and sometimes 1 
was mortified with a repulse. At the plougli, 
scythe, or reap-hook, 1 feared no competitor, 
and thus I set absolute want at defiance ; and ;is 
I never cared farther for my labours than while 
I was ill actual exercise, I sjiciit the evenings in 
the way afier my own heart. A country lad 
.‘'oldoni cfirries on a love advi'iitiirc W'ithout an 
assisting confidant. 1 possessed a curiosity, zeal, 
and intrepid dexterity that rt'commencled me as 
a projier second on these occa.sions ; and I dure 
say, J felt as much jdeasiirciii being in the; secret 
of lialf the loves of tlie ]>arisli of Tarbolton, as 
ever <lid statesman in knowing the intrigues of 
half the courts of Kuro})(.‘. The very goo-^e-fea- 
ther in my hand seems to know instinctively the 
\vell--\vorn path of iny imagination, thtHavouriio 
theme of my song ; and is witli difiiculiy re- 
strained from giving you a coiqile of piiragraphs 
on the love-adieu tares of my comjieers, the 
hinnhle inniate.s of the farm-house and cottage ; 
but till* grave sons of sideiiee, ambition, or ava- 
rice baptize these things by the name of follies. 
To the suns and daughters of labour and poverty 
they arc matters of the most serious nature : to 
them tlie ardent hope, the stolen interview^, tlic 
tender larewell, are the greate.st and most deli- 
cioii.s jiarts of their enjoyments. 

Another eireumslaiici' in my life wliich made 
some alteration in my mind' and manners, was, 
that I s]ieiit my ninelec*ntli summer on a smug- 
gling coast, a good distance from home, at 
a noted school, to icam numsuration, survey- , 
iiig, dialling, Ac., in -which I made a pretty 
good progress. But I made a greater pro- 
gress in tlie knowledge of mankind. The 
contraband trade was at that time vei-y suc- 
cessful, and it sometimes haiipencd to me to 
fall in with those -who carried it on. fecencs 
of sw'aggcring riot and roaring dissipation 
were, till this time, new to me; but I was 
no enemy to social life. Here, though I learnt 
to fill my glass, and to mix without fear in a 
drunken squabble, yet I went on with a high 
liand -with my geoineti'y, till the sun enterefl 1 
Virgo, a mouth which is always a carnival in 
my bosom, when a charming fillettei who lived 
next door to the school, overset my trigonome- 
try, and set me off at a tangent from the spheres 
of iny studies. I, however^ struggled on with 
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my sines and co-sines for a few days more; but 
stepping into the garden one charming noon to 
tal^ the suii^s altitude, there I met my angel, 

*• LiUc I'nwM rpine gatheiins flowera^ 

#clf a f.iircr ilo 

Jt wn.s ill vain to tliink of doing any more 
good at 8(‘iiool. The remaining week I staid I 
did nothing but craze the faculties of my soul 
about her, or steal out to meet her ; and the two 
lust nights of my stay in the country, liad sleep 
been a mortal sin, the image of this modest and 
innocent girl had kept me guiltless. 

I returned lioine very considerably improved. 
My reading was enlarged w’ith the very import- 
ant addition of Thomson’s and Shcristoiie’s 
works ; I had seen liiiman nature in a new 
pliasis ; and T engaged several of my schoolfel- 
lows to keep up a literary cori-espondenee witli 
me. This improved me in composition. I had 
met with a collection of letters by the wits of 
Queen Anne’s reign, and I pored ov(‘r them 
most devoutly. J kept eojiies of any of my own 
letters that pleased me, and a comj)nrison be- 
tween tlKJin and the composition of most of iiiy 
correspondents flattered my vanity. 1 carried 
this whim so far, that though T had not three- 
farthings’ worth of business in the world, yet 
almost every post brought me as many lettei*sas 
if I hfld been a broad plodding son of the day- 
book and ledger. 

My life flowed on much in the same course till 
my twenty-tldrd year. Five I' amovr^ et vive la 
bttgalellc^ were my sole principles of action. I'lie 
addition of two more authors to my library gave 
mo great pleasure; Sterne and Mjxckenzie — 
Tristram Shandy and the Man of Feeling were 
my bosom favourites. Toosy was still a darling 
walk for my mind, but it was only indulged in 
according to the liuinour of the lioiir. f had 
usually lialf a dozen or more pieces on bund ; 1 
lookup one or other, as it suited the moiiH'ntary 
tone of the mind, and disniiss<*d the work as it 
bordered on fatigue. My jiassions, when once 
lighted up, raged like so many devils, till they 
got vent in rliynie ; and then the conning over 
my verses, like a spell, soothed all into quiet ! 
None of tlie rhymes of those days are in print, 
except ‘‘Winter, a dirge,” the eldest of my 
printed pieces ; “ The Death of poor Maillie,” 
“ John Barleycoim,” and songs first, second, and 
third. Song second was tlie ebullition of that 
passion which ended the forementioned school- 
business. 

My twenty-third year was to me an important 
ajra. Partly through whim, and partly that I 
wislied to set about doing something in life, I 
joined a flax-dresscr in a neighbouring town 
(Irvine), to learn his trade. This was an un- 
lucky aflair. My * * * and to fiiiisli tlie whole, 
as we were giving a welcome carousal to the 
new year, the shop took fire and burnt to ashes, 


1 i'jinutiM liortj bi iv. 


and 1 was left, like a imo poet, not worth a nx- 
pence. 

I was obliged to give up this scheme; the 
clouds of misfortune were gathering thick round 
my father’s head ; and, what was worst of all, 
he was visibly far gone in a consumption ; and 
to crown my distresses, a belle Jille, whom I 
adored, and who had pledged her soul to meet 
me in the field of matrimony, jilted me, with 
peculiar circumstances of mortification. The 
finishing evil that brought up the rear of this iii- 
feiiial file, was my constitutional melancholy 
being increased to such a degree, that for three 
months I was in a state of mind scarcely to bo 
c^iivied by the hopeless wrctclies who have got 
theirimittimus— dejiart from me, ye cursed ! 

From this adventure I learned something of a 
to-wn life ; but the principal thing which gave 
iny mind a turn, was a friendship 1 foi-med with 
a young fidlow’, a very noble character, but a 
hapless son of misfortune. He was the son of a 
simple mcebauie; but a great man in the neigh- 
bourhood taking him under Ids iiatronage, gave 
him a genteel edueation, witli a view of btMtei- 
iiig his situation in life. The patron dying just 
as he was ready to launch out into the W'orld, the 
poor fellow in despair went to sea; where, after 
a variety of good and ill-fortune, a little before 
I was acquainted with him he had been set on 
shore by an American privateer, on the wild 
coast of Connaught, stripped of every thing. I 
cannot quit this poor fellow’s story without add- 
ing, that he is at this time muster of a large 
West-Indiaiuan belonging to the 'riiames. 

His mind was fraught with independence^ 
magnanimity, and every manly virtue. I loved 
and admired him to a degree of enthusiasm, and 
of course strove to imitate him. Jii some mea- 
sure 1 succeeded ; I had pride before, but ho 
tiuiglit it to flow in proper channels. Ilis know- 
bulge of the world w^as vastly superior to mine, 
and 1 was all attention to learn. He was the 
only man I ever saw who was a greater fool than 
myself wlierc woman was the presiding star; 
but he spoke of illicit love with the' levity of a 
sailor, which hitherto I had regaided with hor- 
ror. Here Ids friendship did me a mischief, and 
the consequence was, that soon after I resumed 
the plough, I wrote the “Poet’s “Welcome.”^ 
My reading only increased while in this town 
by two stray volumes of Pamela, and one of 
Ferdinand Count Fathom, which gave me some 
idea of novels. Rhyme, except some religious 
pieces that are in print, I had given up ; but 
meeting with Fergusson’s Scottish Poems, I 
strung anew my wildly-sounding lyre with emu- 
lating vigour. When my fatlier died, his all 
went among the hell-hounds that growl in the 
kennel of justice; but wc made a shift to collect 
a little money in the family amongst us, with 
which, to keep us together, my brother and I 
took a neighbouring farm. My brother granted 

1 *• Rob the Ilh} mer's Welcrme to his Bastard Child.' —See Po 
XXXllL. 
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iiiy hair-bmlned imagination, as well as my so- 
cial and amorous madness ; but in good sense, 
and every sober qualification, he was far my su- 
perior. 

I entered on this farm with a full resolution, 
come, go to, I will be wise !” I read farming 
books, 1 calculated crops ; I attended markets ; 
and in short, in spite of the devil, and the world, 
and the flesh, I believe I should have been a wise 
man; but the first year, from unfortunately 
buying bad seed, the second from a late harvest, 
we lost half our crops. This overset all my wis- 
dom, and 1 returned, “ like the dog to his vomit, 
and the sow that was washed, to her wallowing 
in the mire.” 

I now began to be known in the noighbourliood 
.*U 3 a maker of rhymes. The first of my poetic 
offspring that saw the light, was a burlesipie la- 
mentation on a quarrel between two reverend 
Calvinists, botli of them tiramatis persona in my 
" Holy Fair.” I had a notion myself that the 
piece had some merit ; but, to prevent the worst, 
T gave a copy of it to a friend, who was v<‘ry 
fond of such things, and told him that 1 could 
not guess who was the author of it, but that I 
thouglit it pretty clever. With a certain d<?- 
seriptiou of the edergy, as well jis laitv, it met 
with a roar of ai)pl:iuse. Holy Willie’s Prayer,” 
next made its app<'arance, and alarmed tbokirk- 
sossioii so much, tliat they held several meetings 
to look over theii* spiritual artillery, if haply any 
of it might be pointed against pruiane rhymers. 
Cniiiekily for me, my wandeiings led me on 
another side, within point-blank shot of their 
heaviest metal. This is the iiiifortuiiate story 
that gave rise to my printed poem, The l<a- 
inent,” This was a most iiielaiicholy affair, 
which I cannot yet bear to reflect on, and liml 
very nearly given me one or two of tJie princijKil 
qualifications for a place among tho.se wdio liave 
lost the chart, .and mistaken tlie reckoning of ra- 
tionality. I gave up iny p.irt of the farm to my 
hrother; in truth it was only iioniinally mine; 
and made what little preparation was in iny 
power for Jamaica. 13 ut, before leaving my 
native country for ever, I resolved to publisli my 
poems. 1 weigh (*d my product ions as imjwu-- 
tially as was in my power ; J thought tliey ]»ad 
merit; and it was a delicious idea that 1 should 
be called a clever fellow, even though it should 
never reae.h my CMirs — a poor negro^river — or 
perhaps a victim tu that inhospitable clinic, and 
gone to the world of spirits ! I can truly say, 
that pauvre inconmi as I then was, 1 liad pretty 
nearly as high an idea of myself and of my works 
as 1 have at this moment, when the public has 
decided in their favour. It eviT was my opinion 
that the mistakes and blunders, lioth in a rational 
and religious point of view, of which we see 
thousands daily guilty, are owing to their igno- 
irance of themselves. — To know myself had been 
all along my constant study. 1 weighed my- 
self alone; I balanced myself with others; I 
watched every means of information, to see how 
much ground 1 occupied as a man and as a poet; 


I studied assiduously Nature's design in my 
formation — where the lights and shades in my 
character were intended. I was pretty confi- 
dent my poems would meet with some applause; 
but, at the w^orst, the roar of the Atlantic would 
deafen the voice of censure, and the novelty of 
West Indian scenes make me forget neglect. I 
threw ofiT six hundred copies, of which 1 had got 
siibsci'iptions for about throe hundred and fifty. 
— My vanity was highly gratified by the recep- 
tion I met with from the public ; and besides I 
pocketed, all expenses deducted, nearly twenty 
pounds. Til is sum came very seasonably, as I 
was til inking of indenting myself, for want of 
money to procure my passage. As soon as I was 
master of nine guineas, the price of wafting me 
to the torrid zone, I took a steerage passage in 
the first ship that was to sail from the Clyde, 
for 

“ Hungry nan had me in the wind." 

I bad been for some days skulking from covert 
to covert, under all the terrors of a jail ; as some 
ill-advised people had uncoupled the mercilt^ss 
})ack of the law at luy heels. £ had taken the 
last farewell of my few friends ; my chest \ras 
on the road to Greenock ; 1 had composed the 
last song X should ever measure in Caledonia — 
“ The gloomy night is gathering fast,” when a 
letter liom iJr. iilaeklock to a friend of mine, 
overthrew all my schemes, by opening new 
prospects to my poetic ambition. The doctor 
belonged to a set of i'ritics for uhose applause 1 
bad not dared to liopo. liis opinion, that i 
would meet with encouragement in Edinburgh 
for a second edition, fired me so much, that 
away 1 posted for that city, without a single ac- 
quaintance, or a sijigle letter of introduction. 
I'iiC baneful star that had so long shed its blast- 
ing infiuenee in my zenith, for once made a 
revolution to the nadir; and a kind rrovidenco 
placed me under the patronage of one of the 
noblest of men, the I'liirl of Glcneairn. Ouhhe 
moi, (/rand Dien, si jamais je Vouhlie ! 

1 need relate no farther. At Edinburgh I was 
in a new world ; I mingled among many classes 
of men, but all of them new to me, and 1 was 
all attention to “ catcJi” the characters and “ the 
manners living as they rise.” Whether 1 have 
profited, time will show. 

* « « • 

My most respectful compliments to Miss Wil- 
liams. Her veiyr elegant and fricmdly letter I 
cannot answer at present, as niy jiresencc is re- 
quisite in Edinburgh, and 1 set out to-morrow. 
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LXXV. 

^To l^obm Slmstlic, lEsjq., 

BEltRYWEl,!. DUNSE. 

1 h» charaictefistic letter was first published bjr Sir Havris Nico> 
las ; others, still more characteristic, addressed to the same getitle- 
fiian, are abroad : how they escaped fruiii private keeping is a sort of 
riddle. 1 

Edinburgh 23rrf August^ 1787. 

** As I gaedup to Dunse 
To warp a pickle yarn, 

Robin, silly iKxly, 

He gat me wi' baim." 

From henceforth, my dear Sir, I am deter- 
mined to set off with my letters like tlie period- 
ical writers, viz. prc*fix a kind of text, quoted 
from some classic of undoubted authority, such 
as the author of the immortal piece, of which 
my text is a part. What I have to say on my 
text is exhausted in a letter which I wrote you 
the other day, before 1 had the pleasure of re- 
ceiving yours fi'om Inverkeithing ; and sure 
never was anything more lucky, as I have but 
the time to write this, that Mr. Nicol, on the 
opposite side of the table, lakes to correct a 
proof-sheet of a thesis. They arc gabbling 
Latin so loud that 1 cannot hear what my own 
soul is saying in my own skull, so 1 must just 
give you a matter-of-fact sentence or two, 
and end, if time permit, with a verse de rei 
generutione. 'J’o morrow 1 leave Edinburgh in 
a chaise ; Nicol thinks it more comfortable than 
borse-baek, to which I say, Amen; so Jenny 
ffcddes goes homo to Ayrshire, to use a phrase 
of my mother’s, wi’ her finger in her mouth. 

Now for a modest verse of classical authority; 

The cats like kitchen ; 

The dogs like broo ; 

The lass(*s like the lads wool, 

And th’ auld wives too. 

CHORUS. 

And we're a’ noddin, 

Nid, xiid, noddin, 

W^e're a’ noddin fou at e’en. 

If this does nut please you, let me hear from 
you; if you write any time before the Ist of 
iSepteiiiber, direct to Inverness, to be left at the 
post-office till called for; the next -week at 
Aberdeen, the next at Edinburgh. 

The sheet is done, and 1 shuli just conclude 
with assuring you tliat 

I am, and ever with pride shall be. 

My dear Sir, &c. 

R.B. 

Call your boy what you think proper, only 
interject Bums. What do you say to a Scrip- 
ture name? Ziinri Burns Ainslie, or Archito- 
phel, &C. look your Bible for these tw'o heroes, 
if you do this, I will repay the compliment. • 


LXXVI. 

[No Sootaraan u^ll ever read, without emotion, the ixiet’i worda 
In tlila letter, and In ** Scots wha bae wi* W'albice bled,” alioii 
fiannockburti, and iu glories.] 

Stirling^ 2Gth August y 
Hy dear Sin, 

I INTENDED to liave Written you from Edin- 
burgh, and now write you from Stirling to 
make an excuse Here am I, on my way to 
Inverness, with a truly original, but very wor» 
thy man, a Mr. Nicol, one of the masters of tho 
lligli-school, in Edinburgh. 1 left Auld Reekie 
yesterday morning, and have passed, besides by- 
excursions, Linlithgow, Borrowstouness, Fal- 
kirk, and here am 1 undoubtedly. Tliis moni- 
ing I knelt at the tomb of Sir John tho Graham, 
the gallant friend of the immortal Wallace; and 
two hours ago T said a fervent prayer, for Old 
Caledonia, over the hole in a blue wbinstone, 
where Rolicrt de Bruce fixed his royal stand- 
ard on the hanks of Bannockburn; and just now, 
from Stirling Castle, I have seen by the set- 
ting sun the glorious prospect of the windings 
of Forth throiigb tin* rich carse of Stirling, 
and skirting the equally rich carse of Falkirk. 
’J’he crops are very strong, but so very late, 
that there is no harvest, except a ridge or two 
pcrbajis in ten miles, all tlie way I have tra- 
velled from Edinburgh. 

I left Andrew Bruce and family all well. I 
will be at least three weeks in making my tour, 
as T shall return by the coast, and liave many 
people to call for. 

My best comiiliincnls to Charles, our deai* 
kinsman and fellow-saint ; and Messrs. W. and 
II. Barkers. I liope iliiglioc is going on and 
prospering with God and Miss 'M^Causlin. 

If I could tliink on any thing sprightly, I 
should let you hear every other post; but a 
dull, matter-of-fact business, like this scrawl, 
the less and scldomer one writes, tlie better. 

Among other matters-of-fact I shall add this, 
that I am and ever shall be, 

!My dear Sir, 

Your obliged, 

R.B. 

LXXVIT, 

tTo C^ahin fQamtUon, 

fit i> supprwed thnt the wamiTll nf the lover came in this letter to 
cheiud of the imagination of the poet, in his aoonuntof Cliarlutte 
Hnniiltoii.] 

Stirlingy 2Gth August, 1787- 
My dear Sir, 

Here am I on my way to Inverness. I have 
j'ambled over the rich, fertile carses of Falkirk 
and Stirling, and am delighted with their ap- 

3 z 



270 


G KN EHAL CORR KSPOX DENCE 


pearancc t richly wiivinc^ crops of wlioat, barley, 
&c,y but no harvest at all yet, except, in one 
or two ])1aces, an old wife’s ri<lge. Yesterday 
niominp^ I rode from this to>\n up the mean- 
dering Devon’s bunks, to pay iny resj)ec*ts tosoino 
Ayrshire folks at Tlarvioston, After breakfast, 
we inado a party to go and sec tlio famous 
Catidroii-linn, a remarkable cascade in the 
Devon, about five miles uho\e llarvieston; 
and after spending one of the most ])U‘asant 
days I ever hud in my life, I retunu'd to Stir- 
ling in the evening. They are a family. Sir, 
though I had not had any jn ior tie t though 
they liad not been llie brother and sisters 
of a eertain gt'nerous friend of mine, I Avonld 
ne^er forget them. 1 am told you liave not 
seen them these several years, so you can 
liave very little idea of what these* young folks 
are now. Your hroiher is as tall as \ on are, 
hut sleudtM’ rather than otherwise; and J h.ne 
the satisfaction to inform you that lie is get- 
ting the l»etter of those eoiisumptivo sympttuiis 
which I siipjiose you Kuoav A\erc threatening 
him. Ilis make, and jiartieiilaily his maiiner, 
reseinhlo you, but he will still ha\e a finer face. 
(I put in the word still, to please Mrs. IFaniil- 
tou.) Good sense, modevsty, and at the same 
time a just idea of that le-jicct that man ones 
to man, and has a right in his turn to exact, are 
striking features in his character; and, what 
with me is the Alpha and the Omega, he has a 
heart that might adorn the breast of a poet ! 
Gi*ace has a good figure, and the look of hciilth 
and cheerfulness, but nothing else remarkable 
in her person. I scarcely ever saw so striking 
a likeness as is between her and your little 
Deenie; the nioutii and chin piirlieulajly. She 
is reserved at first; but as we grew better ac- 
quainted, 1 was delighted with tlie native frank- 
ness of her manner, and the sterling sense of 
her observation. Of Charlotte I cannot speak' 
ill common terms of : slie is not 

only beautiful but Ion cly. Me.- form is elegant; 
her features not regular, but they have the 
smile of sweetiie'-v .-iiid i h<* settled i-cniijilaccncy 
of good natui'o in the highest degree ; and her 
Complexion, now that she bits hajipily recovered 
her wonted health, is equal to iMiss Iliirnct’s. 
After the cxcercise of our riding to the Falls, 
Charlotte was exactly Dr. J)onne’s mistress; — 

Her pure »nd eloquent l Iwd 
Sp • e in her cheeks, and bo distinctly wioujthtf 
I'hat one would almost say her body thought." 

Her eyes are fascinating; at on^e expressive 
of good sense, tenderness and a noble mind. 

1 do not give you all this account, my good 
Sir, to flatter you. I mean it to reproach you. 
Such relations the first peer in the realm 
miglit own with pride ; then why do you not 
keep up more correspondence with the.se so 
amiable young folks? I hod a tliousand ques- 
tions to answer alxiut you. I had to describe 
the little ones with the minuteness of anatomy* 
They were liiglily delighted when I told them 
that John was so good a l>oyy and so fine a 


scholar, and that Willie was going on still very 
pretty ; but I liavo it in commi.ssioii to tell her 
from tliem that beauty is a poor silly bauble, 
without slie be good. Miss Chalmers 1 had left 
ill Kdiiibiirgh, but I had the ]i1casure of meet- 
ing Mrs. Clialinei*s, only Lady Mackenzie being 
rather a little alarmingly ill of a sore throat 
somewhat marred our enjoyment. 

I shall not be in Ayrsliire for four weeks. 
My most respectful coinxdiinents to Mrs. Ham- 
ilton, Miss Kennedy, and Doctor Mackenzie. 
1 sliall probably write him from some stage or 
otlicr. 

1 am ever, Sir, 

Yours most gi-atefully, 

K.B. 


Lxxviir. 

To iWv. euallet, 

B I. A 1 It or ATHOL E. 

fProfesvir Walkt r was a iiarivc* of Ayrslilrr, and an arcnrnpiis''**fl 
sclinlar; Jic -au IJuiuj. »i1n>n in !• dinbuigli ; lie him at thf 
Farl of Athol’s on rh«* Unmr; heiisitod him uxi at Duinfnes; anil 
after the fopi light of Currie’s cdiiion of the jHict's works expired, he 
wrote, unh miKh tasstc and ftvbngi hi» Jile anew, and edited hi* 
wo»ks~«hat iJHased under his own observaoou lie lelated with 
truth aud ciuc. ] 

Inrcrnciss, blh Septenwer, 17fi7. 

My DfiAK Sir, 

I HAVE just time to write the foregoing,' and 
to tell you that it nmis (at h ast most part of it) 
tlie effusion of an hall-hour I spent at Lniar. 
1 do not mean it was extempore, for 1 haNo 
endeavoured to finish it up as well as Mr. 
Nicol’s ehut and the jogging of the chaise would 
allow. It e.iscs my lieart a good deal, us 
ili\me is the coin with which a poet pays Iiis 
debts of honour or gratitude. What 1 o«c to 
the noble family of Athol, of the first kind, 
r shall ever proudly boast ; vhat I owe of the 
last, so help me God in my hour of need ! 1 shall 
never forget. 

The “ little angel-band !” I declare I prayed 
for them very sincerely to-day at the Fall ol 
Fyers. I sliall never forget the fine family- 
piece I saw at IJIair; the amiable, the truly 
noble duchess, witJi her smiling little seraph in 
hei lap, at the head of the table; the lovely 
“olive i»hnits,” as the Hebrew bard finely 
s.ays, round the happy mother ; the beautiful 
Mrs. (t— ; the lovely sweet Aliss C. &c. 1 wish' 
1 had the powers of Guido to do them justice ! 
My Lord Duke’s kind hospitality — markedly 
kind indeed. Mr. Graham of Fin tray’s charms 
of conversation — Sir W, Murray’s friendshiji. 
In short, the recollection of all that polite, 
agreeable company raises an honest glow in my 
bosom. 


ilflc i’L'tiCinn of lirufl 
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TiXXrX. 

^To iillr. ISurniS* 

I riip letter* of Robert to Oilbert are neither manynor important: 
the latter was aealm consiHerate, sensible man. witli nothioK poetic 
it) his fompoiution ; he died lately, much and widely rcsjicctcd. J 

Edinburgh^ VJth September ^ 1787- 
My drar Brother, 

T ARRIVED here safe yesterday eveninpf, after 
a tour of twenty-two days, and travelling near 
six hundred miles, windings included. My 
farthest stretch was about ten miles beyond 
Inverness. 1 wont through tlio heart of the 
Highlands by CJricff, Tay mouth, the famous 
seat of Lord Breadalbane, dow’n tho Tay, 
among cascades and druidical cirfles of stones, 
to Dunkeld, a seat of the Duke of Atliol ; 
thctico across the Tay, and up one of his tribu- 
lavy streams to IJlair of Atliole, another of the 
duke*s seats, 'where I had tlie honour of .spend- 
ing nearly two days with his grace anti fomily; 
thence many miles through a wild country, 
among cliffs gray with ett*nuil snows and gloomy 
savagt* glens, till I crossed ISpi'y and went down 
the stream through Stratlisjxw, so famous in 
Scottish music ; Iladtuioch, Ac. till I reached 
(jraiit Castle, wlici-e I spent half a day with 
ISir James (Irant and family ; and then crossed 
the country for Fort Cleorge, but called by the 
way at Cawdor, tho ancient seat of Maehetli; 
there 1 saw the identical hed, in which tradition 
says king Duiicuu -was murdered: lastly, from 
fort George to liivorne.ss. 

r returned by the coast, through Nairn, 
i’orres, and so on, to Abertloen, thencn» to 
Stoneliivi‘, w'heri' Jaine.s liurne.sH, from Mont- 
rose, mot me by apjiointincnt. I siKuit two 
days among our relations, and found our aunts, 
•lean and Isabel, still alive, and hale old women, 
.fohn Cairn, thougli born the same yeai’ with 
our fatlier, walks as vigoj ousjy as I can ; they 
liave had several letters from his son in New' 
York. William Brand is likcwi.se a .stout old 
fellow; but further particulars I delay till 1 
see you, which will ho in two or three wet'ks. 
TJie rest of my stages arc not worth rolieai sing : 
warm as I w'as from Ossiau's country, A\liere 
I had seen his very grave, what cared I for 
fishing-towns or fertile carses ? I slept at the 
famous Drodie of Jlrodie’s one night, and dined 
at Gordon Castle next day, wntli the duke, 
duchess, and family. I am thinking to cause 
niy old inaro to meet me, by means of John 
Ronald, at Glasgow ; but you shall hear farther 
from me before I leave Edinburgli. My duty 
and many compliments from the north to my 
mother ; and my brotherly coinpliinents to the 
rest. I have been trying for a berth for Wil- 
liam, hut am not likely to be successful. Fare- 
well. 

B.B. 


1.XXX. 

' €o i^argaret Cr|)aYmm» 

(row MRS. HAY.) 

[To Majwirit CbalmtTS, the younp'ent daujrhter of James Chal- 
mers. Esq., of FiiiftlA-ncI, St Is said that Warns conllded liis affecnon 
to Chanotte Ilamilton : hin letters to Mua Chalmers, like those to 
Mrs. Dunlop, are distinguished for their good sense and delicacy as 
wdl as freedom 1 

SepU 26, 17«7. 

I SEND Cliarlotto the first number of the songs; 

J would not wait for the second nuinhcr ; 1 hate 
delay.*? in little marks of friendship, as 1 Iiate 
dissimulation in the language of the heart. I 
am jietermined to ])ay Charlotte a poetic coin- 
])ltment, if I could hit on some glorious old 
Scotch air, in niimbep second.* Yon will .see a 
small attempt on a shred of paper in the book: 
but though Dr. Blacklock commended it very 
highly, I am not just satisfied with it myself. I 
intend to make it a description of some kind: 
the whining cant of love, except in real i)as- 
sion, and by a masterly iiand, is to me as insuf- 
fcralde as the prcaciiing cant of old Father 
Sincaton, whig-minister at Kilmaurs. Darts, 
flames, cupids, loves, graces, and all that far- 
rago, are just a ^rauchline * * * * a sense- 
less rabble. 

1 got ail excellent po<‘tic epistle yostenjight 
from the old, venerable author of “ Tullochgo- 
rum,” “ .John of Badenyon,'' Ac. I suppose you 
know' lie is a clergyman. 1 1 is by far the finest 
poetic compliment I ever got. 1 will send you 
a copy of it. 

I go on Thursday or Friday to Dumfries, to 
w'ait on Air. Miller about his farms. — Do tell 
that to Lady Aliicken/.ie, that she may give me 
credit for a little wisdom. “I Wisdom dwell 
w'ith I'nulonce.^’ Y^hat a blessed fire-side ! 

1 How happy should 1 be to ]>as.sa winter evening 
under their vt-nora hie roof ! and smoke a pipe 
I of tobiUTO, or diiiik water-gnicd w’itli tliem ! 
AVluit .* oleum, leiigiheiu'd, laughter-quashing 
gra\ ity of plii/. ! Wliat sage remarks on the 
good-lor-nothiug sons and diiughiers of iudis- 
ereti?»n and folly ! And wliat frugal lessoii.s, as 
we stniiti'ued tlie fire-side circle on the uses of 
the poker anti tongs ! 

Alibs N. is vt‘ry w'oll, and begs to be remem- 
bered ill tlie old w'ay to you. 1 used all my elo- 
quence, all tlie persuasive flourishes of tlie hand, 
and heal t-meltiiig modulation of periods in my 
j pow'cr, to urge hci* out to Uarvieston, but all ii\ 
vain. Aly rlictoric seems quite to have lost its 
effect on the lovely half of mankind. I have 
seen tin* day — but that is a “ tale of other years.” 
— Ill my conscience 1 believe that my heart has 
been so oft on fire that it is absolutely vitrified, 
1 look on the sex with something like tlie admi- 
ration witli w’hich I regard the starry sky in a 
frosty December night. I admire the beauty of 
the Creator’s w'orkmauship ; I am charmed with 
the wild but graceful eccentricity of their mo- 
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lions, and — wish them good night. I niruii this 
with respect to a certain passion dontfai eu Phon- 
Mur ^ itre un miterahleeaclave : as for friendship, 
you and Charlotte have given me pleasure, per- 
manent pleasure, “ which the world cannot give, 
nor take away'* I hope ; and which will outlast 
Uie heavens and the earth. 

R. B. 

LXXXI. 

t!ro i^argavet 

[That finr songr, “The Hanks of the Devon," dedicated to the 
duums of Ciuurlotte Hamilton, was enclosed in the following lettei.] 

Without date. 

I HAVE been at Dumfries, and at one visit more 
shall be decided about a farm in that country. 
1 am rather hopeless in it ; but as my brother is 
an excellent fanner, and is, besides, an exceed- 
ingly prudent, sober man (qualities which are 
only a younger brother’s fortune in our family), 
I am determined, if my Dumfries business fail 
me, to return into partnership w'itli him, and at 
our leisure take another farm in the neighbour- 
hood. 

I assure you I look for high compliments from 
you and Charlotte on this very sago instance of 
my unfathomable, incomprohcnsiblo wisdom. 
Taking of Charlotte, I must tell her that I have, 
to the best of my power, paid her a poetic com- 
pliment, now completed. The air is admirable : 
true old Highland. It was the tunc of a Gaelic 
song, which an Inverness lady sung me when I 
was there ; and I w'us so charmed with it that I 
begged her to >vrito me a set of it from her sing- 
ing; for it had never been set before. I am 
fixed that it shall go in Johnson’s next number ; 
so Charlotte and you need not spend your pre- 
cious time in contradicting me. I won’t say the 
poetry is first-rate ; thongii I am convinced it is 
very well ; and, what is not always the case with 
compliments to ladies, it is not only sincere, but 
just. 

R. B. 

LXXXII. 

So bionics 1^0$, Ssq. 

OOBDOK CASTLE. 

[JftmCi Hny, librarian of Gordon ('astir, was. It la said, the gen* 
whom his grace of Gordon sent with a messosr invitiiig In 
vain that ** obstinate son of Latin prosCf’ Nicoi, to stop and enjoy 
iiimsdr.] 

Edinburgh, 20th October, 1787. 

Sib, 

I WILL defend my conduct in giving you this 
trouble, on the best of Christian principles — 
‘‘ Whatsoever ye would tliat men should do unto 
you, do ye even so unto them.** — I shall cer- 
tainly, among my legacies, leave my latest curse 


to that unlucky predicament which hurried- < 
tore mo away firmn Castle Gordon. May that 
obstinate son of Latin prose [Nicoi] be curst to 
Scotch mile periods, and damned to seven league 
paragraphs ; while Declension and' Conjugation, 
Gender, Number, and Time, under the ragged 
baimers of Dissonance and Disari’angemen't, eter- 
nally rank against him in hostile array. 

Allow me, Sir, to strengthen the small claim I 
have to your acquaintance, by the following re- 
quest. An engraver, James Johnson, in Edin- 
burgh, has, not from mercenary views, but from 
an honest Scotch enthusiasm, set about collect- 
ing all our native songs and setting them to 
music; particularly those that have never been 
setbefrre. Clarke, the well known musician, 
presides over the musical arrangement, and Drs. 
Beattie and Blacklock, Mr. Tytlcr of Wood- 
houselce, and your humble servant to the utmost 
of Ids small power, assist in collecting the old 
poetiy, or sometimes for a fine air make a stanza, 
w'ben it hiis no words. The brats, too tedious 
to mention, claim a parental pong from my hard- 
ship. 1 suppose it will appear in Johnson’s se- 
cond number — the first was published before my 
acquaintance with him. My request is — “ Cauld 
Kail in Aberdeen,” is one intended for this 
number, and I beg a copy of bis Grade of Gor- 
don's words to it, wdiich you were so kind os to 
repeat to mo. You may bo sure wo won’t pro* 
fix the author’s name, except you like, though I 
look on it as no small merit to this work that the 
.names of many of the authors of our old Scotcli 
songs, names almost forgotten, will be inserted. 
I do not well know where to write to you — I 
rather write at you ; but if you will be so oblig- 
ing, immediately on receipt of this, as to writo 
me a few lines, I shall perhaps pay you in kind, 
though not in quality. Jolinson’s terms are : — 
each number a liaudsome pocket voluifie, to con- 
sist at least of a hundred Scotch songs, w'ith 
basses for the harpsichord, &c. The price to 
subscribers 5s. ; to non- subscribers 6s. He wiU 
have three numbers I conjecture. 

My direction for two or three weeks will l)e at 
Mr. William Cruikshank’s, St. James’s-sqnare, 
New-town, Edinburgh. 

I am, 

Sir, 

Your 's to command, 

R. B. 

LXXXIIT. 

^0 IBleb. Jb&innrr. 

[The aonipi of " Tullocligoram»" and John of Dadenyon,” have 
made the name of Skinner dear to all loven of Scottlah vene : he waa 
a man cheerful and pious, nor did the family talent exidre with him; 
his son became Bishop of Abenleen.] 

Edinburgh, October 25, 1787* 
Revebevd and Venerable Sir, 

Accept, in plain dull prose, my most sincere 
thanks for the host poetical compliment 1 ever 
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Tho welfare of tliosc wlio are very dear 
to us, whose only supi>ort, hope, and stay we 
are — this, to a generous mind, is another sort of 
more important object of care than any concerns 
wliatever which centre merely in tho individual. 
On the oilier hand, let no young, unmanned, 
rahehelly dog among you, make a song of his 
pretended liberty and freedom from care. If 
the relations we stand in to king, country, kin- 
dred, and friends, be any tiling but the visionary 
fancies of dreaming metaphysicians ; if religion, 
nrtue, magnanimity, generosity, humanity and 
justice, be aught but empty sounds ; then the 
man who may be said to live only for others, for 
the beloved, honourable female, whose tender 
faithful embrace endears life, and for the help- 
less little innocents who are to be the men and 
women, the worshippers of his God, the subjects 
of his king, and the support, nay tho very vital 
existence of his couktky in the ensuing age; — 
eomparo such a man with any fellow whatever, 
who, whether he bustle and push in business 
among labourers, clerks, statesmen ; or w’hother 
he roar and rant, and drink and sing in taverns 
— a fellow over whose grave no one will breathe 
a sing^ ' oigh-lio, except from the cobweb- tic of 
w hs - • ' cfd good-fellowship — who has no view 

noi . ^ . what terminates in himself — if there 
bo a:' lliug earth born wretch of our spi‘- 

cies, a odo to common sense, wdio would 
fain believe that the noble creature man, is no 
better th<an a sort of fungus, generatiul out of 
nothing, nobody knows how', and soon dissipated 
in notliiiig, nobody knows wdiero; such a stupid 
beast, such a crau ling reptile, might balance the 
foregoing unexaggerated comparison, but no one 
elK(? M'ould have tlie patience. 

Forgive me, my dear Sir, for this long silence. 
71; make you amends^ I shall send you soon, and 
more enc ouraging still, without any }>ostage, one 
or two rhymes of my later manufacture. 

K. iJ. 

CLXVI. 

^STo iltli:. iH'iH-turbo, 

[John M'Munln has twen nliisuly mi'ntionrd as one of Ihirn&'a 
Srmeat fritsids: his tahlcat Drumlanri^ uas always spread ac th« 
IHietfh coniiriK : nor was u iinchcsiml b> the presetus: of ttie lady of 
the house and hex ilaiiKhterii.J 

Ellutandy lOlh June, 17 «>. 

Sir, 

A POET and a beggar are, in so many points 
of vitnv, alike, that one might take them for the 
same individual cliaractcr nuclei* diflTerent dc»sig- 
nations ; were it not that though, with a trifling 
poetic license, most poets may be styled beggars, 
yet the converse of the proposition doc's not hold 
tliat every beggar is a poet, in one iiarticular,* 


however, they remarkably agree; ; if you help 
cither tho one; or the other to a mug of ale, or 
the picking of a bone, they will very willingly 
rc‘pay you with a song. This oecui's to me at 
present, as I have just dispatched a >veU-liued 
rib of John Kirkpatrick’s Uighlandcr ; a bargain 
for wliich I am indebted to you, in the stylo of 
our ballad printers, “ Five excellent now songs.” 
The enclosed is nearly my newi'st song, and one* 
that has cost ino some pains, though that is but 
fin equivocal mark of its excellence. Two or 
three others, wdiieli I have by me, shall do them- 
selves the honour to wait on your al’ter leisure : 
petitioners for admittance into favour, must not 
harai^ the condescension of their benefactors. 

You see. Sir, wdiat it is to patronise a poet. 
'Tis like being a magistrate in a petty borough ; 
you do them the favour to preside in their council 
for opoj*t'ar, and your name bears the prefatory 
stigma of Bailie for life. 

With, not the compliments, but the best 
wishcf^ the sincerest prayers of the season for 
you, that you may see many and happy years with 
Mrs. M'Murilu, and your family; two blessings 
by the bye, to which your rank docs not, hy any 
means, entitle you; a loving wile and line family 
heing almost tho only good things of this life to 
which tho fann-houso and cottage have an ex- 
clusive right. 

1 liave the honour to be. 

Sir, * 

Your much indebted and very humble servant, 

B. B. 


CLXVTT. 

Zo IHr^. Siinlop, 


fThe dcxil, the pniic, anil ihc Pn-ifinlcr darki ned ilic si'imoiis, fi>r 
more than a coiiturj , of inanv sound diviius in tJu* mirth. A'> a .la- 
ciihire. Hums dislikid to Jicar Priiu’e I'hailes cbIK-cI the I’l' temlc-r, 
Rtid n.<i a man rif n tiiliiatu nature, he disiard b> heat the I'niK-tieati-d 
iinUUc a jtcntU-innn : his notions rwarrtiiig Satan art* lecordiil in liis 
iiiiiiUtahU* Ad<lit.nR.J 

Ellhsland, 21s/ June, 17119. 

J)r.AU Madam, 

WiLi- you take tho effusions, the inist'rahlo 
effusions of low spirits, just as they flow from 
their bitter spring ? I know not of any particu- 
lar cause for this woi*st of all my foes besetting 
me ; but for some time my soul lias lieen be- 
clouded with a thickoniiigatmosplicrc of evil ima- 
ginations and gloomy presages. 

Monday Evening, 

1 have just heard Mr. Kirkpatrick preach a 
sermon, lie is a man famous for his benevo- 
lence, and 1 revere him ; but from sucJi ideas of 
iiiy Creator, good Lord deliver me ! Beligion, 
my honoured friend, is surely a simple business, 
ns it iHjually c'onecriiS the ignorant find tiie 
learned, the poor and the rich. That there k 

4 r. 
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fill incomprehensible Great Boinf?, to whom T 
owe my existence, and that lie must bo inti- 
mately acquainted with the operations and pro- 
gress of tlio internal machinery, and consequent 
outward deportment of this creature which he 
has made; these are, I think, self-evident pro- 
positions. TJiat there is a real and eternal dis- 
tinction between virtue and vice, and conse- 
quently, that 1 am an acceountable creatun^; 
that from the seeming nature of the hiiinun 
mind, as well as from the evident impcrfi'ctioii, 
nay, iwsitive injustice, in the administration of 
affairs, both in the natural and moral worlds, 
there must l)(» a retributive scene of existence 
beyond tlie grave ; must, I think, bo allowed by 
every one who will give himself a moment’s 
reflection, I will go farther, and aflirm, tliat 
from the sublimity, excellence, and purity of his 
floctriiio and i>rc*cepts, unparalleled by all the 
aggregated w’isdoiii and learning of many jire- 
reding ages, though, to appearance , he himself 
w'lus the obscurest and most illiterate of our 
species ; therefore Jesus Christ was from God. 

Whatever mitigates the woes, or increases 
the happiness of others, this is my criterion of 
goodness ; and whatever injures society at large, 
«)!• any individual in it, this is my measure of 
iui<iuity. 

What think you, madam, of my creed ? I 
trubt that 1 have said nothing that will lessen me 
in the eye of one, wdiose good opinion 1 value 
almost next to the approbation of iny own 
mind. 

B. B. 


ttiat I can hardly conceive it possible to con- 
tinue a daily paper in tlie same degree of excel- 
lence : but if there w^as a man who had abilities 
equal to the task, that man’s assistance the pro- 
prietors have lost. 

When I rweived your letter I was transciah- 
ing for * * * *, ray letter to the magistrates of 
the Canougate, Edinburgh, begging their per- 
mission to place a tomb-stone over jioor Fergiis- 
Kon, and their edict in consequence of my peti- 
tion, but now I shall send them to * * ’’^ * * *. 
Poor Fergusson ! If there be a life beyond the 
grave, which 1 trust there is ; and if there be a 
good God presiding over all nature, which I am 
sure there is ; thou art now enjoying existence 
in a glorious world, where wortli of the heart 
alone is distinction in the man; where riches, 
deprived of all their pleasure-purchasing powers, 
return to their native sordid matter; w'Jieiv 
titles and honours are the disregarded reveries 
of an idle dream ; and where that Jieavy virtue, 
which is the negative consequence of steady dul- 
iiess, and those thoughtless, thougli often de- 
structive follies W'hich arc the uiiavoidahh* aher- 
rutions of frail human nature, will he thrown into 
equal o])liv ion as if they had never beem 

Adieu, niy dear Sir ! So soon as yo»fop eseiit 
view's and scliemes are concentered i'C' of Gtn, 1 
shall be glad to hear from you ; as > kind a>lfitre 
and liappiuess is by no means a s won’t ijidif- 
ferent to 

Yours, 

U. B. 


CLXVIII, 

Zo 

(The 
dreoM-ci \ 

lid plenitude uf fancy, rcuiindnl him, tie said, 

uf Kdhert liurii^ j 


The hurry of a fanner in this particuhoi* sea- 
son, and the indolence of a jioet at ail times and 
seasons, will, 1 iiope, plead my excuse for neglect- 
ing so long to answer your obliging letter of the 
fitii of August. 

That you have done well in quitting your la- 
borious concern in * * * * 1 do not doubt ; the 
weighty reasons you mention, were, I hope, very, 
and deservedly indeed, weiglity ones, and your 
health is a matter of the last iiiixjortance ; but 
whether the remaining proprietors of the paper 
have also done well, is what I much doubt. 
The ♦ * * so far as 1 W 'is a refider, exliibited 
such a brilliancy of point, such aii clegiincc of 
paragraph, and such a vaiiety of inteiligenee. 


CLXIX. 

Zo S£liIUnm5ii 


[Icleii ^^an u Icdgfd this h tu-r, ith the c 

cilliiif^b on 'lave Trade, u hit h enclust-d 

prube tou high.] 

KUislami, 171111 . 

Madam, 

Or the many problems in the nature of that 
wonderful creature, man, this is one of the most 
extraordinary, that he shall go on from day to 
day, from week to week, from month to nionili, 
or perliaps from year to year, suffering a hundred 
j times more in an hour from the impotent cou- 
sciousiiess of neglecting what he ought to do,^ 
tluiii the very doing of it would cost him. 1 am 
deeply indebted to you, fii’st for a most elegaut 
pocjtic compliment ; then for a polite, obliging 
lotU‘r ; and, lastly, for your excellent poem on 
the Slave Trade ; and yet, wretch tliat I am ! 
though the dttbts were debts of houour, and the 
creditor a lady, I liavc put off and put off even the 
very acknowledgment uf the obligation, until 
you must indeed be tlie very angel I take you 
^br, if you cun forgive me. 
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Your poem I have read with the highest plea- 
sure. I have a way whenever I read a hook, I 
jiiean a hook in our own trade, Madam, a poetic 
one, and when it is my own jn’operty, that I take 
a pencil and mark at the ends of verses, or note 
on margins and odd })aper, little criticisms of 
approbation or disapprobation as 1 peruse along. 
1 will make no apology for presenting yon with 
a few iincoiinoct(‘d thoughts that occurred to me 
ill my repeated perusals of your jioein. 1 want 
to show you that I have honesty enough to toll 
you wliat 1 take to be truths, oven wliou they 
are not ipiite on the side of approbabation ; and 
1 do it in tlie frm faith that you luive erpuil 
greatness of mind to hoar them witli plea- 
sure. 

I had lately the honour of a letter from T>r. 
■\toore, where ho tells me that he has sent me 
some books : they arc nut yet come to hand, but 
1 hear they are on the way. 

Wishing you all success in your progress in 
the patli of faiiK*; and that you may c*<pially 
eseapo the danger of stumhliug through iiieau- 
lious speed, or losing ground through loitering 
neglect- 

. 11. B. 


CJiXX. 

^'o 3}oIjn ilogrm. 

TTfaf Kiri’s Mntin, < Utter nlliirtoa. has Iittir 

EUt»land^ near Dumfries, 'tih Au(j. IJdP. 

DhAK Si 11, 

T 1 VTr.Ni»i:i) to have written you long ere now, 
and as I told you, I had gotten throe stanzas ami 
a iialf on my way in a poetic epistle to you ; but 
lli.it old enemy of all good works, the devil, threw 
me into a prosaic mire, and for the soul of me I 
cannot get out of it. J dart* not Avi’ite you a 
long letter, as 1 am going to intrude on your 
lime with a long ballad. I have, as you will 
shortly see, tiiiished “ The Kirk's Alarm but 
now that it is done, and that 1 have laughed 
once or twice at the conceits in some of the 
stanzas, I am dt'tennined not to let it get into 
the public ; so 1 send you this copy, the tii-st 
tliat I have sent to Ayrshire, exeejit some few 
of the stanzas, which 1 wrote off in embryo for 
Clavin Hamilton, under the express jirovisicn 
and request that you will only read it to a few 
of us, and do not onaiiy^ account give, or permit 
to be taken, any copy of tbe ballad. If 1 could 
be of any service to Dr. M‘(jill, I M’oiihl do it, 
though it should be at a much greater exjienso 
than irritating a fc*w bigoted yiriiists, but J am 
afraid serving liim in Jiis present emharras is a 
task too liard for me. 1 have enemies enow, 


God knows, though I do not wantonly add to tlie 
number. Still as I think tliere is some merit in 
two or three of the thoughts, 1 send it to you as 
a small, but sincere testimony how much, and 
with what respectful esteem, 

1 am, dear Sir, 

Your obliged humble servant, 

KB. 

cTiXxr. 

^To Dtinlop* 

(The prictic epistle 1)1' u'Dithy .lanct I.ittle was of small acniwiit ; 
nor was the adiMcvof Dr. Moore* to ahandon the Scottish stanza and 
(lialet-t, and adopi the measure and laii'tiiuire ol ni(>(Uni Kiif{Iis!i 
|MN‘trv. lH.‘tter inspired than the struiu ol tlie iiiilkiiiaid, loj sucii ivas 
Jenny Li;tlc.J 

EUhland, Glh Sept. 17 «!>. 

Deaii Madam, 

I HAVE mentioned in my last my ajipoiniment 
to the Kxcise, and the birth of little Frank ; 
who, by the bye, I trust will be no discredit to 
the boiioiirable name of Wallace, as he has a 
fine manly countenance, and aiigure that might 
do credit to a little fellow two months older; 
and likewise an excellent good temper, though 
when he pleases ho has a piix*, only not quite so 
loud as the lioni that his immortal namesake 
blew as a signal to take out the pin of Stirling 
bridge. 

I bad some time ago an epistle, part poetic, 
and jiart ]uosuic, from your pocti‘ss, IMrs. *1. 
Little, a very ingenious, but modest eonipositfou. 
T should have written lu*!* as she ri‘quested, hut 
for the hurry of this new business. I have heai d 
of h<‘r and her compositions in this country ; 
and I am hajipy to add, always to the liouonr of 
her character. 'J’he fact is, I know not avcU liow 
to write to her : I sliould sit down to a .sheet of 
jiajier that 1 knew not liow to stain. I am no 
dab at fine-dra^vn letter-writing; and, exccjit 
when ju’om})tcd by friendship or gratitude, or, 
■wliicli lia])j>cns extremely rarely, inspired by the 
mu.se (I know not her name) that presides 
over epistolary writing, I sit down, when ne- 
cessituted to write, as I would sit down to beat 
hemp. 

Some parts of your letter of the 20th August, 
struck me witli the most melancholy concern for 
the .state of your mind at present. 

W^ould I could wTite you a letter of comfort, 
I would sit down to it with as iniieh pleasure, as 
I would to write an epic poem of my own com- 
position that should equal the Iliad, Religion, 
iiiy dear friend, is the true comfort ! A strong 
pci-suasion in a future state of existence ; a pro- 
position so obviously ]irobuble, that, setting reve- 
lation aside, every nation and people, so tar as 
investigation has reached, for at least near four 
thousand years, have, in some mode or other, 
firmly believed it. In vain would we rcas lu 
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and pretend to doubt. I hax'c myself done so to 
a very daring i>itch; but, wlien 1 refiectf‘d, that 
I was opposing the most ardent wishes, and the 
most dialing hopes of good men, and flying in 
the face of all human belief, in all ages, I was 
siiocked at my own conduct. 

I know not wliether 1 have over sent you the 
following lines, or if you have ever seen them ; 
but it is one of my llivourite quotations, wliich I 
keep constantly by me in my progress through 
life, in the language of the book of Job, 

•*x\ffainst tlic day of battle and of war" — 

Spoken of religion : 

“ "ris thtt, my Iricnd, that streaks our morning bright, 

*Tis this, that grids the hormrof our night. 

AVhen wealth fnivakes us, and when fnends arc few*, 

\V hiMi tnends aa- faithless, or when foes pursue; 

Tis this that wants the blow, or stills the smart, 
r>i&arnis alHiction, nr repels his dart ; 

\\ ithin the Imast bids purest lapturcs rise, 

IhiL siuiliiii; conbcienci* sjiread her cloudUss skies." 

J have been busy with Zeluco. The l^octor is 
so obliging ixs to request my opinion of it ; and 
1 have been revolving in my mind som^c kind of 
criticisms on novel-writing, but it is a depth be- 
yond my research, I shall however digest my 
thoughts on the subject as well as I can. Zclttco 
is a most sterling performance. 

Farewell ! A Dicu^ le hon Dicu^ je votts cotn^ 
mrude 

R. B. 


CLXXTI, 

^0 plain Ulbbcl, 


fThc U histle alluded to tn fhis letter \ as contended for on thcltkh 
of Oftoher, the siicrmiul cumpc* or, Ferguss in, of Craigcbir- 

nn-h, was kilhfl by a fall from Iris horse some time after the “jotial 
aiiite«t."J 


JUIlislandf \Gih Oct, 17^« 

Sir, 

Big with the idea of this important day at 
Friars Carse, T liave watched the elements and 
skies in the full persuasion that they would an- 
nounce it to the astonished world by some plie- 
nomena of terrific poii-cnt. — Yesternight until a 
very late hour did I wait with anxious horror, 
for the appearance of some comet flring half the 
sky ; or aerial armies of sanguinary Scandina- 
vians, darting athwart tlie startled heavens, rapid 
as the ragged lightning, and horrid as those con- 
vulsions of nature that bury nations. 

The elements, however, seem to take the mat- 
ter very quietly : they did not even usher in this 
morning with triple suns and p., shower of blood, 
symbolical of the three potent heroes, and the 
mighty claret-shed of t!ie day.- -For me, as 


Thomson in his Winter sayB of the stonm-^ 
shall Hear astonished, and astonislied sing 

The whistle and the man ; I sing 
The man that won the whistle, &c. 

Here are we met, throe merry boys. 

Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And inony a night we've merry been. 

And mony mae we hope to bo. 

Wlia first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold coward loun is he : 

Wha last beside his chair shall fa’ 
lie is the king ainang us tlirce. 

To leave the heights of Parnassus and come to 
the humble vale of i)ro.sc. — I have some misgiv- 
ings tliat 1 take too miicli upon mo, when I re- 
quest you to get yonr guest, Sir Koliert Lowrie, 
to fnink tlie two enclosed covers for me, tlio 
one of them, to Sir William Ciinningiiam, of 
Kobortliind, llart. at Kilniamoc*k, — the otlier to 
Mr. Allan Ma.sterton, Writing-Master, Kdiii- 
bnrgh. The first has a kindred claim on Sir 
Robert, as being a brother Baronet, and likewise 
a keen Foxite ; the other is one of the worthiest 
men in the world, and a man of real genhis ; so, 
allow int‘ to say, he has a fraternal claim on yon. 
I want tliem franked for to-moiTow, as 1 cannot 
get them to the post to-night. — X shall send a 
servant again for them in the evening. Wishing 
that your h(*ad may be crowned v\ ith laurels to- 
night, and free from aelies to-morrow, 

1 have the honour to bo. Sir, 

Your deeply indebted humble Servant, 

R. B. 


CTiXXTlT. 

^0 CTaptain ^tbbrl. 

f Robert Hiddcl kept one of tliose present pest* of soricty — an 
slbuin — intft u hirh liunis copied tlic Lines on tlic Heriniiajp'f and 
.he Wounded Hare. J 


Ellislandy 1789. 


Sill, 

I WISH from my inmost soul it wore in my 
power to give you a more substantial gratifica- 
tion and return for all the goodne.«4S to the poet, 
tlian transcribing a few of his idle rhymes, — 
However, “ an old song,” though to a proverb 
an instance of insignificance, is gencr^ly the 
only coin a poet has to pay with. , 

If my poems which 1 have transcribed, and 
mean still to transcribe into your book, werti 
(H|ual to the grateful respect and high esteem 1 
bear for the gentleman to whom I present them, 
tiicy would be the finest poems in the language*. 
— As they are, they will at least be a testimony 
with what sincerity 1 liavc the honour to be. 

Sir, 

Your devoted humble Servant, 


H. 
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CLXXTV 

^0 i!^r. IXol^crt ^in^Uc. 

ITIie iffii'unlny of a poet bcv>onilnf; a Kaugcr seems ever to have 
hwi) pn'sent to the uiiiicl of llums—but those moving things ca’d 
wm* and weans have a strong influence on the actions of man.] 

EllUlandy 1#^ .V«w. 

Mv DF.AU Friend, 

I HAD written you long ero now, could I liave 
guessed where to find you, for I am sure you 
l»a\e more good sense than to waste tluj precious 
days of vacation time in tlie dirt oflmsintsss and 
IC(liiiburgh.~Wlierover you are, God bloK.s you, 
and lead you not into temptation, but deliver 
you from evil ! 

1 do not know it* I have informed yon that I 
am now ai)jioiiited to an excise division, in the 
middle of whicli my lioii.so and farm lie. ]n this 
J -was extrcuif'ly Incky. Witlioiit ever having 
been an exjn'etant, as tli<‘y call their joumeymen 
(‘xeisenien, J was directly jdanted down to all 
intents and pnri)oses an oflfieer of excise ; there 
to htiurish and bring forth fruits — -w'orthy of rc- 
p<;ntanco. 

1 know not how' the word exciseman, or still 
more opprobrious, gaug<‘r, will sound in your 
ears. 1 too liavc seen tlic day wdien my auditory 
nerves would liavc felt very delicatcdy on tl 
subject; but a wife and children are things 
which liavo , 0 , wonderful power in blunting lliesc 
kind of simsations. Fifty pounds a yc.T.r for life, 
and a provision for widow's and orplians, you wdll 
allow is no Iwul settlement for a poet. For tlie 
ignominy of the profession, I have the cinon- 
ragcinmit which 1 onccj heard a recruiting ser- 
geant giv(* to a numerous, if not a ivspoctablc 
audience, in the streets of Kilmarnock. — “ Gen- 
tlemen, for your further and better encourage- 
ment, 1 can assure you that our regiment is the 
most blackguard corps under the crowTi, and 
conse(iueiitly with us an honest fellow lias the 
surest chance for prefennent.^’ 

You need not doubt that I find several very 
iiuplcasiiiit and disagreeahlc circiiinstanccs in my 
business ; hut 1 am tired witli and disgusted at 
the language of comjdaint against the evils of 
life. J 1 liman existence in the most favourable 
situations does not abound with pleasures, and 
has its inconveniences and ills ; capricious foolish 
man mistakes these inconveniencics and ills as 
if they were tlie peculiar property of his pai'ti- 
I’ular situation ; and hence that eternal fickle- 
ness, that love of change, which has ruined, and 
daily does ruin many a fine fellow, as well as 
many a blockhead, and is almost, without ex- 
c<>iition, a constant source of disappointment and 
misery. 

1 long to hear from you how you go on — not 
t!o much in business as in life. Are you pretty 
W'ell satisfied with your ow'ii exertions, and 
tolerably at ease in yoiir internal reflections ? 
much to be a groat character os a lawyer. 


lit beyond comparison more to be a groat cha- 
racter as a man. That you may be both the 
me and the other is the earnest wish, and that 
you will be both is the firm x^ersuasion of. 

My dear Sir, Htc. 

11. 15. 

CLXXV. 

^0 l^icj^arb l^roinn. 

fWIth tills letter cliises tlie ciir spoiidci of Unbert Hums anil 
Richard Brown. | 

Ellisland, 4th November, 1780 . 

I HAVE been so hurried, my over dear friend, 
that though 1 got both your letters, I have not 
been able to commaiul an hour to answer tliem 
as 1 wished ; and oven now, you are to look on 
this as merely conl'essing debt, and craving days. 
Few tilings could liave given me so mucli plea- 
sure as the news that you were once more safe 
and sound on terra firma, and happy in that 
]>lace w'herc hapx>inoss is alone to be found, in 
the fireside circle. May Ibe benevolent Director 
of all things iieculiarly bless you in all those eii- 
doaring connexions consequent on the tender 
and venerable names of husband and father ! 3 

have indeed been extremely lucky in getting an 
additional income of £o0 a year, -whilo, at the 
same time, tlie axqiointnient will nofeost me above 
£10 or £12 per annum of expenses more than I 
must have inevitably incurred. Tlie worst cir- 
cumstance is, that tlic excise division w’hich I 
have got is so extensive, no less tluin ten parishes 
to ride over ; and it abounds besides witli so 
much business, that I can scarcely steal a spare 
moment, lluw'cver, labour endears rest, and 
lioth together are absolutely necessary fur the 
j)roi>cr enjoyment of human existence. I cannot 
meet yon any where. No less than an order from 
the Board of l’l.vcisc, at Edinburgh, is necessary 
before I can have so much time as to meet you 
ill Ayrshire. But do you come, and see mo. 
W e must have a social day, and jierliaps lengthen 
it out w’ith half the night, before you go again to 
sea. You arc the earliest friend 1 now have on 
earth, luy brothers cxcejited ; and is not that an 
endearing circumstance ? Wlien you and I first 
met, we were at the green jieriod of liuman life. 
The twig would easily take a bent, hut w'ould as 
easily return to its former state. You and 1 
not only took a mutual bent, but, by the melan- 
choly, tliough strong influence of being both of 
the family of the unfortunate, we were entwined 
with one another in our gi'owth towards ad- 
vanced age; and blasted be the sacrilegious 
hand that shall attempt to undo the union ! Y ou 
and I must liave one bumper to my favourite 
toast, “ May the companions of our youth be the 
friends of our old age !*’ Come and see me one 
year ; 1 shall see yon at Port Glasgow the next, 

4 M 
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and if we can contrive to have a gossip! l>c- 
tween our two bed-fellowR, it will be so much 
additional pleasure. Mrs. Burns joins me in 
kind compliments to you and Mrs. Brown. 
Adieu ! 

I am ever, my dear Sir, yours, 

JL B. 


CLXXVl. 


[The jwict enclosed in thii letter to hia ])atron In the Kxrise the 
clever verses on Captain Grow, the Kirk’a Alann, and the fin.t bal- 
lad un C'a])taiii Millei'a election. J 


9th Dccemher^ 171K>. 

Sir, 

1 jiAVK a ^ood while had a >\ish to troublt* 
you with ii letter, and liad certainly done it lon|ir 
ere now— but for a hiimiliatin'j soinetliinjr tliat 
throws cold water on the resolution, as if one 
should say, You have found Mr. (sraham a 
very powerful and kind friend indi'od, and that 
interest he is so kindly' taking? in your eoiicems, 
you ought by every tiling in your pow<*r to keep 
alive and cherisli.” Now tbough since God lias 
thouglit proper to make one powerful and an- 
other helpb‘ss, the connexion of obliger and 
obliged is all fair; and though iny la'ing undiT 
your patronage is to me Jiiglily honourable, yet. 
Sir, allow me to flatter myself, that, as a po<*t 
and an hon(>st man jou lirst interested yourself 
in my welfare, and principally as such, still you 
permit ine to approacli you. 

1 have found the excise business go on a great 
deal smootli(*r with me than 1 expected ; owing 
a good deal to the generous friendship of Mr. 
Mitchel, my collector, and the kind assistance 
of Mr. Findlater, iny supervisor. I dure to bo 
honest, and I fear no labour. Nor do I find iny 
hurried life greatly inimical to iny coiTcspon- 
deiice with the muses. Their visits to me, in- 
deed, and I believe to most of tlieir ac*<piaintance, 
like the visits of good angels, arc short an<l far 
between : but I meet tlu'm now and then .as I 
jog through the hills of NitJjsdule, just as 1 used 
to do on the bunks of Ayr. I hike tl)o liberty 
to enclose you a few bagatelles, all of tliem the 
productions of my leisure tlioiights in iriy excise 
rides. 


If you know or have over seen Captain Grose, 
the antiquarian, you will enter into any liumour 
that is in the verses on him. Perhaps you have 
seen them before, as I sent them to a London 
newspaper. Though I dare say you luivc none 
of the solemn-league-and-covenant fire, which 
shone so conspicuous in Lord George Gordon, 
and the Kilmarnof'k weavers, yet 1 think you 
must have heard of Br. M*Gill, one of the cler- 
gymen of Ayr, and his lier(3tical book. God 
help him, iwor man ! Though ho is one of llie 


worthi<*st, 08 well as one of the ablest of the 
whole priesthood of the Kirk of Scotland, in 
every sense of that ambiguous term, yert the 
poor Doctor and his numerous family are in 
imminent (Linger of being throw’u out to tbo 
mercy of the winter-winds. The enclosed bal- 
lad on that business is, 1 confess, too local, but 
1 laughed myself at sonic conceits in it, though 
I am convinced in my conscience that there are 
a good many heavy stanzas in it too. 

Tiie election ballad, as you will see, alludes to 
the present ciuivass in our string of boroughs. 
I dc not believe there will be such a hard-run 
match in th" wliole general election. 

1 am too little a man to have any political 
attachments; 1 am deeply indebted to, jind 
have the wannest veneration for, individmils of 
both parties; but a "Kin wlio has it in his jiower 
to be the father of lii.s country, and who ** * * ‘^^ 
is a character tliat one cannot speak of with 
patience. 

fc>ir J. J. docs “ what man can do,” but yet 1 
doubt bis fate. 


CLXXVIT. 

Zo Diiuloj). 


fHutn& was oftni a prry tolownc^Rof nt diil 

mvn hiuc mai \ vllcd , but the dull haw no tn^s^lVln(;N iIivvki 
bliridl) fuirl vtijpidlv on, likea horse in a lutll* and haw nuiu i>i lIh 
surro\\s ur juys tu which gcuiub >• heir tu.J 


BUislanrl^ VMh Drcrmhrr, 1711!k 
Maxy thanks, dear Madam, for your kIum t- 
fuil of rhymes. Tliough at ]>r<*sent 1 .'im l»*low 
the verie.''t prost*, yet from you (‘very thing 
pleas(*s. 1 am groaning iimler the miserieh of a 
discnised iieivoiis system ; a s;)sti*ni, llie state of 
wliich is most conducive to our hajqiiiiess— or 
the most prodiictivci of our misery. I'or now 
near three weeks I have been so ill witli a nerv- 
ous liead-nehe, tliat 1 have been obliged for a 
time to give up my excise-books, being scarce 
alib* to lift my bead, miicli less to ride once a 
week over ten muir parishe'*. Wliat is man ? — 
To-day in the liixurianeo of health, exulting in 
the enjoyment of existence ; in a f(3W days, jier- 
hajis in a few hours, loaded with conscious pain- 
ful being, counting the tardy pace of the linger- 
ing moments by the repercussions of angiiisli, 
and r(‘fusiTig or deiii(»d a comforter. Day fol- 
lows night, and night eomea aftc*r day, only 1(> 
cui'se him with bie which gives him no jilea- 
siire and yet the awful, dark toniiiiiation of 
that life is something at which he recoils. 

•• Tell iia, ye dead ; will none Hf j-hu in pity 

1 )>Ki*]<>»u il»r Mvri't 

fy/tat ’tui f/irti arf, and we tnuet ehnrtly Ite? 

’tin no matter: 

A little time w all iiiHkc nr letrn’d as ycau aie." l 
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C:in it be possible, that whon I resign this 
frail, feverish being, I shall still find myself in 
conscious existence ? When the last gasp of 
agony lias announced that I am no more to those 
that know me, and the few who loved mo ; wlien 
tiic cold, stiffened, unconscious, ghastly corse is 
resigned into the earth, to be the prey of un- 
sightly reptiles, and to become in time a trodden 
clod, shall I be yet warm in life, seeing and seen, 
enjoying and enjoyed ? Ye venerable sages and 
lioly ffaniens, is there probability in your conjec- 
tures, truth in your stories, of another world be- 
yond death ; or are they all alike, baseless visions, 
and fabricated fables ? If there is another life, it 
must be only for the just, the benevolent, the ami- 
able, aud the humane ; what a ilatteriiig idea, 
then, is a world to come ! Would to God I as 
firmly believed it, as I ardently wish it ! 'fhere I 
should meet an aged parent, now at rest from the 
many biiffetings of an evil world, against which lie 
S(J long aud so bravely stioiggled. There should 
I meet the friend, the disinterested friend of tny 
early life ; the man who rejoiced to see me, be- 
cause h(‘ loved me and could serve mo. — Muir, 
tliy weaknesses w'ere the aberrations of human 
nature, but thy heart glowed with every thing 
generous, manly and noble; and if ever emana- 
tion from tlie All-good Jleing animated a human 
forui, it was thine ! There should X, with speech- 
h*ss agony of rapture, again redognizo my lost, 
my ever d<*ar !Mary ! wlioso bosom was fraught 
>viLli truth, honour, constancy, and love. 

“ My Mary, dear departed shade ! ^ 

Where is thy place of heavenly rest ? 

Soest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

llear'st thou the groans that rend liis 
breast ?** 

Jesus Christ, thou amiahlcst of characters ! I 
trust thou art no iinjiostor, and that thy reve- 
liitioTi of blissful scenes of existence beyond 
death and tlie gi-ave, is not oue of the many im- 
positions which time after time liavo been 
palmed on credulous mankind. 1 trust that in 
tln'o “shall all the families of the eartli bo 
blessed,'’ by being yet connected together in a 
better world, wliere every tie that hound heart 
to heai*t, in tliis state of existence, shall be, 
far beyond our present conceptions, more en- 
dearing. 

1 am a good deal inclined to think with iliose 
who maintain, that what are called nervous af- 
fections are in fact dist^ascs of the mind. 1 caii- 
uut reason, 1 cannot think ; and but to you I 
would not venture to write any thing above an 
order to a cobbler. You have felt too much of 
the ills of life not to sympathise wdtli a diseased 
wretch, who has impaired more than half of any 
faculties he possessed. Your goodness will 
excuse this distracted scrawl, w'hich the writer 
dare scarcely read, and which he would thi*ow 
oito tho fire, were he able to write any thing 
octter, or indeed any thing at all. 

Humour told me sometliiug of a sou of yours, , 


who was returned from the East or West Indies. 
If you have gotten news from James or Anthony, 
it was cruel in you not to let me know ; as 1 
promise you on the sincerity of a man, wdio is 
w'oary of one world, and anxious about another, 
that scarce any thing could give me so much 
jihiasure as to liear of any good thing befalling 
my honoured friend. 

If you have a minute’s leisure, talce up your 
pen in pity to /c pauvre miserable. 

R.B. 

" CLXXVTIT. 

tZTo Habs iW[axtocU] ^on^table. 

[The Lady Winifrorl Maxwell, the last of the old line of Nitha* 
dale, waK fcranddauiihter of that Earl who, in 1715> made an almost 
miraeulous escape from death, throu((h the spirit and fortitude of hia 
aiuntcss, a lady of the noble family ot Powis.] 

Ellislandf Kith December y 1789. 

My Lady, 

Tx vain have I from day to day expected to 
lu‘ar from Mrs. Y'oung, as she promised me at 
llalswinton that she would do me the honour to 
introduce me at Tinwald ; and it was impossible, 
not from your ladyship's accessibility," I>ut from 
my own feelings, that I could go alone. Lately, 
indeed, Mr. Maxw ell of CaiTuchcn, in his usual 
goodness, offered to accompany inc, when an 
unlucky indisposition on my part hindered my 
embracing the opportunity. To court the notice 
or tlie tables of the great, except wdiere I some- 
times have had a little matter to ask of them, 
or more often the pleasanter task of watne-ssing 
my gratitude to them, is what I newer liave done, 
and I trust never shall do. But with your lady- 
ship 1 have the honour to he connected by one 
of tlic strongest and most endearing ties in tho 
whole moral world. Common sufferers, in a 
cause where even to be unfortunate is glorious, 
tlie cause of heroic loyalty ! Though my fatliers 
had not illustrious honours and vast properties 
to huzai’d in the contest, though they left their 
humble cottages only to add so many units more 
to the unnoted crowd that followed their leadei*s, 
yet what they could they did, and wdiat tliey 
had they lost ; with unshalveii firmness and un- 
concealed political attachments, they shook 
liands with ruin for what they esteemed tlio 
cause of their king and their country. The lan- 
guage and the enclosed verses are for your lady- 
ship’s eye alone. Poets are not vexy' famous 
for their prudence ; but as I can do nothing for 
a euuBC which is now nearly no more, 1 do not 
wdbh to hurt myself. 

1 have the honour to be. 

My lady. 

Your ladyship’s obliged and obedient 

Uuiuble ServniiL 
H.B. 



B90 


GKNKHAL COURfiSPOMOKNCK 


CliXXX. 

^0 S^ix SbimUiv, 


CLXXIX. 
^rob05(t i^taxbclli 


OF LOCU31ABEN. 


fOf Lochmabeti) the** Maijoryof themi»iiy Lochsr*of therieption 
halladH, Maxwell was at tlm time a jiosc nuwe of tumour 

than of labour.] 

EHislanJy 20f/* December, lyJK). 

Deab Provost, 

As iny friend Mr. Graham poes for your |yood 
town to-inoiTow, I cannot resist the temptation 
to send you a few lines, and as I have uothint^f to 
sayl havechoson this sheet of foolscap, and hegim 
as you see at the top of the first page, hecaiiso 
I have ever observed, that wdien once people 
liave fairly set out they know' not wliere to stop. 
Now that my first sentence is concluded, I Itave 
notliing to do but to pray heaven to help me on 
to another. Shall I write you on Politics or Reli- 
gion, tw'o master subjects for your sayers of no- 
thing. Of the first I dare say by this time you 
are nearly surfeited : and for the last, whatever 
they may talk of it, who make it a kind of com- 
pany concern, I never could endure it beyond a 
soliloquy. I might write you on fanning, on 
building, on marketing, but my poor distracted 
mind is so torn, so jaded so racked and bediveled 
with the task of the superlative damned to 
make one guinea do the humieas of three, that I de- 
test, abhor, and swoon at the very word business, 
though no less than four letters of my very short 
sirnamc arc in it. 

Well, to make the matter short, I shall be- 
take myself to a subject ever fruitful of themes ; 
a subject the turtle-feast of the sons of 8atun, 
and the delicious secret sugar-jilum of the babes 
of grace — a subject sjjarkling with all the jew els 
that 3vit can find in tlie mines of genius : and 
pregnant with all the stores of learning from 
Moses and Confucius to Franklin and Priestley 
— in short may it please your Lordship, I intend 
to write * * * 

{Here the Poet inserted a song which can only he 
sung at times when the pvnch^bowl has done its 
duty atkd wild wit is set free, ^ 

If at any time you expect a field-day in your 
town, a day w'hen Diilccs, Earls, and Knights 
pay their court to w'eavers, tailors and cobblers, 
I should like to know of it two or three days be- 
forehand. It is not tliat I care three skips of a 
cur dog for the politics, but I should like to see 
such an exhibition of Iminan nature. If you 
meet with that worthy old veteran in reli- 
gion and good-fellowship, Mr. Jeffrey, or any 
of his omiahlo" family, I beg you will give tbeon 
lAy best compliments. 

R.Ik 


[Of the Mnnkland B(x)k-C)ub alluded to in ths|B|^. the cletycr' 
nuin had omitted all mention tii his acix>unt of th^Rarish of Dun. 
score, pnbhshcd in Sir John Sinrlaii's work : some of me books which 
the iwet introduced were stlanuttixed a^ vain and frivolous.] 


1‘iiE following circumstance lias I believe, 
betui omitted in the satistical account, tran.s- 
mitted to you of the parish of Dunscore, in Nits- 
dale. 1 bog leave to send it to you because it is 
new, and may be useful. How far it is deserv- 
ing of a place in your patriotic publication, you 
arc the best judge. 

To store the minds of tho low'er classes with 
useful know'ledge, is eertainly of veiy groat iin- 
jiortance, both to them as iudividuals, and to 
society at large. Giving them a tuni for read- 
ing and refleetioii, is giving them a source of in- 
nocent and laudable amusement ; and besidt^s, 
raises them to a more dignified degree in tlui 
scale of rationality. Impressed w'ith this idesi, 
a gentleman in this parish, Robert Riddel. Esq. 
of Glenriddel, set on foot n species of cir- 
culating library, on a jdan so siinjile ns to bi' 
practicable in any corner of the country; and so 
useful, as to doseiwo tho notice of every country 
gentleman, wdio thinks the ini[irovcinent of that 
part of his ow'ii sjx'cies, wlioin chunct* lias 
thrown ^ntu tho iiuinble walics of tho jx'asant 
and tho artizan, a mutter worthy of his atten- 
tion. 

Mr, Riddel got a nuniher of his owm ton.iuts, 
and furming neighbours, to form theinselv»‘s into 
a society for the purjiose of having a library 
among themselves. Tliy entered into a legal 
engagement to abide by it for three jears; with 
a saving clause or two, in case of a r<*nu)val to a 
distance, or deatli. Ivich member at his entry, 
paid five shillings ; and at each of their meetings, 
which were held every fourth Saturday, six- 
jienco more. With their entry-money, aiul 
the credit which they took on the faith of their 
future funds, they laid in a tolerable stoek of 
books at the commentM-raent, What authors 
they were to purchase, w'as always cleeideil by 
llie nuijority. At every iruMding, all the books, 
under certain fines and forfcdtiires, by way of 
penalty, were to be ]iroducc‘d ; and tho mem- 
bers Iwul their choice of the volumes in rotation, 
lie whose name stood for that night first on 
the list, liad his clioico of what volume he 
pleased in the whole collection; the second 
had his choice after the first ; the third after 
the second, and so on to tho last. At next 
meeting, he who had been firat on the list at 
the preceding meeting, was last at this ; ho who 
liad bc*en second was first ; and so ou through the 
whole three years. At the expiration of the cu- 
gogtnnent thebookswere sold byauction, hut only 
^among the luemberB themselves; each man had h* 
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share of tlio common stork, in money or in 
books, as he chose to be a purchaser or not. 

At the breaking up of this little socifety, which 
was formed under Mr. Hidders patronage, -vvluit 
with benefactions of books from him, and what 
with their own ]mrchases, they iiad collected toge- 
ther iipwariis of one hundred and fifty volumes. 

It will easily be guessed, that a good deal of trash 
would be bouglit. Among the books, however, 
of tins little library, were, lilaxi's Sermons, Tfa- 
herlson's History o f Scotland, Hume's History of 
the Stewarts, The Spectator, Idler, Adventurer, 
Mirror, Lounger, Observer, Man of Feeling, Man 
of the World, Chrysat, Don Quixote, Joseph An-^ 
drefos, A peasant who csm rea<i, and enjoy 
such books, is certainly a much sujierior being 
to his neighbour, who ]>erhaps stalks beside his 
team, very little removed, except in sluipe, from 
tlie brutes he drives. 

Wishing your patriotic exertions their so 
much merited success, 

1 am, Sir, 

Your humble servant, 

A Peasant. 

CLXXXI. 

^To €!)atlcs Sliatpe, 

OF UODDAU. 

IThefaiulh of (lodtlam in of old standing in Nithsdale: It »ia» 
Mood with Minu: of the noblest Sc<»tash names*, not W u 
nnkiioH'rt etther ui historv or literatuie— the fterce knight of (’losc- 
I nrii, M ho III the i*futHe bctwerii Hruce and Comyne drew hii atvord 
Mid inailr “ sicker,” and m> fiiend I harlca Kirkpatrick Sharpe, are 
not the KaM distiiiiniishcd ut lU inemtiers.) 

[1790.] 

It is true, Sir, you are a gentleman of rank 
and fortune, and I am a poor df vil ; you are a 
feather in the cup of societ}', and I aui a very 
hobnail in his shoes ; > et I liave the lionour to 
b(3long to the same family with you, and op that 
rcore I now address you. Yoti will perhai>s 
suspect that 1 am gotiig to claim afiiuity with 
tiu, ancient and honourable house of Kirkpa- 
trick. No, no, Bir: I cannot indwd be jiropcrly 
said to belong to any bouse, or even any province 
or kingdom ; n« iny mother, who for iiiaiiy years 
was spouse to a marching regiment, gav,Mue into 
this bad world, alioard the packet-boat, somc*- 
wliere between UOiiagbadee and Portpatrick. 
Py our common family, I mean, Sir, the family 
of tlie muses. I am a fiddler and a poet ; an<l 
you, I am told, play an exquisite violin, and have 
a standard taste in the Belles Lettci’s. The 
oilier day, a brother catgut gave me a chai'mitig 
Scots air of your composition. If I was jilcased 
with the tune, 1 was in raptures with the title 
you have givciu it; and taking up the idea I 
have spun it into the thre*i stanzas enclosed. 
Win you allow me, Sir, to present you them, as 


the dearest offering that a misbegotten son ol 
poverty and rhyme has to give ? I have a long- 
ing to take you by the hand and unburthen my 
heart by saying, ‘‘ Sir, I honour you as a man m'Iio 
supports the dignity of human nature, amid an 
age when frivolity and avarice have, between 
tliem, debased us below the brutes that perish !*' 
But, alas. Sir ! to me you are unapproachable. 

It is true, the muses baptized mo in Castalian 
streams, but the thoughtless gipsies forgot to 
give me a name. As the sex have served many 
a good fellow, the Nine have given me a gi-eat 
deal of pleasure, but, bewitching jades ! they 
have beggared me. Would they but spare me 
a little of their cast-linen I Were it only in my 
jiowof to say that I have a shirt on my back ! 
But the idle wenches, like Solomon’s lilies, 

“ they toil not, neither do they s^jin so I must 
e’en eontinuc to tie ray remnant of a cravat, 
like the liangman’s rope, round my naked throfit, 
and coax my galligaskins to keep together their 
many-coloured fragments. As to the affair of 
shoes, X have given that up. IMy pilgrimages in 
my bulliid-trade, from town to town, and on your 
.stony-hearted turnpikes too, are wdiat not even 
the hide of Job’s Behemoth could bear. The 
coat on my back is no more : 1 shall not speak 
evil of the dead. It Avould be equally unhand- 
some and ungrateful to find fault with my old 
siirtout, which so kindly supplies and conceals 
the want of that coat. IVly hat indeed is a great 
favourite ; and though I got it literally for an 
old song, 1 would not exchange it for the best 
beaver in Britain. I was, during several years, 
a kind of fac-totum servant to a country clergy- 
man, where I pickt up a good many scraps of 
leaniing, particulaily in some branches of the 
inatiieniatics. Wlieno>er I feel inclined to rest 
myself on my way, I take my scat under a hedge, 
laying my poetic wallet on the one side, and my 
fiddle-case on the other, and placing my hat bo • 
tween iny legs, I can, liy means of its brim, or 
ratlier brims, go through the whole doctnne of 
the conic sections. 

However, Sir, don’t let me mislead you, os if I 
would interest your pity. Fortune has so much 
forsaken 7ne, that she has tauglit me to live 
witliout her ; and amid all my rags and poverty, 
I am as independent, and much more happy, 
than a moniirch of the w orld. According to the 
liackneyed metajihor, I value the several actors 
ill the great drama of life, simply as they act 
their parts. I can look on a worthless fellow of 
a duke with unqualified contempt, and can re- 
gard an honest scavenger with sincere respect. 
As you. Sir, go through your I'file with such dis- 
tinguished merit, permit me to make one in the 
chorus of universal applause, and assure you that 
with the highest respect, 

I have the honour to be, &c. 

JotiKNT Faa. 
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CLXXXll. 

^0 iWr. C&illim l^tttns 


CLXXXIV. 

^0 22SiIUam ISunto, SB* 3* 


[Ib tihe few fierce words of this letter the poet bids adieu to all 
kopes of wealth from Elliidand.] 

Ellisland, Ilf A January y 1790. 

Dear Brother, 

I MEAV to take advantage of the frank, though 
I have not, in my present frame of mind, much 
appetite for exertion in writing. My nerves are 
in a cursed state. 1 feel that horrid hypochon- 
dria pervading every atom of both body and 
soul. This farm has undone my enjoyment of 
myself. It is a ruinous affair on all hands. But 
let it go to heU ! I'll fight it out and be off with 
it. 

We have gotten a set of very decent players 
here just now. I have seen them an evening 
or two. David Campbell, in Ayr, wrote to me 
by the manager of the company, a Mr. Suther- 
land, who is a man of apparent worth. On New- 
year-day evening I gave him the following pro- 
logue, which he spouted to his audience with 
applause. 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city. 
That queens it o’er our taste — the more’s the 
pity: 

Tho’, by the bye, abroad why will you roam ? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home. 

I can no more. — If once I was clear of this 
cursed farm, I should respire more at ease. 

R.B. 

CLXXXIII. 

i&titiietlanli, 

PLATER. 

ZHCLOSIRG A PROLOGUE. 

(When the ftum failed, the poet Mught pleasure in the playhouse : 
be tried to ictlie from bis own harassing reflecdons, into a world 
created brother minds.] 

Monday Morning. 

I WAS much disappointed, my dear Sir, in 
wanting your most agreeable company yesterday. 
However, 1 heartily pray for good weather next 
Sunday; and whatever aerial Being has the 
guidance of the elements, may take any other 
half-dozOT of Sundays he pleases, and clothe 
them with 

*• Vapours, anddouds, and storms, 

Untilheterrify himsdf 
Atoombustlon of bis own raUnfi.* 

I shall see you on Wednesday forenoon. In 
the greatest hurry. 


phta letter was first published by the Kttrlck Sheidierd. In his 
edltbm of Bums; it Is nmarkable for Als sentence, '* 1 am resolved 
never to breed up a son of mine to any of the learned professions: I 
know the value of Independence, and since I cannot give my sons 
an Independent fortune, 1 shall give them an independent Une of life.* 
We may look round us and enquire which Une of life the poet could 
poBslblrmeaD.] 

Ellisand, 14/A January, 1790. 

SiKCE we are here creatures of a day, since 

a few summer days, and a few winter nights, 
and the life of man is at an end,” why, my dear 
much-esteemed Sir, should you and I 'let negli- 
gent indolence, for I know it is nothing W’orse, 
step in between us and bar the enjoyment of a 
mutual correspondence ? We are not shiipoii 
out of the common, heavy, methodical clod, the 
elemental stuft' of the plodding selfish race, tl)e 
sons of Arithmetic and Prudence; our feelings 
and hearts are not benumbed and poisoned by tlie 
cursetl influence of riches, which, whatever 
blessing they may be in other respects, are no 
friends to the nobler qualities of the lioart ; in 
the name of random sensibility, then, let never 
the moon change on our silence any more. I 
have had a tract of bad health most part of this 
winter, else you had heard from me long ere 
now. Thank Heaven, I am now got so nuich 
better as to be able to partake a little in tlio 
enjoyments of lif(\ 

Our friend Cunningham will, perhaps, have 
told you of my going into the Excise. The 
truth is, I found it a very convenient business 
to have £60 per annum, nor have I yet felt any 
of those mortifying circumstances in it that 1 
was led to fear. 

Feb. 2. 

I have not, for slicer hurry of business, been 
able to spare five minutes to finish my letter. 
Besides my farm business, I ride on my Excise 
matters at least two hundred miles every week. 
I have not by any means given up the muses. 
You will see in the 8d voL of Johnson’s Scots 
songs that I have contributed my mite there. 

But, my dear Sir, little ones that look up to 
you for paternal protection arc an important 
charge. I have already too fine, healthy, stout 
little fellows, and 1 wish to throw some light 
upon them. 1 have a thousand reveries and 
schemes about them, and their future destiny. 
Not that 1 am a Utopian projector in these 
things. I am resolved never to breed up a son 
of mine to any of the learned professions. I 
know the value of independence ; and since I 
cannot give my sons an independent fortune, 1 
shall give them an independent line of life. 
'V\^at a chaos of huny, chance, and changes is 
this world, when one sits soberly down to reflect 
on it! To a father, who himself knows the 
world, the thought that he shall have sons to 
usher into it must fill him with dread ; but if he 


R. B. 
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have daughters, the prospect in a thoughtful 
moment is apt to shock him. 

I hope Mrs. Fordyce and the two young ladies 
are well. Do let me forget that they are nieces 
of yours, and let me say that I never saw a more 
interesting, sweeter pair of sisters in my life. I 
am the fool of my feelings and attachments. 1 
often take up a volume of my Spenser to realise 
you to my imagination, and think over the so- 
cial scenes we have had together. God grant 
that there may be another world more congenial 
to honest fellows beyond this. A world where 
tliese rubs and plagues of absence, distance, 
misfortunes, ill-health, Ac., shall no more damp 
hilarity and divide friendship. Tins 1 know is 
your throng season, but half a page will much 
oblige, 

My dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely. 

R.B. 


Cl.XXXV. 

Zo Idunlop. 


I FaVi-oneri the poet, whom Burns mentions herc> perished in the 
Aurorii, in which he acted as purser : he w<u a sati^t of no mean 
ptnvir, and wrote that useful uorki the Marine Dictionary: hut his 
fame depends upon The shipwreck/* one of the most oiiginnl and 
iiiourntul poems in tba language.] 


Ellialandy 2bth January^ 1790. 

It has been owing to unremitting hurry of 
business that 1 have not written to you, IMudam, 
long ere now. My liealth is greatly better, and 
I now begin once more to share in satisfaction 
and enjoyment with the rest of my fellow-crea- 
tures. 

Many thanks, my much-e.steemed friend, for 
your kind letters ; but why will yon make me 
run tlic risk of being contemptible and merce- 
nary in my own eyes i When I pique myself on 
niy independent spirit, I hope it is neither poetic 
licence, nor poetic runt ; and 1 am so flattered 
witli the honour you have done me, in making 
me your compeer In friendship and friendly cor* 
respondence, that I cannot without pain, and a 
degree of mortification, be reminded of tlie real 
inequality between our situations. 

Most sincerely do I rejoice with you, dear 
Madam, in the good news of Anthony. Not 
only your anxiety about his fate, but my own 
esteem for such a noble, warm-hearted, manly 
young fellow, in the little 1 had of his ac- 
quaintance, has interested me deeply in his 
fortunes. 

F alconer, the unfortunate author of the ** Sliip- 
wreclc,” which you so much admire, is no mori 
After witnessing the dreadful catastrophe he so 
feelingly describes in his poem, and after wea- 
thering many hard gales of fortune, lie went to 
the bottom witli the Aurora frigate ! 


I forget what part of Scotland had the honour 
of ^ving him birth ; but he was the son of ob- 
scurity and misfortune. He was one of those 
daring adventurous spirits, which Scotland, be- 
ond any other country, is remarkable for pro- 
ducing. Little does the fond mother think, as 
she hangs delighted over the sweet little leech 
at her bosom, where the poor fellow may here- 
after wander, and what may be his fate. I re- 
member a stanza in an old Scottish ballad, which, 
notwithstanding its rude simplicity, speaks feel- 
ingly to the heart : 

“ Little ilid my mother chink, 

I'liMt day ghe cradled me. 

What land I was to ciavd in. 

Or what death 1 should die I * > 


Old Scottish songs are, you know, a favourite 
study and pursuit of mine, and now I am on 
that subject, allow me to give you two stanzas of 
another old simple ballad, which I am sure will 
please you. The catastrophe of the piece is a 
poor ruined female, lamenting her fate. She 
concludes with this pathetic wish : — 


•* O that my father had ne'er on me smil’d ; 

O that my mother had ne*er to me suitR ! 

O that my cradle had never been rock’d ; 

But that 1 had died when 1 was young ! 

O that the grave it were my bed ; 

My blankets were my winding sheet ; 

The clocks and the worms my bedfellows a* i 
And O sac sound as I should sleep *’* 


I do not remember in all my reading, to have 
met with any tiling more truly the language of 
misery, than the exclamation in the last line. 


Blisery is like love ; to speak its langu^e truly, 
the author must have felt it. ^ 


I am every day expecting the doctor to give 
your little godson* the small-pox. They are 
rife in the countiy”, and I tremble for his fate. 
Jly the way, 1 cannot help congratulating you on 
his looks and spirit. Every person who sees 
him, acknowledges him to be the flnest, hand- 
somest child he has ever seen. 1 am myself de- 
lighted with the manly swell of his little chest, 
and a certain miniature dignity in the can’iage 
of his head, and the glance of his fine block eye, 
which promise the undaunted gallantry of an 
Independent mind. 

I thouglit to have sent you some rhymes, but 
time forbids. I promise you poetry until you 
are tired of it, next time I have the honour of 
assuring you how truly I am, Ac. 

R. B. 


1 ThetMl'ad bin the MinstieUy of theSooCdsa Rptlct, 4833 
vnLiil.p.304. 

» The bard's seoond son, Fiaiicla. 
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CLXXXVI. 

2^0 jPetcr 

BOOKSilLLEll, EDINBURGH. 

[The Mademoiselle Burns whom the poet cii(iniri« al^outi whs one 
of the ** ladies of the Canonjjare/' who ucsired to introduce fiw 
tnule in her profession into a cU.se bon»Uf;h : this was refused by the 
macpatrates of Edinbut^gh, though adivicatcd with much eloquence 
and humour in a letter by her namesake^itiscolourefl too strongly 
witti her calling to be published. J 

EUisland, 2nd Feb. 1700. 

No ! I will not say one word about apologies 
or excuses for not writin". — T am a poor, rascally 
gauger, condemned to gallop at least 200 miles 
every week to inspect dirty ponds and yeasty 
barrels, and where can I find time to write to, 
or importance to interest any body ? the up- 
braidings of my conscience, nay the upbraidings 
of my wife, have persecuted me on your account 
these two or thrcje months past. —I wish to God 
I was a groat man, that my correspondence 
miglit throw light upon you, to let the world 
see wliat you really are; and then 1 would make 
your fortune without putting my hand in my 
pocket for you, which, like all other great men, 
T suppose 1 would a\oid as much as po'-sihle. 
AVhiit are you doing, and how are you doing? 
Have you lately been any of my few fi iernls ? 
AVhat is become of llie borouc.h uefoum, or 
how is the fate of my poor namoMike, Mademoi- 
bclle r>urns, decided O man ! but for thee and 
thy selfish appetites, and disbonest artifices, thjit 
beauteous form, and that once innocent and 
still ingenuous mind, might have shone conspir ii- 
on.s aiid^vely in the faithful wife, and the afiec* 
tionate mother; and shall the unfortunate sa- 
crifice to tliy plea«5uros ha>e no claim on tliy 
humanity ! 

J saw lately in a TiOview, .some extracts from 
a new j)ot‘m, called the A’illage Curate ; .«:eiid it 
me. I want likewise a cheap copy of The 
World. Air, Armstrong, the young jioet, who 
does me the honour to mention me so kindly in 
his works, jdease give him my best thanks for 
the cop3* of his book— I shall >\ rite him, my 
first leisure hour. I like his poetry much, but I 
think his style in prose quite astoiiisliing. 

Your book came safe, and I am going to 
trouble you witli further commissions. X call it 
troubling you,--bficause I want only, books; 
the cheapest way, the best ; so you maj' have 
to hunt for them in tlie evening auctions. I 
want Smollett’s worlvs, for the sake of Iris in- 
comparable humour. I have already' Uoderick 
Kaiidoni, and Humphrey Clinker. — Peregrine 
Pickle, I^auncelot Greaves, and Ferdinand, 
Count Fathom, I still want ; but as I said, the 
veriest ordinary cojues will serve me. I am 
nice only in the appearance of niy poet.s. 1 
forget the price of Cow]>er’s Poems, but, I be- 
lieve, I must have them. I saw the otlier day, 
proposals for a publication, entitled, lianks’s 
new and comjdete Chri'-tiiin’s lAnnily Bible,” 
printed for C. Cooke, Paternoster-row, London. 


— lie promises at least, to give in the work, I 
think it is three hundred imd odd engravings, to 
which he has put the names of the first artists 
in London. — You will know the cliaracter of the 
poi-formance, as some ninnbers of it are pub- 
lished ; and if it is really what it pretends to bo, 
set me down as a subscriber, and send me the 
published numbers. 

Jjet me hear from you, your first leisure 
iiiintite, and trust me you sliall in future have 
no reason to eompUin of my silence. The daz- 
zling perplexity of novelty will dissipate and 
leave mo to pui'suc my course in the quiet path 
of methodical routine. 

R.B. 

CLXXXYII. 

{ The pst't ha* 'ftideil this imhxiked-fnr death nf tiiC Thti 
' verses, which are not much suiMTior to tl 

ElUnland, Feb. 9, 1790. 

Alv DEAR Sin, 

That d-mned mare of yours is dead. I would 
freely have given her price to have saved her; 
she has vexed me beyond description. Indebted 
as I was to your goodness beyond what I can 
e\errei)ay, 1 eagerly grasptsl at your offer to 
have the inaro witri me. 'J'hat I might at least 
show my readine.ss in wishing to be grateful, I 
took every care of her in mj' power. Slie was 
never crossed for riding above half a score of 
times by me or in mj" keejiing. 1 drew her in 
tlie plough, one of three, for one poor week. I 
refu‘*ed fifty-five shillings for her, which was the 
Jiighest bode I could squeeze for her. I fed her 
up and had her in fine order for Diiinfries fair ; 
when four or five days before the fair, sin* was 
s<‘ized with au uiuKTouiitable disorder in the 
sinews, or somewhere in the bones of the neck ; 
with a w'eakness or total want of power in her 
fillets, and in short the whole vertebral of her 
spine seemed to be diseased and unhinged, and 
in eiglit-aiid-foity hours, in spite of the two best 
farriers in the country, she died and be d-mned 
to her ! I’lio farriere said that she had been 
quite strained in thefillets beyond cure beforcyon 
had bought her ; and tliat the poor devil, though 
she might keep a little fiesh, had been jaded 
and quite worn out with fatigue and oppression. 
Wliile she was with me, she was undor my own 
eye, and 1 assure you, my much valued friend,' 
e\<Ty tiling wils done for her that could bo 
done ; and the accident has vexed me to the 
heart. In fact I could not pluck up spirits to 
write to you, on account of the unfortunate 
business. 

There is little new in this country. Our the- 
atiical company, of which you must have heard, 
leave us this week. Their merit and character 
are indeed very great, both on the stage and m 
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private life; not a wortlilews creature among ! 
them ; .and their encouragement has been ac- 
tjordingly. Their usual run is from eigliteen to 
twenty-five pounds a night : seldom less than 
the one, and the house will hold no more than 
tlie other. There Imve been repeatc^d instances 
of sending away six, and eight, and ten pounds 
a night for want of room. A new theatre is to 
bo built by subscription ; the first stone is to be 
laid on Friday first to come. Three hundred 
guiiKias have been raised by thirty subscribers, 
and tliirty more might liavc been got if wantt^d. 
The manager, Mr. Sutherland, was introduced 
to me by a friend from Ayr ; and a worthier or 
cle\ erer fellow I have rarely met with. Some 
of our clergy have slipt in by stealth now and 
then ; but they have got up a farce of their own. 
You must have hoard how thellev'. Mr. Ijjiwson 
of Kirkmahoe, seconded by the R(*v. Mr. Kirk- 
patrick of Dunscore, and the rest of that faction, 
iiave accused in formal process, the iiiifort unale 
and Rev. Mr. Heron, of Kirkgunzeon, that in or- 
daining Mr. Nielson to the cure of souls in Kirk- 
heuii, he, the said Heron, feloniously and trea- 
Kojijibly hound the said Nielson to the confession 
of faith, so far as it was agreeahle to reason and the 
word of God! 

Mrs. IS. begs to be n*membercd most gi'at(‘- 
fully to w)u. l.ittle lSohi»y and Frank are 
chiiniiingly well and healthy. I am jadetl to 
death >MLh fatigue. For these two or three 
monrlis, f)n an average, I have not iiddt‘u h‘ss 
th.in two liundred miles per week. 1 have done 
little in Hie juieiic way. 1 have givcui Mr. 
Siitlierlaiid two Frologues ; one of which was 
delivered last w<‘ek. I have likewise strung 
four or five barbarous stanzas, to the tune of 
Chevy Chase, by way of Klcgy on your jioor un- 
fortunate mare, beginning (the name bhe got 
here was Peg Nicholson) 

“Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

As ever trod on aim; 

Rut now slie’s fioutiiig down the Nltb, 

And past the mouth o’ Cairn.” 

My liest compliments to ISfrs. Nicol, and little 
Neddy, and all the family ; I hope Ned is a good 
scholar, and will come out to gather nuts and 
apr)les with me next harvest. 

R. a • 

CLXXXVIIL 
Zo CTtinmngjiam. 

; Bums looks back with something of regret m the days of rich din- 
ners and flowing winc-tnaps which he experienced in Edlnbui^h. 
Alexander Cunningham and his unhappy loves are recorded in chat 
fine song, ** Had 1 a cave on some wild distant shote."] 

EllUland, 13/A Februarpj 1790. 

I BEG your pardon, iny dear and much valued 
friend, for writing to you on this very unfasliion- 
Jihle, unsightly shoot -- 


' My po v er ty but not mv will consents.” 

Rut to make amends, since of modish post I 
have none, except one poor widowed half-sheet 
of gilt, which lies in iny drawer among niy ple- 
beian fool’s-cap pages, like the widow of a* man 
of fashion, whom that unpolite scoundrel, Ne- 
cessity, has dnven from RurgundyandPincapple, 
to a dish of Bohea, with the scaudul-beariiig 
help-mate of a village-priest; or a glass of 
whisky-toddy, with a riiliy-nof ed yoke-fellow of 
a foot-paddiiig exciseman — I iiiaJ\e a vow to 
enclose this sheet-full of epistolary fragments in 
that ray only scrap of gilt paper. 

I am indeed your unworthy debtor for three 
friendly letters. I ought to have written to you 
long ere now, but it is a literal fact, I have 
scarcely a spare moment. It is not that 1 will 
not write to you ; Miss Burnet is not more dear 
to her guardian angel, nor Iiis grace the Duke 
of Qiiecnshuiy to the powers of darkness, than 
my friend Cunningham to me. It is not that I 
cannot write to you ; sliould you doubt it, tako 
the following fragment, which was intended for 
you some time ago, and ho convinced that I can 
antithesize sentiment, and circumvolute periods, us 
well as any coiner of phrase in the regions of 
philology. 

December, 1789. 

M V DEAIl Cui^KlNGlIAM, 

W 11 i:nv: uri* you ? And w'hat arc you doing ? 
Can you be that son of levity, who takes up a 
frioud.ship as ho takes uj) a fashion ; or are } 0 u, 
like some other ot the worthiest fellows in the 
world, the victim of indolence, ladeii with fetters 
of c*vor-in creasing ^veiglit ? 

What strange beings we arc ! Since we have 
a portion of conscious existence, equally capable 
of enjoying pleasure, hapjiiness, and rapture, or 
of suffering pain, WTotchedness, and misery, it is 
surely m ortliy of an inquiry, whether tliere be 
not such a thing as a science of life; whether 
method, economy, and fertility of expedients 
be not applicable to enjoyment, and whether 
there be not a want of dexterity in pleasure, 
which renders our little scantling of luqipiucss 
still less ; and a profusencss, an intoxication in 
bliss, which leads to satiety, disgust, and self- 
abhorrence. There is not a doubt but that 
health, talents, charsu'ter, d<‘ceut competency, 
respectable friends, are real substantial blessings; 
ami yet do we not daily see those who enjoy 
m uiy or all of theso good things, contrive not- 
withstanding to be as niiliappy as others to 
Avhose lot few of them have fallen ? I believe 
one great source of this mistake or misconduct 
is owing to a certain stimulus, with us called 
ambition, which goads us up the hill of life, 
not as we ascend other eminences, for the laud- 
able' curiosity of viewing an extended land- 
scape, but ratlier for the dishonest pride of 
looking down on othei’s of our fellow-crea- 
tiires; seemingly diminutive in humbler sta- 
tions, &c. &c. 


4 o 
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GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE 


Sunday, \Ath February, 1790. 

God help me ! 1 am now obli^^ed to 

** Join night to dayj and Sundar to the wedc." l 

If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of 
these churches, 1 am d-mncd past redemption, 
and what is worse, d-mncd to all eternity, I 
am deeply read in Boston’s Four-fold State, 
Marshal on Sanctification, Guthrie’s Trial of a 
Saving Interest, &c. ; but “ there is no balm in 
Gilead, there, is no physician there,” for me ; so 
I shall e’en turn A rminian, and trust to “sin- 
cere tliough imperfect obedience.” 

Tuesday, 10/h, 

Luckily for me, I was prevented from the dis- 
cussion of the knotty point at which I had just 
made a full stop. AU my fears and care are of 
this world : if there is another, an honest man 
has nothing to fear from it. I hate a man that 
wishes to be a Deist : but I fear, every fair, un- 
prejudiced enquirer must in some degree be a 
sceptic. It is not that there are any very stag- 
gering arguments against the immortality of 
man; but like electricity, phlogiston, &c. the 
subject is so involved in darkness, that we want 
data to go upon. One thing frightens me much : 
that we are to live for ever, seems ioo good news 
to be true. That we are to enter into a new 
scene of existence, whore, exempt from w’ant 
and pain, we shall enjoy ourselves and our friends 
without satiety or separation — how much should 
I be indebted to any one w'ho could fully assure 
me that this was certain ! 

My time is once more expired. I will write to 
Mr. Cleghorn soon. God bless him and all his 
concerns ! And may all the powers that preside 
over conviviality and friendship, be present with 
all their kindest influence, when the bearer of 
this, Mr. Syme, and you meet ! I wish I could 
also make one. 

Finally, brethren, farewell ! Whatsoever 
things are lovely, whatsoever things are g<;ntle, 
whatsoever things are charitable, vrhatsoever 
things are kind, think on these things, and 
think on 

R.B. 

CLXXXIX. 

2ro mt. Veter wii 

[That llurns turned at this time hU thoughts on the drama* this 
ord«r tn his bcmkiwller for dramatic works* as well as his attendance 
at the Dumfiin theatre* afford proof.] 

EllisUnd, ^nd March, 1790. 

At a late meeting of the MonkUnd Friendly 
Society, it was resolved to augment their library 
by the following books, which you ore to send us 
as soon as possible : — ^The Mirror, The Lounger, 


Man of Feeling, Man of the World, (these, for 
my own sake, I wish to have by the first carrier), 
Knox’s History of the Reformation ; Rae’s His- 
tory of the Rebellion in 171fl; any good history 
of tlie rebellion in 1745; A Display of the 
Secession Act and Testimony, by Mr. Gibb; 
Hervey’s Meditations; Beveridge’s Thoughts; 
and another cojiy of Watson’s Body of Di- 
vinity. 

I wrote to Mr. A. Masterton throe or four 
months ago, to pay some money ho owed me into 
your hands, and lately 1 wrote to you to the same 
purpose, but 1 have heard from neither one or 
other of you. 

In addition to the books I commissioned in 
my last, I want very much, An Index to the 
Excise Laws, or .an Abridgment of all the Sta- 
tutes now" in fon*e, relative to the Excise, by 
.lellingi^r S}Tnons ; I want three copies of this 
book : if it is now to be had, cheap or dear, get 
it for me. An honest country neighbour of 
mine wants too a Family Bible, the larger the 
better; but second-handed, for he docs not choose 
to give above ten shillings for the book. I w ant 
likewise for myself, as you can pick tlicm nj), 
second-handed or cheap, copies of Otway’s Dra- 
matic W^orks, Ben Jonson’s, Drj’don’s, Con- 
greve's, Wycherley’s, Vanbrugh’s, (’ihlx'r’s, or 
any dramatic w’orks of the more modern, Mack- 
lin, Garrick, Foote, Colman, or Slieridan. A 
good copy too of Moliere, in French, I much 
want. Any oth(’r good dramatic authors in that 
language 1 want aUo ; but comic authors, chiefly, 
though I should wdsh to have Racine, Corneille, 
and Voltaire too. I am in no hurry for all, or 
any of these, but if you accidentally meet with 
them very cheap, get them for me. 

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, how 
do you do, my dear friend ? and how is Mrs. 
Hill ? 1 trust, if now" and then not so elegantly 
liandsome, at least as amiable, and sings as 
divinely as ever. My good wife too has a 
channing “wood-note wild;” now could w'o 
four . 

I am out of all patience w'ith this vile world, 
for one thing. Mankind are by nature benevo- 
lent creatures, except in a few' scoundrelly in- 
stances. I do not think that avarice of the good 
things we chance to have, is bom with us ; but 
are placed here amid so much nakedness, and 
hunger, and poverty, and want, that wo are under 
a cursed necessity of studying selfishness, in order 
that wc may exist ! Still there are, in every 
age, a few souls, that all the wants and woes of 
life cannot debase to selfishness, or even to the 
necessary alloy of caution and prudence. If ever* 
1 am in danger of vanity, it is when I contem- 
plate myself on this side of my disimsition and 
chanicter. God knows 1 am no saint ; I have a 
whole host of follies and sins to answer for ; but 
if 1 could, and 1 believe 1 do it as far as 1 can, T 
would wipe away all tears from all eyea. 

Adieu ! 

R. B. 


' 7oiii^ Satire m Homm. 
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cxc. 

iWtss* 19mtIop. 

llttenctalltUe lingular that Bumi iay>« in this letter, he had 
|Uft met with the Mirror and Lounger for the first time: it will be 
rememlwred that a few years before a generous article was dedicated 
by Mackenzie, the editor, to the Poems of Burns, and to this the 
Doet often alludes in hit curnxpondence.J 

Eilisland, lOiA Jpril, 1790. 

I HAVE just now, my ever lionourcd friend, 
enjoyed a very high luxury, in reading a paper 
of the Lounger. You know ray national preju- 
dices. I had often read and admired the Spec- 
tator, Adventurer, Rambler, aud World; but 
still with a certain regret, that they were so 
thoroughly and entirely Englisl^ Alas ! have I 
often said to myself, what arc all the boasted 
advantages which my country reaps from the 
union, that can counterbalance tlie annihilation 
of her independence, and even her very name I 
I often repeat that couplet of my favourite poet, 
Goldsmith — 

States of native liberty posseat, 

I'lio’ very poor, may yet be very bltat.” 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common 
tenns, “ English ambassador, English court,” &c. 
And 1 am out of all patience to sec that equivocal 
character, Hastings, impeached by “tlie Com- 
mons of England.*' Tell me, my friend, is this 
weak prejudice? I believe in my conscience 
such idt*as us “ my country ; her indopendenec ; 
her honour; the illustrious names that mark the 
history of my native land;*' &c. — 1 believe 
these, among your men of the world, men who in 
fact guide for the most part and govern our 
worhl, are looked on as so many modifications 
of wroiigheadediiess. They know the use of 
bawling out sucli terms, to rouse or lead the 
BABBLE ; but for their owu private use, with 
almost all the able statesmen that ever existed, or 
now exist, when they talk of right and wrong, 
they only mean jjroper and improper ; and their 
measure of conduct is, nut what they ought, 
hut what they dare. For the truth of this I 
sliall not ransack th(' history of nations, but ap- 
peal to one of the ablest judges of men that ever 
lived — the celebrated Earl of Chesterfield. In 
fiict, a man who could thoroughly control his 
vices whenever they interfered with his inte- 
rests, and who could completely put on the ap- 
pearance of every virtue as often as it suited his 
purposes, is, on the Stanhopean plan, the perfect 
man; a man to lead nations. Hut are great 
abilities, complete without a flaw, and polished 
without a blemish, the standard of human ex- 
cellence ? This is certainly the staunch opinion 
of men of the world; but 1 call on honour, virtue, 
and worth, to give the stygian doctrine a loud 
negative ! However, this must be allowed, that, 
if you abstract from man the idea of an existence 
beyond the grave, then, the true measure of 
human conduct is, proper BXidi improper : virtue 
aiid vice^ as dispositions of the heart, are, in that 


cose, of scarcely the same import and value to 
the world at livge, as liannony and discord in 
the modifications of sound ; and a delicate sense 
of honour, like a nice ear for music, though it 
may sometimes give the possessor an ecstacy 
unknown to the coarser organs of the herd, yet, 
considering the harsh gratings, and inharmonic 
jars, in this ill-tuned state of being, it is odds 
but the individual would be as happy, and cer- 
tainly would be as much respected by the true 
judges of society as it would then stand, without 
either a good ear or a good heart. 

You must know 1 have just met with the 
Mirror and Lounger for the first time, and I am 
quite in raptures with them ; I should be glad 
to have your opinion of some of the papers. The 
one ] have just read, Lounger, No. 61, has cost 
me more honest tears than any thing I have read 
of a lung time. Mackenzie has been called the 
Addison of the Scots, and in my opinion, Addi- 
son would not be hurt at the comparison. If he 
has nut AddLson's exquisite humour, he as cer- 
tainly outdoes him in the tender and the pa- 
thetic. ITis Man of Feeling (but I am not 
counsel learned in the laws of criticism) I esti- 
mate as the first performance in its kind I ever 
saw. From what book, moral or even pious, 
will the Rusct‘ptiblo young mind receive impres- 
sions more congenial to humanity and kindness, 
generosity and bcncvolc*nce ; in short, more of 
all that ennobles the soul to herself, or endears 
her to Olliers — than from the simple affecting 
tale of poor Harley. 

Still, with all my admiration of Mackenzie's 
writings, I do not know if they are the fittest 
reading for a young man who is about to set out, 
as the phrase is, to make his way into life. Do 
not you think, Madam, that among the few fa- 
voured of heaven in the structure of their minds, 
(for such there certainly are) there may be a 
purity, a tenderness, a dignity, an elegance of 
soul, which are of no use, nay, in some degree, 
absolutely disqualifying for the truly impoiiant 
business of making a man's way into life ? If 1 
am not much mist^en,my gallant young friend, 
A ******* is very much under these disquali- 
fications ; and for the young females of a family 
1 could mention, w'ell may they excite parental 
solicitude, for I, a common acquaintance, or as 
my vanity will luive it, an humble friend, have 
often trembled for a turn of mind which may 
render them eminently happy — or peculiarly 
miserable ! 

I have been manufacturing some verses lately ; 
but M'hen 1 have got the most Imrricd season of 
excise business over, I hope to have more leisure 
to transcribe any thing that may show how much 
1 have the honour to be. Madam, 

Yours, Ac. 

iLa 
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^0 <?l^oUcctor i^Ctr|)cII. 

[Collector Mitchell wiu a kind and considerate prendeinan : to hb 
Tandaon, Mr. .Inhn Campbell* surgeon, in Aberdeen, I owe this 
< oftiacterlstic letter. ] 

EllubmfJy 1 790. 

Sir, 

I SHALi. not fail to wait on Captain liiddol to* 
night— I wish and pray that the goddess of jus- 
tice heraelf would appear to-morrow among our 
hon. gentlemen, merely to give them a word in 
their ear tiiat mercy to the thief is injustice to 
the honest man. For my part I have galloped 
over my ten parishes these four days, until this 
moment that 1 am just alighted, or rather, that 
niy poor jackass-skeleton of a horse has let me 
down ; for the miserable devil has been on his 
knees half a score of times within the last twenty 
miles, telling me in his own way, ‘ Behold, am 
not 1 thy faithful jade of a horse, oifPwhich thou 
hast ridden these many years !* 

In short, Sir, 1 have broke my horse’s wind, 
and almost broke my own neck, besides some 
injuries in a part that shall be nameless, owing 
to a bard'hcarti'd stone for a saddle. 1 hnd that 
every offender has so many groat nwm to e^j^ouse 
his cause, that 1 shall not bo surprised if I am 
not committed to the strong hold of the law to- 
morrow for insolence to the dear friends of the 
gentlemen of the country. 

I have the honour to he, Sir, 

Your obliged and obedient humble 
R. B. 

CXCII. 

^0 I3r. i^oorc. 

[The Bonnets alluded to by Hums were those of Charlotte Smith : 
Che poet's copy u now before me, with a few tnarks of his pen on tlie 
niaigius.J 

Dumfriesy Exmse-Office, \Ath Jufy, 

Sir, 

Coming into town this morning, to attend my 
duty in tliis office, it being collection-day, I met 
■w'iih a gentleman who tells me he is on his way 
to London ; so I take the opportunity of writing 
to you, as franking is at present under a tempo- 
ral y death. I shall have some snatches of lei- 
sure through the day, amid our horrid business 
and bustle, and 1 shall improve them as well as 
I can ; but let my letter be as stupid as * * * * 
* * * * % as miscellaneous as a newspaper, as 
short as a hungry graee-before-ineat, or as long 
as a law-paper in the Douglas cause ; as ill-spelt 
as country John's billet-doux, or as unsightly a 
scrawl as Betty Byre-Mucker’s answer to it; I 
hope, considering circumstances, you will for- 


give it ; and as it will put you to no expense of 
postage, I shall liavc the less reflection about it. 

1 am sadly ungrateful in nut returning you 
my thanks for your most valuable present, Ze- 
luco. In fact, you are in some degree blumeable 
for my neglect. You wore pleased to express a 
w'ish for my opinion of the work, which so flat- 
tered me, that nothing less would serve my 
overweening fancy, than a formal criticism on 
the book. In fact, I have gravely planned a 
comparative view of you, Fielding, Richardson, 
and Smollett, in your different qualities and 
merits as novel-w'riters. This, I own, betrays 
iny ridiculous vanity, and I may probably never 
bi*ing the business to bear; and 1 am fond of tJie 
spirit young Kliliu shows in the hook of Job — 
I “And I said, I will also declare iny opinion !” 
I I have quite disfigured my copy of the hook 
i with my annotations. I never take it up with’ 
I out at the same time taking my pencil, anc. 
j marking with asterisins, panni theses, &c. wlier- 
I over I meet w'ith an original thouglit, a nervous 
’ remark on life and manners, a re*markah]e wcJl’ 
turned period, orachanu'ter sketched uith nn 
coinmon ])reei8ion. 

Though I should Inrllv think of fairly writing 
out iny “Comparative I shall certainly 

trouble you w ith my remarks, such as they are. 

I lune just received from my gentleman that 
liorrid summons in the book ot* Revelations— 
“Tliat time shall bo no mon* !” 

The little collection of sonni'ts liave some 
charming poetry in them. If inficed 1 urn iii- 
debteii to tin* fair author for the bo(‘k, and not, 
as I rather susjiect, to a celebrated author of the 
other sex, I should ceitaiiily liaMs written to tlie 
lady, witli my grateful acknowledgments, and 
my own ide.is of the comjuirative exeellenee ol 
her pi<*ces. 1 would do this la'^t, not from any 
vainly of thinking that my remarks could be of 
much consequence to Mrs. Smith, hut merely 
from my own feelings as an autho,' '^oing us I 
would be done by. 

R. B. 

CXCIII. 

^0 iWr. il^utbocb, 

TEACHER OF FRENCH, LONDON. 

I The account of himself, promised to Murdoch by Hums, was never 
written.] 

Ellisland, July IC, 17»0. 

My DEAR Sir, 

I RECEIVED a letter from you a long time ago, 
but unfortunately, as it was in the time of my 
peregrinations and joumeyings through Scot- 
land, 1 mislaid or Io.st it, and by consequence 
your direction along with it. Luckily my good 
star biDught ino lu'quainted with Mr Kennedy, 
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who, I iinderstand, is an acquaintance of yo\irs : 
and by hia moans and mediation X liope to re- 
place that link which my unfortunate negligence 
Jiiid so unluckily broke in the chain of our cor- 
respondence. I was the more vexed at the vile 
accident, os luy brother William, a jouriu'yman 
saddler, has been for some time in London ; and 
wished above all things for your direction, that 
he might have paid his respects to his father's 
friend. 

Ills hist address he sent me was, “ Wm. Ihirns, 
at Mr. Bai'ber’s, saddler, No. Ihl, Strand.” 1 
writ him by Mr. Kennedy, but neglected to ask 
him for your address ; so, if you find a spare 
half-minute, please let iny brother know l)y a 
card where and when he will find you, and the 
j)Oor fellow will joyfully wait on you, as one of 
the few surviving friends of the man whoso 
name and CJiristian name too, lie lias the honour 
to bear. 

The next letter I write you shall be a long 
one, I have much to tell you of “hair-breadth 
'scapes in tld iniiniiient deadly breach,” with 
all the eventful history of a life, the early years 
of which owed so much to your kind tutorage ; 
hut this at an liour of leisure. My kindest com- 
pliments to Mrs. Murdoch and fiiinily. 

I am over, my dear Sir, 

Your obli^'cd friend, 

11. B. 


CXCIV. 

.j.K ilf'v nn Mat- 
'Uti, lUitl nil <.iuUi hert vl iliHn M'Murdu. to 
iiditsM'il, tlu tliirorujicC l)LC\\ t'luiiiuMcuf vtidcAnd 
1)1 polttu'xj 

FMislautf, 2nd August, 171 * 0 . 

Sir, 

Now that you are over with the sirens of 
X’lattery, the harpies of Corruption, and the 
i'liries of Aiuhition, these infernal deities, that 
oil all sides, and in all jiarties, jireside over the 
villainous business of politics, permit a rustic 
muse of your aequaintance to do her best to 
soothe you with a song. — 

You knew lleudersou — X have not flattered 
bis memory. 

1 liavo the honour to bo, Sir, 

Your obliged humble Servant, 

11. B. 


CXCV. 

^0 Dunlop! 

fEnqnirles have l)eon made in \ i aftcT the name of llui 
drvant Iricnd, who liatl no deeply ^ inded hm feclingB. J 

Wi August, I7!i0. 

Dear Madam, 

Af'J'er a long day’s toil, plague, and care, I 
sit down to write to you. Ask me not why I 
have delayed it so long ? It was owing to hurry, 
indolence, and fifty otiicr things; in short to 
any thing — but forgetfulness of la plus aimahle 
de soil sexe. By tlic bye, yon are indebted your 
best courtesy to me for this last compliment; as 
I pay it from my sincere conviction of its truth 
— a quality ratlu^r rare in compliiiicnls of these 
griuning, bowing, scraping limes. 

Well I hope writing to you will case a little 
my troubled soul. Sorely h;is it been bruised 
to-day ! A ci-devant friend of mine, nnd an in- 
ti iimtc acquaintance of yours, has gb'cn my 
feelings a wound that I perceive will gangrene 
dmigerously ore it cure. lie has wounded my 
pride ! 

It. 13. 

CXC’Vl. 

•To Cuttumcj&am. 

fit this lot 

}ine loD^^cr in tl h-tnl uiis 

nil lit uiiuli thi 

Fl/ivland, fl/h August, I'jOO. 

ronoiVE me, my once dear, and ev'.*r dear 
friend, my seeming negligeiiee. You cannot sit 
down and tancy the busy liie I lead. 

I laid down my goose-feather to beat my 
brains for an apt simile, and had some thoughts 
of a eonntiy grannum at a family christening ; 
a bride on the marlvct-day before lu'r marriage ; 
or a tavern-keeper at an election -dinner ; but 
the roseniblanee that liits my fancy best is, that 
blackguard misci’oant, Satan, who roams about 
like a roaring lion, seeking, searching whom ho 
may devour. However, tossed about as 1 am, if 
I choose (and wdio w’^oiild not choose) to hind 
down w'ith the crampets of attention the brazen 
foundation of integrity, I may rear up the super- 
structure of Independence, and from its daring 
turrets, bid defiance to the storms of fate, A ml 
is not this a “ cousuinmation devoutly to be 
wished ?” 

“ Thy spii It, Indepcixlpiice, 1« me share ; 

• Lo«l ot the lion-heitrc, and eAKlv-«ye * 

Thy steps 1 lollow with my bosom bare. 

Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky !** 

Arc not these noble verses ? Tliey are the 
intnulnction of Smollett’s Ode to ludejiendencei 

4 p 
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if yon have not seen the poom, I will send it to 
you. — How wretched is the man that hanpfs on 
by the favours of the great ! To shrink from 
every dignity of man, at the approach of a lordly 
piece of sclf-conseqiience. who amid all his tinsel 
glitter, and stately hauteur, is hut a ereatin*o 
formed as thou art— and ])erhai)M not so w<‘ll 
formed as thou art — came into the world a puling 
infantas thou didst, and must go out of it, as all 
men must, a naked corse. 

R. R. 

CXCVIT. 

^0 Dr. ^nber^on. 

[The trcntleman to whom this imporfort note is aJdicsscKl was 
1)1. James Anderson, a well-known a^'riL'iiltural and niiscillaneoits 
n liter, and the editor ni aweeklvmiseellanj called tlie Uee.J 

SiK, 

T AM much indebted to my worthy friend. Dr. 
lilachloek, for introdiieiiig mo to a genthmtan of 
Dr. Anderson's eolehrity; but when you do mo 
1 lu" lionour to ask my assistance in your proposed 
puhlieation, alas, fcjir! you might as well think 
to eht'upen u little lionosty at the sign of an ad- 
^ocate's wig, or humility under the Genova 
hand. 1 am a miserahle hurried th'vil, vorn to 
the marrow in tlie friction of holding the noses 
of the poor puhlicans to the grindstone of the 
excise ! and, like iMilton's Satan, for ju-ivate 
reasons, am forced 

“To do \that yet thimtjh daiiin’d 1 would ah'iw." 

— and, except a couplet or two of honest exe- 

11 . R. 

CXCVIT I . 

^To SZti'Ulnim ^Trtlcr, 

OF woodhou.se li:e. 

[Willi.'iin Tytler v ed defti dci of ti.c hca' 

Stuarl”— a laaii of set ”.n.iii. J 

Lffwn Market, August^ 

Si a, 

Enclosed I have sent you a sample of the 
old pieces that are still to he found among our 
peasantry in the west. I had once a great many 
of these fragmcnt.s, and some of these hero en- 
tire; hut as I had no idea then that any body 
cared for them, I have forgotten them. 1 inva- 
riably hold it sacrilege to ad<l anything of my 
own to help out with the shattcTed w recks of 
these venerable old compositions ; but they have 
many, various readings. If you have not seen 
these before, I know they will flatter your true 
old-.style Caledonian feelings; at any rate I am 
truly happy to Iiave an o])portnnity of assuring 
yoiAhow sincerely 1 am, revert'd Sir, 

Your gratefully indebted inimble Servant, 

R. B. 


CXCIX. 

^0 ©vauforb ^ait, lEfiip 

EDINKUnon. 

f ManTATPt ChnliTirrs had now, if sippivirslty this lctt<'r, lecoinc Mrs. 
I.cn is Hny : her Iriend, ('li/iilofte Iliiiiiiltnii, hiid Iieeu fni some tinru 
Mri. Adau, of Searlwrou^rh : Miss Niiiituo was tlie lady who intro* 
dueed Hums to the tar-laiiiul C'liiruida.J 

EUisland, Ibth October, 1790. 

Dear Sir, 

Allow me to introduce to your acquaintance 
the bearer, Mr. Win. Duncan, a fnond of mino, 
whom 1 have long known and long loved. Ilia 
father, whoso only son he is, has a docent little 
l»rojjerty in Ayrsliiro, and has bred tlie young 
man to the law, in which department he comes 
lip an atlvontnrer to your good town. I shall 
give you my frituid’s character in two words : as 
to his Iioad, he has talents enougli, and more 
than enough for common life ; as to Ids lieart, 
when nature liad kneaded the kindly clay that 
composes it, she said, “ 1 eaii no more.’' 

You, my good Sir, were born under kinder 
.stars ; but } our fraternal sympathy, I w'ell know, 
cun outer into the fc'clings of the young man, 
who goes into life wdtli tlie laudable ambition to 
(h something, and to br something among his 
fellow'-cicatures; but whom the eonsciousness of 
frit'iidless obscurity pre.sses to the earth, and 
w'oinids to the soul ! 

Even tlie fairest of Ids virtues are against him. 
That iiidopeiulent sjiirit, and tliat ingenuous 
moilesty, qualities iusiqiarable from a nnhlo 
mind, arc*, wdth tlu* million, circumstances not a 
little disqualifying, AVhat ])leasuro i.s in tho 
powfT of tli(‘ fortunate and the li.ipjiy, by their 
notice and j atroiiagi', to brigliteu tho counte- 
iianee and glad tlie lieart of such df'pres^ed 
youth ! 1 am not so angi’y with mankind for 

their di'iif economy of the purse; — tlie goods of 
this world cannot he divided without hi'irig les- 
soned — hut wliy be a niggard of that wldcli 
bestows bliss on a fellow-creature, yt't takes no- 
thing from our owm means of enjoyment ? We 
wrap ourselves up in tlie eloak of our own better 
fortune, and turn away our ey<*s, lest tin* wants 
and w'oo.s of our broth (*r-mortal.s should disturb 
the si'lfish ajiathy of our souls ! 

I am tlie w'orst hand in tlie w’orld at asking a 
favour. I’lial in<liri!Ct address, that insinuating 
iinplicatioTi, whicli, w'ilhout any jiositivc request, 
plainly expr(*sses your wisli, is a talent not to be 
acquired at a jiloiigli-lail. Tt'll ino then, for you 
can, in what periphrasis of language, in wliat* 
circuinvoliitioii of phi-ase, I shall envelope, yet 
not conceal this plain story. — “My di'ar ]Mr. 
'J’ait, my fi lend Mr. Duncan, wliom I have tlie 
]»I('asure of introducing to you, is a young lad of 
your own profession, and a gentleman .of much 
modesty, and great worth. Perhaps it may be 
in your jiow'er to assist him in the, to 1dm, im- 
portant consideration of getting a place ; but at 
,all events, your notice and acquaintance will 
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1)0 a very groat aeqiiisition to him ; and I dare 
pledge myself that ho will never disgrace your 
j'avoiir.’* 

You may possibly be surprised, Sir, at such a 
letter from me ; ’tis, I own, in the usual way of 
calculating those matters, more than our ac- 
quaintance entitles mo to; but my answer is 
short : — Of all the men at your time of life, whom 
J knew in Kd inburgh, you are the most accos- 
siblo on tlie side on which I have assailed you. 
You are very much altered indeed from what 
yt»u were when I knew you, if generosity point 
the path you will not tread, or iiumanity call to 
you in vain. 

As to myself, a being to whoso intiuvst 1 be- 
lieve you are still a well-wisher; I am here, 
breathing at all liuios, thinking sometimes, and 
rhyming now and then, b'very situation Jias its 
share of the cares and pains of Ihe, and my situ- 
ation I am ]>orsuaded has a full ordinary allow- 
ance of its pleasures ami eiijoymoiits. 

Afy host compliments to your father and Miss 
Taif. if you have an ojiportuuity, ])l<*;Lse re- 
meuiher me in the solemn h'ague and covenant 
of fi h'iidsliip to 3lrs. lj(‘wis iJay. I am a n retch 
for not wj'itiiig Jier ; hut I am so hacKuc‘ye<l with 
self-aeeuKatiou in that way, that my coiisi'icnce 
h<‘S in my bosom with scarce the sensibility of 
an oyster in its sl>eU. AVIu'n’is I^ady McKenzie? 
wherever she is, (lod bless her ! I likewise Ix'g 
leave to trouble yon with eomiiliments to IMr. 
AVm. Hamilton; Mrs. Hamilton and family; 
and ]\Trs, Chalmers, wlnui ;yonare lii that «‘ouii- 
try. Should you meet with Miss Nimino, please 
reineiiiher me kiudlv to her. 

R. H. 


CC. 


[This Ifttcr ciinramcil Mi« K written to help 

tile cantii' lit Dr. MUiilI, wIk t her than be re- 

inm'cil Iniiii liih Kirk.J 

Ellhlandj 1700 . 

Dear Sin, 

WirnTnrit in the way of niy trade I can bo 
of any service to the llev. Doctor, is 1 fear very 
doubtful. Ajax’s sliiold consisted, 1 tliink, of 
seven bull-hides and a jilato of l>rass, which al- 
together set Hector's utmost force at detiance, 
Alas ! I am not a Hector, and the worthy Doc- 
tor’s foes arc as s(*enrely arim*d as Ajax was. 
Ignorance', superstition, bigotrj^ stupidity, ma- 
levolence, self-conceit, envy — all strongly hound 
in a massy frame of brazmi impudence. Good 
God, Sir ! to such a shield, humour is the peck 
of a sjiarrow, and satire the pop-gun of a school- 
boy. Cieation-di.sgi*acing scelerats sucli iis they, 
God only can mend, and the devil only can 
punish. In the comprehending way of Caligula, 
I wish they all had but one neck. I feel impo- 


tent ns a child to the ardour of my wishes ! O 
for a withering curse to blast the germins of their 
wicked machinations. O for a poisonous tor- 
nado, winged from the torrid zone of Tartanis, 
to sweep the spreading crop of their villanous 
contrivances to the lowest hell ! 

U. B. 

CCI. 

Zo iWrgf. SDunloj). 

f'riu* iiont wrote out leveral copies of Tam o’ Sbanter and sent 
them tfiJiis Iru'iids, rciiue'kting tlicir cnticitiins ; he unite few ))ocini 
so niiivi.rbdlly apidauded.] 

Ellhlaml^ Nttvcuihery 1790. 

“As cold waters to a tJiirsty soul, so is good 
noAvs from a far country.’^ 

Fate h.as long owt‘d me a letter of good news 
from 3 'ou, in return for the nuiuy tidings of sor- 
low whieii I have received. In this instance I 
most cordially olxy the apostle — “ Rejoice w’ith 
them that do rejoiee'’ — for me, to sing for joy, is 
no lU'w thing ; but to jweach for joy, as i have 
dom* in the eomimmeement of this epistle, is a 
jiitch of extravagant rapture to w’hich I never 
bt'fore. 

1 read yourlotte.r — I literally jumped for joy — 
How could such a mercurial creature as a poet 
lumpishly keep his seat on the receipt of the 
best new's from his best friend. J seized my 
gilt-headed Wangee rod, an iustfument indis- 
peiisjibly necessary in my left h:ind, in the mo- 
nu’iit of insjiiration and rapture; and stride, 
stride — qiiieic and c|uicker — out skipt 1 among 
tiu* hroomy hanks of Nitli to muse over niy joy by 
i-etail. I'o k(‘e]> w ithin the bounds of prose w’us 
im]>i)ssihle. ^Mrs. Little’s is a iiioro elegant, hut 
not a more siiiciu’c compliment to the sweet little 
b-llow^, tliaii I, exti'iiipore almost, poured out to 
him in the folIoAviug verses: — 

Swi'et flow’ret, pledge o’ moikle love 
And Avard o’ luony a prayer, 

What heart o’ stane wad tlioii na move 
Sue helpless, sweet, an’ fair. 

November hirplcs o’er the lea 
Chill on thy lovely form ; 

Rut gane, alas ! the shelt’ring tree 
bhould shield thee frac the stonn. 

I am much flattered liy your approbation of 
my Tam o’ Shanter, wdiieh you ♦‘Xjiress in your 
former letter; though, by the bye, you load me 
in that saiil letter wdth accusations heavy and 
many; to all which I plead, nxd guilty ! Your 
book is, I bear, on the road to reach me. As to 
ju-iiitiiig of jioetry, w hen you prepare it for tho 
jiress, you have only to spell it right, and place 
tlie capital letters projierly : as to the puuctua* 
lion, the printers do that themselves. 

1 have a copy of Tam o’ Shantcr ready to send 
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you by the first opportunity : it is too lieavy to 
send by post. 

I heard of Mr. Corbet lately. Ue, in conse- 
quence of your recommendation, is most zealous 
to serve me. Please favour mo soon Avith an 
account of your good folios; if Mrs. II. is re- 
covering, and the young gentleman doing avcU. 

CCIT. 

Zo Eabfi iW. ©onjitablc. 

[Tilt! present alliicled to t s a gold snuff-box, with a portr^t of 
Queen Mary on the luLJ 

EUUlandy Ilf// Jaauary^ I 7 III. 

My Lady, 

Nothing less than the unlucky accident of 
liaving lately broken iny right arm, could have 
prevented me, the moment 1 received your lady- 
ship’s elegant present by Airs. Aliller, from n*- 
turning you iny warmest and most grateful 
acknowledgments. I assure your ladyship, I 
shall set it apart — the symbeds of religit>n shall 
only bo more sacred. In tbe moment of jw'tic 
composition, the hox shall be iny inspiring 
genius. "When I would breathe the comjire- 
h(>iisi\ e wisli of boiicvol(*nce for the happiness 
of others, 1 shall recollect your ladyship ; when 
1 Avoiihl interest my fancy in tlie distresses in- 
cident to burnanity, 1 shall remember the unfor- 
tunate Alarv. 

R. 13. 

ccni. 

To SililHam Dunbar, CIl. S. 

I'l'hT! letter was in aroTn’er to arn Dunbar, in which the uil tv 
eoloiie) of the ('nx-.'iailrtU JViicii pposed the jHitt had hwcn tr,«iS” 
1.1 tfd 10 to Hing to the 

htiod of late on earth. J 

Eilistand, VJlh Jauntiry^ 17:>L 

I AM not gone to Elysium, most noble eohmel, 
but am stiU here in ihi.s sublunary world, serv- 
ing my God, l»y propagating his image, and 
lionouring my king by begetting him loy.al sub- 
jects. 

Many hapjiy returns of the season await my 
friend. May the thorns of care never be.s<;t his 
pa til ! Alay peace he an inmate of his bosom, 
and rai>tiirc a frequent visiter of Jiis soul ! Alay 
tlie blood-huuuds of uiisfortiine never track his 
steps, nor the screec!i-owl of sorroiv alarm his 
dwelling ! May enjoyment tell thy lionrs, and 
pleasure nuinher tby d.iys, thou friend of the • 
bal’d ! “ 131es.st'd be he that ble.s.‘,.eth tlujc, and 
cursed be he that cursi-Lli thee ! ! ! ” 


Asa further proof that I am still in the land 
of existence, I send you a poem, the latest I hai’e 
composed. I have a particulai* reason lor Avisli- 
ing you only to show it to select friends, should 
you think it worthy a friend's perusal ; but 
at your first hdsuro hour, you will favour mo 
Aviih 3 'our opinion of, and strictures on the per- 
foiTuanco, it will be an additional obligation on, 
deal* Sir, your deeply indebted bumble servant, 

K. B. 

CCIV. 

Co i!Wr. ilirter 

fThc pewt’s eloquent npostmphe to poverty hns no little fi'eling in 
t; he iR'held the tuunpy wliich his (Hwins Immght melt silently 
tway, and he lts)kui to the future u’itit more fear than Inqx.J 

Elllslandy 17 /A January, 17J>1. 

Take these two guineas, and place them over 
against that d-miiod account of yours ! which 
has gagged my mouth tlie.se live or six moiitlis ! 

I can as little write good things as a]>oh>gi(.‘s to 
the man X owe money to. O Llic supremo curse 
of making three guineas do the business of five ! 
Not fill the labours of Hercules; not all tbe 
Hebrews' three centuries of Egyj)tian bondage, 
Avere such an insuperable business, .sueh an in- 
fernal task ! ! Poverty ! thou half-sister of 
death, thou cousin-german of bell : wliore sb.ill 
1 find force of execration equal to tbe amplitude 
of tby di'mcrits? Oppressed by thee, the vi*ue- 
rjible uTicienl, grovn hoary in the practice of 
every A'irtue, kidi'u ivitli years and AvretchednesK, 
implores ji little — little aid to sujqiort his exist- 
ence, from a stony-Iiearted son of Ahimnion, 
Avhu'-e STin of jirosjierity never knew a (‘loud ; 
and ih by him rlenieil and insulted. Oppres.sed 
by thee, tbe man of sentiment, whoso lieart 
glows Aviili independence, and nu’lts Avitli sensi- 
bility, inly jiines under tbe neglect, or Avritbes 
in bitterness of soul, under the contumely of 
arrogant, unfeiding Avealth. Oppressed by tlioe, 
the son of genius, whoso ill-starred ambitiuu 
plants him at the tables of tbe fiisluonable and 
poIit(‘, mu.st see in sulfering sibrnee, bis riMiiark 
neglected, and bis per.Non liespised, wliile shalloAV 
gn-eatne.ss in liis idiot attempts at A\it, shall mei't 
Avith countenance and applau.se. Nor is it only 
tlie family of Avorth that have reason to com] ilain 
of thw: the children of folly and A'ict', though 
in common with thee the offspring of evil, smart 
equally under thy rod. Owing to thee, the man 
of unfortunate disposition and neglected educa- 
tion, is condemned as a fool for his dissipation, 
despised and shunned as a needy wretch, when 
his follies as usual bring him to Avant ; and Avhen 
his unprinci]>led necessities drive him to dis- 
honest practices, ho is abhorred as a miscreant, 
and perishes by the justice of his country But 
far otherwise is the lot of the man of family and 
fortune. Ilh early follies and extra vagunce, are 
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spirit and fire; his consequent wants aro the 
cinbarrassinents of an honest fellow; and when, 
to remedy the matter, lie has gained a legal 
commission to plunder distant provinces, or 
massacre peaceful nations, he returns, perhaps, 
laden with the spoils of rapine and murder; 
lives wicked and respected, and dies a suoiindrcl 
and a lord. — Nay, worst of all, alas for helpless 
uomau ! the needy prostitute, who hfis shivered 
sit the corner of the street, waiting to earn the 
Avages of CcOsual prostitution, is left neglected 
and insulted, ridden down by the chariot wheels 
of the coroneted Rip, hurrying on to the guilty 
assignation ; she who without the same neces- 
sities to plead, riots nightly in the same guilty 
trade. 

Well ! divines may say of it what they please; 
but execration is to the mind what plilebot- 
oiny is to the body : the vital sluices of both 
are wondcifully relieved by their respective 
evacuations. 

11. B. 


CCV. 

^0 i*tr. @unning!)am. 

Tt. AlcNJirulfr CuiiinnghAm the poet gciifrally cojnmunicatcd his 


FAlulnnd, 2^rd January^ 1701. 

Many happy returns of the season to you, my 
dear friend ! As many of the good things of 
tiiis life, os is cousisteut with thc' usual mixture 
of good and evil in the cup of being ! 

I have just finished a poem (Tam o’ Sliantcr) 
Avhicb you will receive inclosed. Jt is my first 
essay in the way of tab's. 

I have these several months been hammering 
at an oh'gy on the amiable and acconiplisbed 
Miss Burnet. 1 have got, and can get, no far- 
tlier than tlie following fragment, on wdiicli please 
give me your strictures. In all kinds of poetic 
composition, I set great store by your oi)iiiioii ; 
but in sentimental verses, in the poetry of tlie 
heart, no Roman Catholic ever set more value 
oil tlie infallibility of the Holy Father than I do 
on yours. 

1 mean thciiitroductory coiqilcts as text verecs. 
ELEGY 

ON THE LATE MISS BUIINET, OF MONBODDO. 

Life ne’er exulted in so ricli a prize, 

As Burnet lovely from her native skies ; 

A’or envious death so tiiuinjili’d in a blow. 

As that which laid tli’ ac‘coiiiplish’d Burnet low. 

Let me bear from yon soon. Adieu ! 

R. B. 


CeVL 

iP* Ijrgtiei:, 'Ssq. 

I hare Kidiun in ray life,” wiys Lonl Wiiodhousel 
hiRhcreiijojaient Iratn anywoik of (fi>nius than 1 . 
TamH>'-Shaiiler.’'J 

Ellistandy February^ 1701. 

Sir, 

Nothing less than the unfortunate accident I 
have met with, could have prevented my ginte- 
ful acknowledgments for your letter. His own 
favourite poem, and that an essay in the Avalk of 
the muses entirely new to liim, whore conse- 
quently his hopes and fears Avere on the most 
anxious alarm for his success in the attem}>t ; to 
have that poem so much apjdauded by one of 
the first judges, was the most delicious vibration 
that ever thrill(3cl along the Jieart-striiigs of a 
poor j^oet. However, Providence, to keep up 
the prop(‘r proportion of evil w'ith the good, 
which it seems is necessary in this sublunai’y 
stale, thought projier to check iny exultation by 
a very serious misfortune. A day or two after 
1 received your letter, my horse came down 
with me and broke my right arm. As this is 
tlie first service niy arm has done me since its 
disaster, I find myself unable to do more than 
just in general tenns thank you for this ad- 
ditional instance of your patronage and friend- 
ship. As to the faults you detected in the piece, 
they are truly there ; one of tliem, the hit at tho 
lawyer and priest, I shall cut out ; as to the fall- 
ing off in the catastrophe, for ‘the reason you 
justly adduce, it cannot easily be remedied. 
Your approbation, Sir, has given me such addi- 
tional si)irits to persevere in this species of poetic 
composition, that I am already revolving tAvo or 
tlircHi stories in my fancy. If I can bring these 
fioatiiig ideas to bear any kind of embodied 
fui'in, it Avill give me additional opportunity of 
assuring you how much 1 have the honour to 
be, AlC. 

R. B. 

CCVII. 

'^0 iliTv^. Uimlop. 

(The Klcffy on the beautiful Mis -net, of AIunl>odJo, wai a- 
kiured rcHlously by liiiriis, but it r reauhed the exci'Uciice of 
ioweuf his other compasitioiis.] 

Ellisland, 1th Feh. 1791. 

When I tell you, hladam, that by a fall, not 
from my horse, but with my horse, I have been 
a cripple some time, and that this is the first 
day my arm and hand have been able to serve 
me in writing; yon will allow that it is too 
good an apology for my seemingly ungiateful 
bilcuce. I am now getting better, and am ublo 

4 Q 
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to rhyme a little, which implies some tolerable 
case; as I cannot tliink that the most poetic 
{jonius is able to compose on the rack. 

1 do not remember if ever I mentioned to you 
my having an idea of composing an elegy on the 
late Miss liurnct, of INIonboddo. I had the 
honour of being jn-etty well acquainted with 
her, and liave scidom felt so miicli at the loss of 
an acquaintance, as when I heard tliat so ami- 
able and accomplished a piece of God’s work 
w'as no more. I havt*, .as yet, gone no fartlier 
than the following fragment, of which pU‘asc let 
me have your oj)inion. You know that elegy is 
a subject so much exhausted, that any new ide,a 
on the business is not to he exjiocted : *tis widl if 
we can place an old idea in a new light. How 
far 1 have succeeded as to this last, you will 
judge from what follows. I have proceeded no 
further. 

Your kind letter, with your kind remembrance 
of your godson, came safe. This last, Afadain, 
is scarcely what my pi-ide can hear. As to 
the little fellow, he is, partiality ajiart, the 
tiiu'st boy I have for a long time seen. Tie is 
now fc.c\eiiteon months old, has the small pox 
and measles over, has cut sevonil teeth, and 
never had a grain of doctor's drugs in Jiis 
bowels. 

I am truly happy to hoar that the ‘^little 
floweret” is blooming so fresh and ftiir, and that 
the “ mother plant’’ is rather recovering her 
drooping head. Soon .and well may her “ cruel 
wounds” be healed. 1 h.avo written thus far 
with a good deal of difficulty. Wlieii 1 get a 
little abler you shall hear farther from, 

Madam, yours, 

KH. 

CCVTII. 

t6e lAfb. ^rcf). 

r.Mlwm was rm 
priuciplts laid duv 


EUisland, near Dumfriat, 1 1/Zi Fch. l/Ul. 

Sir, 

Yoir must hy this time liave set mo down as 
one of the most ungrateful of imni. You did 
me the lionour to jirosent me with a book, 
w'hicli does honour to scitmee and the intelh*c- 
tual pov. . rs of man, ami I have* not even so 
nnu h as acknowledged the leccijit of it. The 
fliet is, you yourself are to blame for it. bl.it- 
tered as I was by your telling mo that you 
•wished to h.avc my opinion of the work, the 
old spiritual enemy of mankind, who knows 
well that viinity is one of the sins that most 
easily beset me, jnit it into my liead to ponder 
over the performance with the look-out of a 
critic, and to draw up forsooth a deep learned 
digest of strictures on a composition, of wlucii, 


in fact, until I read the book, I did not oven 
know the first principles. I own, Sir, that 
at first glance, several of your propositions 
startled me as paradoxical. That the martial 
clangor of a trumpet had something in it vjustly 
11101-0 gi-and, heroic, and suhliino, tlnaii the twiii- 
gle twangle of a jcwVh.arp : that the delicate 
floxture of a rosc-tAvig, wlien the half-hloAvn 
flower is heavy with the tears of the daAvii, was 
infinitely mure lu'autifnl and elegant than the 
iqirighl stub of a biinloek; and that from siiim*- 
thing innate and independent of all associations 
of ideas ; — these 1 had set down as irrefragubh», 
ortliodox truths, until perusing your hook shook 
my faith. — Tii short, Sir, except Kticlid’s Ele- 
immts of Geometry, which I in.ado a shift to un- 
ravel hy my father’s fire-side, in the 'winter 
evening of the first season I held the plough, I 
noA’^or read a hook which gave me such a quan- 
tum of information, .and added so much to my 
stock of ide.as, as your “ Essays on the Prin- 
ciples of Taste.” (*)no thing, Sir, you must for- 
giA'e niy mentioning as an uncommon merit in 
llie AA'ork, 1 nu-an the langiiagi*. To clothe 
ahstnict jiliilosophy in elegance of st.>lo, sounds 
sometliing like .a contradietion in terms; but 
you huA'c eoiiA’ineed me that they are (juitf‘ com- 
patible, 

J enclose you some poetic bagatidles of my 
late composition. 'I’hc one in jiriiit' is my fir^t 
essay in the Avay of telling a tale. 

1 am Sir, &c. 

11. TJ. 

rc’ix. 

Co Dv, /Hoorc. 

[MfK^rp Athniml Imt modfriM 1\ tiu' bcaiir;fi<l liallcui nii t^nn 
M.ir}, Httd the Klci-'y on C’liTtmii M.itthcw ili-ntU-iMiii : T.iin 
sh.iiiitr hf thought full of pwtu’nl Nautios.— Mt- a&'aiiirfKirtsili 
ht wnttT in the smtlhiul ] 


Ellhhindy February, 171)1. 

I DO not knoAv, Sir, Avlietlier you are a su]>- 
scriber to Grose's Antu/mtirs of Scotland, If you 
are, the enclosed poem aa'III not be altogetht*r 
iicAv to you. Captain (j rose did me tin* fax our 
to s(‘nd me a dozen copies of the proof sluM-t, 
of Avhich this is one. Should you have read the 
j»ieco btifore, still this will answt-r tlie inineipal 
end I Jiavo in view- : it AviJl give iiio another 
oj>]»oi tuiiity of lliaiikliig you tor all your good- 
ne>s to the rustic bard ; and also of showing you, 
that th<» a]»ilities you luiA'e Im'cu jileastnl to eom- 
mi-Tul and i»atruiii/e are still emjdoyed in tlio 
AAayyou Avish. 

'riie Kleyy on Captain ITendersnn, is a tribute 
to the ineinory of a man I loved miieh. Poets 
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lijivo in this the same aclvantanro as Roman Ca- 
tliolics; they can be of service to their friends 
after they liave passed that bourne where all 
other kindness ciiascs to be of avail. Whether 
aft(*r all, cither the one or the other be of any 
i cal service to the dead, is, 1 fear, very proble- 
matical ; but I am sure they are hifi^lily gratifyiiijij 
to the Jivin^y : and as a very orthoflox text, I for- 
got whore in scripture, says, whatsoever is not 
of faith is sin so say I,vv]intsoever is not detri- 
mental to soeiety, and is of ]>osilive enjoyment, 
is of God, the giver of all good things, and ought 
to ho received and enjoyed by his creatures 
witli thankful delight. As almost all my reli- 
gious tenets originate from my heart, T am 
wonderfully pleased with the idea, that 1 can 
still keep up a tender iiitereonrso with the 
dearly beloved friend, or still more dearly bt*- 
loved mistress, who is gone to tlie world of 
spirits. 

Till* ballad on Queen ISTary was bogiin while I 
was busy with Pern/'s Pditjufs of KtujJhk Poptry. 
Jly the way, how mucli is every honest luMit, 
vvjiich has a tirutture of (^iiLHloniau pr<‘jiHlife, 
ol)lig<*d to you for yonr glorious story of Rn- 
eiianan and Targe 1 ’Twas an iinerjiii vocal proof 
of >our loyal gallantry of soul, giving Targe the 
victory. J should have been mortified to the 
ground if you had not. 

I Imve just road over, once more of many 
linns, your Zcluco, I marked with my pencil, 
as I went along, every i^assago that ])lea-ed me 
jiartienlarly above tlie rest ; and one, or two 
I think, which with humble defereuee, I am 
disjKjsed to think iinctpiul to the merits of 
tlie hook. I liave sonieliines thought to tmu- 
s<‘ril)e these marked jwissages, or at least so 
much of llieui as to point w here they are, and 
S(‘nd tluMii to you. Original strokes that 
strongly depict tlie human heart, is your and 
J’b'lding's ]uoviTi('e beyond any other novelist I 
lane 4>\er perused. ]liehard'-on indeed iiiight 
iK'rhajis bo excepted; but uuhapjiily, rlrnmatU 
prrsoittp are beings of another world ; and how- 
ever tlioy may cajitivate the unoxjierieiired, ro- 
mantic fancy of a hoy or a girl, they will ev<»r, 
in itroportion as vve have made human nature 
our study, dissatisfy our riper years. 

As lo my juivato concerns, I am going on, a 
mighty tax-gatherer before the liord, and have 
lately had th<» interest to get myself ranked 
on the list of excise as a suiiorvisor. I am not 
yet (‘inployed as sueli, but in a few years 1 shall 
fall into the* file of snperviv't»rship i)y seniority. 

1 have had an iinmeuse loss in the death of the 
Karl of (il(*iieaini ; the jiatron from vvliom all 
my fame and fortune took its rise. Independent 
of my grateful nttai'hnient to him, which was 
indeed so strong that it jiervaded my very soul, 
and was entwined with the thread of my cxis- 
toner : so soon as the prijice’s friends liad got in, 
(and ev(‘ry dog yon know lias liis day,) my get- 
ting forward in the (*xc*ise would have been an 
easier business than otluTVviso it will bo. 
though this was u consimimution devoutly to* 


be wished, yet, thank Heaven, I can live and 
rhyme as I am ; and as to my boys, poor little 
fellows ! if 1 cannot pUice them on as high an 
elevation in life, as I could wish, I shall, if I am 
favoured so much of the Dis})Osi‘r of events as to 
see that period, fix them on as broad and iudo- 
pendent a basis as possible. Among the many 
wise adages which have been treasured u]) by 
oiir Seottisli anct'stors this it one of the best, 
Better he the head o’ the commonalty, than the 
tail o’ the y entry. 

But 1 am got on a subject, wliicli however in- 
teresting to me, is of no manner of consequence to 
you ; so I shall give you a short poem on the 
other page, and close this with assuring you how 
sincerely 1 have the honour to be. 

Yours, &C. 

R.B. 

Written on the blank leaf of a book, which I 
lircseiited to a very young lady, wliom I liad 
IViniicrly characterized under the denomina- 
tion of The Rose Bud, * * * 


ccx. 

Zo ^CunnfngSam. 


trunninirliam could fell a merry story, and slnpt a humoroui 
soni; ; uc^r was he without a fcclitiK for the clw'p senubihtks of hli 
friend’s verse., 

EUisland, 12//t March, 1701. 

If the foregoing piece be wortli your stric- 
tures, let me have them. For my own part, a 
thing tliat 1 liave just composed dJways ap- 
pears tlirough a double portion of that partial 
medium in which an author will ev^er view his 
own works. I believe in general, novelty lias 
something in it that inebriates the fancy, and 
not iinfreqiiently dissipates and fumes away like 
other intoxication, and leaves the poor patient, 
as usual, v\ith an aching heart. A striking iii- 
stance of this might be adduced, in the revolu- 
tion of many a hymeneal hoiiejniioon. But lest 
1 sink into stiqiid prose, and so sacrilegiously 
intrude on the office of iny parish-priest, 1 shall 
fill up the page in my own way, and give you 
another song of my lixte composition, which will 
appear perhaps in Johnson’s work, as well as the 
former. 

You must know a beautiful Jacobite air. 
There ll never he peace "'till Jamie comes home. 
When political couiluistioii ceases to be the 
ohji'ct of princes and patriots, it then yon know’ 
bc*comos the lawful prey of historians and poets. 

By yon castle vva’ at the close of the day, 

I heard ii man sing, tlio’ his head it was grey ; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down 
came — 

TliercTl never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 
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If you like the air, and if tho stanzas Iiit your 
fancy, you cannot imai^ine, niy dear frifiui, how 
xniieli you would obligee me, if by the charms of 
your delightful voice, you would give my honest 
effusion to ‘‘ the memory of joys that arc past,” 
to the few friends whom you indulge in that 
pleasure. But 1 have scribbled on ’till I hear 
the clock has intimated the near approach of 

That hour, o’ night’s black arch tho key-stane. — 

So good night to you ! Sound be your sleep, and 
delectable your dreams ! Apropos, liow do you 
like this thought in a ballad, I have just now on 
the tapis ? 

I look to the-west when I gae to rest. 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may 
bo; 

Far far in the west is lie I lo’c best. 

The lad that is dear to my babio and me ! 

Good night, once more, and God bless you ! 

R.Ik 


CCXI. 

^0 ilHr* ^Icxanhct 

FACTOR, FINDLAYSTOK. 

f Cromck savs that Alexander Dalrel introduced the poetry of Oumit 
io the iK'tiee of the F.arl ot Olencairn, who earned the Kilinani<Kk 
edltu<ri with him to Edhibuth'h, and bci^^'d that the p.H-t would let 
V,im know what his \icws in thcivurld were, that he uiitiht further 
tliem.) 

Kllisland, lOth March, 17111 - 
My dear Sir, 

I HAVE taken tlio liberty to frank this letter 
to you, as it encloses an idle poem of mine, 
which 1 send you ; and God knows you may 
perha])S jMiy dear enough for it if you read it 
through. Not tliat this is my own opinion ; but 
the author by the time lie lias composed and cor- 
rected his work, lias quite pored aw'ay all his 
powers of critical discrimination. 

I can easily guess from my own heart, what 
you have felt on a late most melancholy event. 
God knows what I have suffered, at the loss of 
my best friend, my first and dearest patron and 
benefactor ; the man to whom I owe all that I 
am and liavc ! I am gone into mourning for him, 
and with more sincerity of grief than 1 fear some 
will, who by nature’s ties ought to feel on the 
occasion. 

I will bo exceedingly obliged to you, indeed, 
to let me know the news of the noble family, 
how the poor mother and the two sisters support 
tlieir loss. 1 had a packet of poetic bagatelles 
ready to send to L^y Betty, when I saw the 


fatal tid ixigs in the newspaper. I see by the same 
channel that the honoured remains of iny noble 
patron, are designed to be brought to the family 
biiriid-place. Dare X trouble you to let me know 
privately before the day of interment, that I 
may cross the country, and steal among the crowd, 
to ])ay a tear to tho lost sight of my ever i*evered 
benefactor ? It will oblige me beyond expres- 
sion. 

R.R 


CCXII. 

Za iWrjs. Grafiam, 

or IIVTBY. 


Graham, of Flntrv, Iclr Jtoth . 
the teiult-r l^aineitl 
letter contaiiuil.J 

rilishnd, 1791. 

Madam, 

■Whether it is that the story of our IMiiiy, 
Queen of Scots, has a peculiar eHect on tJie 
feelings of a poet, or whether I have, in tho in- 
closed ballad, sueceeded beyond my usual poetic 
success 1 know not ; but it lias pleased mo be- 
yond any eflbrt of luy muse for a gooil hilc 
liast ; on that account 1 inclose it particularly 
to you. It is true, tho purity of my motives 
may be suspected. I am already deeply in- 
debted to Mr. Graham’s goodness; andwliat, tu 
the usual ways of thcti, is of infinitely greater im- 
portance, ]Mr. G. can do me service of the ut- 
most importance in time to come. I was born a 
poor dog; and however I may occasionally jiick 
a better bone than I used to do, I know J must 
live and die jioor : but I will indulge the flatter- 
ing faith that my poetry will considerahly out- 
live my poverty; and without any fustiiin aflec- 
tation of siiirit, 1 can promise and afliriii, that it 
must be no ordinary craving of the latter shall 
over make me doany thing injurious to the lionest 
fame of the former. Wliatever may be my 
failings, for failings arc a part of human mitiire, 
may tli(‘y ever be tlio.se of a generous heart, and 
an independent mind ! It is no fault of miiio 
that I was born to dependence; nor is it Mr. 
Graham’s chiefest praise that he can eointiiand 
inhuenee; but it is his merit to bestow, not 
only with the kindness of a brother, but wirii 
the iiolitcness of a gentleman ; and T trust it 
shall be mine, to receive with thankfulness, and 
remember -with undiminished gratitude. 

B. a 
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CCXIII. 

(!Srn|)am, 

OF FINTRY. 


ccxv 

, 19unlop. 


; Tl)p follnwing letter was written on the blank leaf of a new editon 
«if liu pocinsi presented by the poet* to one whom he regarded, and 
(iislly, as a patronesa] 

It is probable, Madarn, that t)iis page maybe 
road, 'when iholiaiid that now writes it sliall be 
monldoring in the dost : may it then bear wit- 
ness, that I present you these volumes as a tri- 
bute of gratitude, on my i>art ardent and sincere^ 
as your and Mr. (Irahani's goodness to me has 
been gonorons and noble ! May every child of 
^ours, in the hour of need, find such a friend as I 
slnill teach every child of mine, that their father 
found in you. 

R. B. 


OCX IV. 

^0 33a{rl3. 


I It was prnpo)«d to pulilisli poems of Michael 

linue, |iy iiutis< ripti tiuither, a woman 

years old, ami {vn r and helpletw, and Ihiri s wait ai>ke«i fur & 
iNicni tti guv II new iinpulbv to the publluuion.J 

Ellislandy 1791. 

Revehend Sir, 

Why did you, iiiy dear Sir, write to me in 
sueli a hesitating style on the business of poor 
Bruce ’ Don’t J know, and have I not felt, the 
many ills, the peculiar ills that poetic flesh is 
h(*ir to ? You shall have your clioice of nil the 
iiri published poems I have ; and had your letter 
had my direction so as to have reached me 
soorifcr, (it only came to my liand this moment,) 
1 should have directly put you out of suspense 
on the subject. I only ask, that sonic pre- 
iatoiy advertisement in the book, as well as tbc 
siibscrijition bills, may liear, that the publication 
is sj)Iely for the benefit of Bruce’s mother. I 
would not put it in tlie po>ver of ignorance to 
surmise, or malice to iusiniiato, tliat E clubbed a 
share in tlic work from inorccnaiy motives. 
Nor need you give me credit for any remark- 
able generosity in my part of the business. I 
have such a host of peccadilloes, failings, follies, 
and liackslidings, (any body but myself might 
pcu’baps give sonic of them a worse appi'llation,) 
tliat by way of some balance, liow cver trifling, 
in the account, I am fain to do any good that 
occurs in my very limited power to a feUow- 
m^turo, just for the selfish jnirposc of clearing 
a little the vista of reti'ospoction. 

R.B, 


[FrandxWiillace Burns, tlie godson of Mrs. Dunlop, to whom 
this letter refers, died at the age of fourcccn—hc was a line and a pro. 
lising youth.] 

EUislandf Wth April, 1791. 

I AM once more able, my honoured friend, to 
return you, with my own hand, thanks for the 
many instances of your friendship, and particu- 
’lariy for your kind anxiety in this last disaster, 
that iny evil genius had in store for me. How- 
ever, life is chequered — joy and sorrow — for on 
Saturday morning last, Mrs. Bui-ns made me a 
present of a fine boy ; rather stouter, but not 
so handsome as yoiir godson w’lis at his time of 
life. Indeed I look on your little namesake to 
be my chef d'ceuvre in that species of manufac- 
ture, as I look on Tam o’ Shan ter to be my 
standard performance in tlio poetical line. ’I'is 
true, both tlio one and the other discover a spice 
of rouguish w'aggerj^ that might perhaps be as 
well spared ; but then they also show, in iny 
opinion, a force of genius and a finishing polish, 
tliat I despair of ever excelling. Mrs. ]3ums is 
getting stout again, and laid as lustily about her 
to-day at breakfast, as a reaper from the corn- 
ridge. That is the peculiar privilege and bless- 
ing of our hale, sprightly damsels, that are bred 
among tlic hay and heather, Wc cannot liope for 
that highly polished mind, that charming deli- 
cacy of soul, which is found among the female 
world ill the more elevated stations of life, and 
w hich is certainly by far the most bewitcliiiig 
charm in the famous cestus of Venus. It is in- 
dued such an inestimable treasure, that where 
it can be had in its native heavenly purity, un- 
stained by some one or other of the many shades 
of affectation, and unalloyed by some one or 
other of the many species of caprice, I declare 
to Heaven, I should think it cheaply purchaseil 
at the expense of every other earthly good ! 
But as this angelic creature is, 1 am alraiil, 
extremely rare in any station and rank of life, 
and totally denied to such a humble one as mine, 
•we meaner mortals must put up with the next 
rank of female excellence — as line a figure and 
face we can produce as any rank of life what- 
ever; rustic, native grace ; unaffected modesty, 
and unsullied purity ; nature's mother-wit, and 
the rudiments of taste ; a simplicity of soul, un- 
suspicious of, because unacquainted with, the 
crooked w’ays of a selfish, interested, disingenu- 
ous world ; and the dearest charm of all the rest, 
a yielding sweetness of disposition, and a gener- 
ous warmth of heart, gi-ateful for love on our 
part, and ardently glowing with a more than 
equal return ; these, wdth a healthy frame, a 
sound, vigorous constitution, which your higher 
ranks can scarcely ever hope to enjoy, are the 
charms of lovely woman in niy humble walk of 
hfe. 
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This is the greatest effort my broken arm has 
yet made. Do lot me hear, by first post, how 
cher petit Mormeur comes on with his small- 
pox. May almighty goodness preserve and re- 
store him ! 

».B. 


ccxvr. 

®:o 


tho Tower of Babel: thou Ungual confusion 
worse confounded: thou scape-gallows from 
tlic land of syntax: thou scavenger of mood 
and tense: thou murderous accoucheur of in- 
fant learning: thou ignis fatuusi tho 

stops of benighted ignorance: thou pickle-her- 
ring in the puppet-show of iiousonso: thou faith- 
ful recorder of bai'bai'ous idiom : tliou i)orseciitor 
of syllabication : thou baleful meteor, foretelling 
and fiicilitating tho rapid approach of Nox and 
Erebus. 

K.B. 


[That his works fimnd llicir waj tc» tlu* newspapers, need h 
casioned no suri»i>'*o : the ptiei gave 

to Ids liicnils, ju Mtnii as the}’ were v^Titten : who, in tlidr turn spread 
rlieir fame among their arquaintanccs.J 


CCXVIII. 


Ellisland, 1701. 


Dear Sir, 

I AM exceedingly to blame in not writing you 
long ago ; but the truth is, that I am the most 
iudolout of all human beings; and when I ma- 
triculate in the herald’s office, 1 intend that 
iny su])porters shall bo two sloilis, my crest a 
slow- worm, and the motto, “ Dell talc the fore- 
most.” So much by -way of ajiology for not 
thanking you sooner lor your kind execution of 
iriy coiiimissiGii. 

I w'ould have sent you tho poem ; but somo- 
Iiow or other it found its w’ay into tho public 
papers, w’hcre you mu.st have seen it. 

1 am ever, dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely, 

IhB. 


CCXVII, 

tlTo 

[This sinimlar letter was sent by Hums, It is U-lieml, to a critic, 
who had taken him to task about olwcure language, and iniinrfcct 
(.raintuar.j 

Ellisland, 1791. 

Tiiou eunuch of language : thou Englishman, 
who never wras south the Tweed: thou servile echo 
of fashionable barbarisms : thou quack, vending 
the nostrums of empirical elocution : thou mar- 
riage-maker between vowels and consonants, on 
the Gretna-green of caprice : thou cobler, botch- 
ing the flimsy socks of bombast oratory: thou 
blacksmith, hammering the I’ivets of absurdity : 
thou biitclujr, embruiiig thy hands in the bow'cLs 
of ortliogTax>hy : thou arch-heretic in pronunci- 
ation : tJiou pitch-i)ipo of affected emphasis : 
thou carpenter, mortising tlie a w'k w ard joints of 
jarring bentences : thou squeaking dibsonancu 
of cadence; thou pimj) of gender: thou Lyon 
Herald to silly etymology : thou antipode of 
grammar ; thou cx(iCiitioncr of construction ; 
thou brood of Uie spccch-disiracting builders of 


^0 ^unnfnglbam. 


[To Clarke, the Schoolmaster, Iturns, it is said, addressed sci'cmi 
IcttcTK, which on hii death were put into tlic fire by his widow, be- 
cause of their liLCiiBc of language. ) 


nth June, 1791. 

Let me interest you, my dear Cunningham, 
in behalf of tho gentleman who w^aits on you 
•with this. He is a Mr. Clarke, of Moffat, prin- 
ciiial schoolmaster there, and is at present suf- 
fering severely under the persecution of one or 
tw'o powerful individuals of his employers. He 
is accused of harshness to boys that were placetl 
under liis care. God help the teacher, if a man t)f 
sensibility and genius, and such is my friend 
Claike, when a booby father presents him with 
liis booby son, and insists on lighting up the 
r.a>s of science, in a f(*llow'’s liead whose skull 
is impervious and inacccssihlo by any other way 
than a positive fi-acttirc with a cudgel : .a follow 
■whom in fact it savours of impiety to attemjit 
inaldng a scholar of, as he has been marked a 
blockhead in the book of fate, at the almighty 
fiat of his Creator. ^ 

Tho patrons of Mofiat-school are, tlie minis- 
ter, magistratoB,andtow'U-council of Edinburgh, 
and as the business comes now before them, let 
me beg my dearest friend to do every tiling in Ids 
power to serve the interests of a man of genius 
and w'orth, and a man w'hom I piirticulai'ly re- 
61 >ect and esteem. Yon know some good fellows 
among the magistracy and co\inciI, but jiarticii- 
larly you have much to say with a reverend 
gentleman to whom you have the lionour of 
being very nc'arly related, and whom this coun- 
try and age have had the lionour to produce. 
1 iie(*d not name the historian of Charles V. 
I tell him through tho medium of Ids nephew’s 
uifluenee, that Mr. Clarke is a gentleman wdio 
will not diygi’acij even his patronage. I know 
tlie merits of tlie (taiise thorouglily, and say it, 
lliat niy friend is falling a sacrifice to prejudiced 
ignorance. 

God help the children of dependcnco ! ITated 
and persecuted by their enemies, and loo oft^i, 
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alas ! almost uncxceptionably, received by their 
friends with disrespect and reproach, under tho 
tliin disguise of cold civility and humiliating 
advice. O I to be a sturdy savage, stalking in 
the pride of his indopeudeiico, amid the solitary 
wilds of his deserts ; rather than in civilized 
life, helplessly to tremble for a subsistence, 
precarious as the caprice of a fellow-creature ! 
Kvery man lias his virtues, and no man is with- 
out his tailings ; and curse on that privileged 
plain-deal iiig of friendsliip, which, in tlie hour of 
my calamity, cannot reach forth the helping 
liand without at tho same time pointing out 
those failings, and apportioning them their 
share in procuring my present distress. My 
friends, for such the world calls ye, and such ye 
lliink yourselves to he, pass by my virtues if you 
please, but do, also, spare my follies: tlielirst 
will w'itness in my breast for themselves, and tho 
last will give pain enough to the ingenuous mind 
without you. And since deviating more or loss 
from tlie paths of propriety and reetitude, must 
be iiieideiit to human nature, do thou, Fortune, 
])ut it in my power, always from myself, and of 
myself, to hoar tho conswpieneo of those errors ! 

J do not want to be iudepondent that I moy 
sin, but I want to bo indopendciit in my sinning. 

To rotiirn in lliis rainbliiig lertcr to tlie sub- 
j(*ct J set out with, lot me rocommond my friend, 
Mr. CIavh<‘, to your aoquaiiitanoo and good of- 
iioes ; his worth entitles him to llif' oiio, and his 
gralitudi* will merit the otlior. 1 long much to 
hoar from you. 

Adieu ! 

11 . 11 . 

c cxrx. 

tTo tl)e C?nvl of Hiulian. 

{I.iild IHichan printed tiris ’ettcr In Iris F.ssav on the Life of 
Thomson, In 17'M. llis lordrinp iiivUi'd Turns ro leave hi, eorn 
u.ilh In.iu WliriaiKl t(» lirvburji?i, nnd help him to 
rr'oui Thoiii«)ii'» bust with bays, on KUnam llill, on the -2nd ot 
September. J 

Elluland, August 29ih, 1101, 

My Loni>, 

Lanoi^agk sinks under the ardour of my fcel- 
iiigs wljeii I would thank your lordship for the 
honour you have done mo in inviting mo to 
make one at tho coronation of tlie bust of 
'J’honisoii. In my first enthusiasm iu reading 
tlie card you did me the honour to wtHo 
me, I ovt'rlooked every obstacle, and deter- 
mined to go ; but 1 fear it will not be in my 
power. A week or two's absence, in the very 
middle of my harvest, is what I much doubt 
1 dare not veuturo on. I once already made a 
liilgrimage up the whole course oi the Tweed, 
and fondly would I take the same delightful 
journey down tho windings of that delightful 
StltJOUU * 


Yojir lordship hints at an ode for tho occasion : 
but who would write after Collins? I read 
over his verses to the memory of Thomson, and 
despaired. — I got indeed to the length of three 
or four stanzas, in tho Avay of address to tho 
shade of the bard, on crowning his bust. I 
shall trouble your lordship with tlie subjoined 
copy of thorn, which, I am afraid, will he but too 
com incing a proof bow unequal I am to tho 
tusk. However, it affords me an opportunity 
of approaching your lordsliip, and declaring how 
sincerely and gratefully I have tho honour to 
be, 

11. B. 


eexx. 

^0 iltr, IZrfiomad £Ioan. 


fnw* js Sloan was a west of Srotland rr n, and seems, tlioii^h 
not mu in CiirresiKindenet', to luve lieen i i intimate terms with 
llunib.j 

Eilisland, Sept. 1, 17111- 

Mr dfah Rloan, 

Suspense is worse than disappointment, for 
that reason I hurry to toll you that I just now 
learn that Mr. Ballantyne docs not choose to 
intorfero more in tho l'usinos.s. I am tiaily 
sun*y for it, but cannot help it. 

You blame me for not writing you sooner, 
but you will please to recollect that you omitted 
one little uocossjiry piece of infonnatioii ;'~your 
adilress. 

However, you know equally well, my hurried 
life, indolent temper, and strength of attach- 
ment. It must be a longer period than the 
longest lifi* “ in tho world’s halo and undeg<*ne- 
rate days,’’ that will make me forget so dear a 
friend as Mr. Sloan. 1 am prodigal cnougli at 
times, but I will not part w ith such a treasure 
as that. 

I can easily enter into the emharras of youp 
present situation. You know my favourite quo- 
tation from Young — 

‘ On rrascin birikl IIesoi.vk ! 

That column of true majesty m man 

and that other favourite ono from Thomson’s 
Alfred— 

What proves the hero truly GREAT, 

Is, never, never to ciespau:.*’ 

Or shall I quote you an author of your ac- 
quaintance ? 

•f Whether muNO, sitepertno, or poRnBARiNO, 

You may do miracle# by— pkiiskvbbinq.*’ 

I have nothing new to tell you. The few 
friends wo have are going on in the old way. 
I sold my crop on tliis day se'ennight, and sold 
it very well. A guinea an acre, on an average. 
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above value. But such a scene of drunkenness 
■was hardly ever seen in this country. After 
the roup ■was over, about thirty people engaged 
in a battle, every man for his own hand, and 
fought it ont for three hours. Nor ■was the 
scene much better in tlie house. No fighting, 
indeed, but folks lying drunk on the floor, and de- 
canting, until both my dogs got so drunk by at- 
tending them, that they could not stand. You 
will easily guess lio'iv I enjoyed the scene ; as I 
was no farther over tlian you used to see me. 

Mrs. 13. and family have been in Ayrshire 
these many weeks. 

Farewell ; and God bless you, my dear Friend ! 

R. 13. 


CCXXl. 

^0 Habfl IE. (!>unn(ng]^am. 


•■The pncrti cncloswl was the Lamentfor James, Earl of Glcntuurr. : 
ich prol«bk‘ihat the Earl’s sister likul the verses, for they were 
linntcd stion atterwaris.] 

My I^anY, 

I WOULD, as usual, have availed myself of the 
privilege your goodness has allowed me, of send- 
ing you any thing I compose in iny poetical way; 
but as I had resolved, so soon as the shock of 
my irreparable loss w ould allow me, to pay a 
tribute to my late benefactor, I determined to 
make that the first piece I should do myself the 
lionour of sending you. Had the wing of my 
fancy been equal to the ardour of my heart, the 
enclosed had been much more w ortliy your jieni- 
siil : as it is, I beg leave to lay it at your lady- 
ship's feet. As all the world know’S my obliga- 
tions to the late Earl of Glencairn, I would wish 
to show as openly that my heart glows, and 
will ever glow, with the most grateful sense 
and remembrance of his lordship's goodness. 
Tlie sables I did myself the honour to 
■w'ear to his lordship’s memory, were not the 
** mockery of woe.'' Nor shall my gratitude 
perish witli me ! — if, among my children, I shall 
have a son that has a heart, he shall hand it 
down to his child a.s a family honour, and a fa- 
mily debt, that iny dearest existence I owe to 
the noble house of Glencairn ! 

I was about to say, my lady that if you think 
the poem may venture to see the light, I would, 
in some way or other, give it to the world. 


CCXXIf. 

[It has been siud that the poet loved to aggravate his follies to hti 
friends : but that this tone of aggravation was often ironical, this 
letter, as well oa otliers, in.ght be rited. ] 

miisland, 1701. 

Mt dear Airslie, 

Cax you ininistor to a mind diseased ? can 
yon, amid the horrors of penitence, rcmoi'so^ 

licad-ache, nausea, and all the rest of tlie d d 

hounds of hell, that beset a poor wretch, who 
has been guilty of the siu of drunkenness — can 
you speak peace to a troubled soul ? 

Miserable perdu tliat I am, I have tried every 
thing that used to amuse me, but in vain : here 
must I sit, a monument of the vengeance laid 
up in store for the wicked, slowly counting every 
chick of the clock as it slowly, slowly, numbers 
over these lazy scoundrels of hours, who, d — n 
them, arc ranked up before me, every one at 
his neighbour’s backside, and every one w’ith a 
burthen of anguish on his liack, to pour on my 
devoted head — and there is none to pity me. 
My wife scolds me I my business torments uk*, 
and iny sins come staring me in the face, every 
one telling a more bitter tale than bis fellow. — 
When I tell you even * * * luis lost its power 
to please, you will guess something of iny liell 
■within, and all around me — 1 began JSiibanks 
and Eiibraes^ but the stanzas fell unenjoyeil, 
and unfinished from my listless tongue ; at 
last I luckily thought of reading over an old 
letter of yoiii’S, that lay by me in my book-case, 
and 1 felt something for the flrst time since 1 

0 ]>ened my eyes, of pleasurable existence. 

'Well — 1 b«’gin to breatlu* a little, sinre T 
began to write to you. How are you, and 
what are you doing ? How goes Law ? Apro- 
pos, for connexion's sake, do not address to 
me supervisor, fur that is an honour 1 can- 
not pretend to — I am on the list, jis we call 
it, for a supervisor, and will be called out by 
and bye to act as one ; but at presemt, I am a 
simple gauger, tbo* t’other day I got an ap- 
pointment to an excise division of 2,N.per annum 
bctt(;r than the rest. Aly present income, down 
money, is 70 ^- per annum. 

I have one or two good fellows here whom 
you would be glad to know’. 

R.B. 

CCXXIII. 

To (£^ol. iFuUarton, 

or FULLARTOir. 


R.B. 


[Thla letter waa Arst publlabed in the Edinbiurgli Chronicle. 1 

EUisland, 1791. 

Sir, 

1 UAVE just this minute got the frank, and 
"next minute must send it to post, else I purposed 
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to liavo sent you two or three other bagatelles, 
tliat might have amused a vacant hour about 
as well as “ Six excellent new songs,’* or, the 
Aberdeen ‘ Prognostication for the year to 
come.’ I shall probably trouble you soon with 
another packet. About the gloomy month of 
November, when ‘ the people of England hang 
and drown themselves,’ any thing generally is 
better than one’s own thought. 

Fond }is I may be of my own productions, 
it is not for their sake that I am so anx- 
ious to send you them. I am ambitious, co- 
vetously ambitious of being known to a gen- 
tloiiian whom I am proud to call my coun- 
tryman ; a goiitlemoii who was a foreign am- 
biissador as soon as he was a man, and a leader 
of armies as soon as he was a soldier, and that 
with an eclat unknown to the usual minions of a 
court, men wlio, with all the adventitious ad- 
vantages of princely connexions and princely 
fortune, must yet, like the caterpillar, labour a 
w Ii ole lifetime before they reach the wished h eight, 
there to roost a stupid chrysalis, and doze out 
the remaining glimmering existence of old ago. 

If the gontlwnan wJio ac;companied you 
when you did me the honour of calling on me, 
is with you, I beg to bo respectfully remem- 
bered to him. 

I liave the honour to bo, 

Sir, 

l?our highly obliged, and most devoted 
Humble servant 

E. B. 


CCXXIV. 

^0 Babitsi. 


I Tins acromplinhpd laitv wwttifjTmnprmdaiiffhterof Ur. Danes, 
ot Tl’IiIij, 111 JVintiroki's)Mrf; slie ivas rclati-d t<i the Hiddels of 
t'nar’s Canr. and nneol her id^U.*n marrinl (.'iii»tain Adam Cioitlnn, 
«>1 tile noble family of Keimivirc. She had both taste and skill iu 


It is impossible, Madam, that the generous 
warmth aud angelic purity of your youthful 
iiiiiul, can have any idea of that moral disease 
under wdiich I unhappily must rank as the chief 
of sinners; I mean a torpitude of the moral 
powers, that may be called, a lethargy of con- 
science. — In vain Remorse rears her horrent 
ercst, and rouses all her snalces : beneath the 
deadly fixed eye and leatlen hand of Indolence, 
their wildest ire is charmed into the torpor of the 
bat, slumbering out the rigours of winter, in the 
chink of a ruined waU. Notliing less, Madam, 
could have made me so long neglect your 
obliging commands. Indeed I had one apology 
^the bagatollc was not worth presenting. Bc; 


sides, 80 strongly am I interested in Miss Davies’s 
fate and welfare in the serious business of life, 
amid its chances and changes, that to make 
lier the subject of a silly l^ad is downright 
mockery of these ardent feelings ; His like an 
impertinent jest to a dying friend. 

Gracious Heaven 1 why this disparity between 
our wishes and our powers ? Wliy is the most 
generous wish to make others blest, impotent 
aud incfFcctual — as the idle breeze that crosses 
the pathless desert ! In my walks of life I 
liave met with a few people to whom how gladly 
would 1 have said — “ Go, be happy ! 1 know 
tliat your hearts have been wounded by the 
scorn of the proud, whom accident has placed 
above you — or worse still, in whose hands are, 
perhaps, placed many of the comforts of your 
life. But there ! ascend that rock, Indepen- 
dence, and look justly down on their littleness 
of soul. Make the worthless tremble under 
your indignation, and the foolish sink before 
your contempt ; and largely impai't that happi- 
ness to others, which, I am certain, udll give 
yourselves so much pleasure to bestow.” 

Why, dear Madam, must I w'aJce from this 
delightful reverie, and find it all a dream? 
Why, amid my generous enthusiasm, must I 
find myself poor and powerless, incapable of 
wiping one tear from the eye of pity, or of add- 
ing one comfort to the friend I love ! — Out 
upon the world, say I, that its affairs are admin- 
istered BO 01! They talk of reform; — good 
Heaven ! what a refbrm would 1 make among 
the sons aud even the daughters ^of men ! — 
Down, immediately, should go fools from the 
high places, where misbegotten chance has 
perked them up, and through life should they 
skulk, ever haunted by their native insignifi- 
cance, as the body marches accompanied by its 
shadow. — As fur a much more formidable class, 
the knaves, I am at a loss wHiut to do with 
them: liad I a w^orld, there should not bo a 
knave in it. 

But the hand that could give, I would libe- 
rally fill: and I would pour delight on the 
heart that could kindly forgive, and generously 
love. 

Still the inequalities of life are, among men, 
comparatively tolerable — but there is a deli- 
cacy, a tenderness, accompanying every view in 
which wo can place lovely Woman, that are 
grated and shocked at the rude, capricious 
distinctions of fortune. Woman is the blood- 
royal of life : let there be slight degrees of pre- 
cedency among them — but let them be all 
sacred. — Whether this last sentiment ho right 
or wrung, I am not accountable; it is unoriginal 
component feature of my mind. 

H.B. 
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ccxxv. 

Zo 13unlop. 

f IliimSf says Cminck, acknou lolfi'ol that a refiiinl ainl accom- 
plklietl woman, was a bcuiff ail but new to liiin. till lit- went to 
iLiliiilmrKh, and received letters fnnn Mrs. I)uMhip.J 

Eiiislandj \7th December, 1701. 

Maky thanks to you, IMaduui, for your good 
news respecting the little iioweret and the mo- 
ther-plant. I hope my poetic prayers have 
been heard, and will be answered up to the 
warmest sincerity of their fullest extent ; and 
then Mrs. Henri will find her little darling the 
representative of his late parent, in every thing 
but his abridged existence. 

I have just finished the fo^lo^\ing song, which 
to a lady the descendant of Wallace — and many 
heroes of his truly illustrious line — and herself 
tlie mother of several soldiers, needs neither 
preface nor apology. 

“ ^cene — Afield of battle — tme of the day^eermng ; 

the wounded and di/ing of the victorious army are 

supposed to join in the folloiciny 

SONG OF DEATH. 

Farewell, thou fair dtiy, thou green earth, and 
ye skit's 

Now gay with the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear, ten- 
der ties — 

Our I’ace of existence is run ! 

I’lie cimnnstance that gave i-iso to the forego- 
ing versos was, looking over witJi a musical 
friend .McDonald’s collection of Highland airs, I 
•was sin’ckw'ith one, an Isle of Skye tune, entitled 
“Oran an Aoig, or, the ‘‘bong of Heath,” to the 
measure of uliieli I have adapted my stanzas. 
1 have of late composed tw'o or three other little 
pieces, which, ere yon full-orhed moon, whose 
broad irajuident face now stares at old mother 
earth all niglit, shall Iiave shrunk into a modest 
crescent, just p(*<‘jHng forth at dewy dawn, I 
shall find an liuur to traiisei'il>e for you. A IHeit 
je vom commende, 

II.B. 

CCXXVI. 

fTbat the pn<t £p«il:c milcMy <v>nc«>rni»); tlu- iv))ii1;e whieli lie re- 
cn\cd fmm the Kvcise, 'm uhat Secallt lii<s|>iilitK'’al ikliiuiucncics. 
Ills letter to ErsKinu of Max huilu iciiily protifs.J 

&fh January, 1702. 

You see my Iiurried life, Madam : I can only 
command starts of tiim*; how'ever, 1 am glad of 
one thing ; since 1 finibhcd tJu; other ^hect, the 


political blast that threatened my welfare la 
overblown. I have coiTes])Onded vrith Commie- 
sioncr Graham, for tlio board had made me the 
subject of their animadversions; and now I 
have the pleasure of informing you, that all is 
set to rights in that quarter. Now as to these 

informers, may the devil be let loose to 

hut, hold ! I was praying most fervently in my 
last slieet, and 1 must not so soon fall a swear- 
ing In this. 

Alas ! how little do the wantonly or idly of- 
ficious think w'hat mischief they do by their ma- 
licious insinuations, indirect impertinence, or 
thoughtless blahbings. What a difference there 
is in intrinsic ivorth, candour, benevolence, gene- 
rosity, kindness, — in all the charities and all the 
virtues, betAwen one class of human beings 
and another ! For instance, the amiable circle I 
60 lately mixed with in the hospitable hall of 
Hniilo}>, their generous liearts — llicir iiiicou- 
taminateil dignified minds — their informed and 
polished understandings — what a contrast, when 
ctunjiared — if such co!nj>aring AV(‘re not <lo\vn- 
right sacrilege— with the soul of the niiscrc'unt 
who can deliberately jilot the destruction of an 
honest man that never offended him, and Avitli a 
grin of satisfaction see the unfortunate being, 
his faitliful wife, and prattling innoei nts, turned 
over to beggary and l uiii ! 

Your CM]), my di'ur Madam, arrived safe. I 
had tAvo Avorthy felloAVs dining Avitli mo the 
oth'U- day, Arli(*n I Avith great fonualify, pro- 
duced my Avhigmech'i'rie cup, ainl told thejji 
tJiaf it had hei'ii a family-piece among the de- 
scendants of William Wallaci*. Tliis roiiseil 
such an enthusiasm, tliat they insisted on bum- 
pering the pmieli round in it; Jind by and by, 
iievej did your great anc<*stor lay a Sulhron 
more* completely to re.st, than for a time did 
your cup iny t'A'o friend -!. A])roi)Os, this is the 
season of Avisliiiig. May God Me: s you, my dear 
friend, and l•les^Tne, the humb!c*st, and sinct'nsst 
of your fri(‘lld^», by granting you yet many re- 
turns of the season! May all [iood things at- 
tend you ami yours wlieroAor they aie .scattered 
OA’cr the eartli ! 

II. B. 

ccxxvn. 

^To iUr. Swicllir, 

rniKTEii. 

fWhwi Tliirnu senile hl^ t wishes to SmvllJc, and pmys that 

forciim fuay ru-nr jilarie tiis vulibisl'sicr KLthv incu v * kiiavcv f* 
wt lii*i < hanwti 1 of. tin judtviiuiic ol A UxA, he liiwJ Jilk fiolitical cii** 
{iiolicilily 111 

Dumfries, 22nd January, 1702, 

I SIT doAAm,my dear Sir, to introduce a young 
lady to yon, and ahwly in the first ranks of fnsh- 
ion too. What a taiik! to you - avIio cai c no 
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jnorofor tlioliord of aiiinialBcallod yonng laaics, 
than you do for tlio liord of animals called young 
gciitleiiicn. To you— who desi)ise and detest 
tlie groupings and comhinatioiis of fashion, as 
an idiot painter tliat scorns industrious to phico 
staring fools and unprincipled Jaiaves in the fore- 
ground of his i>icturo, while men of sense and 
lionosty arc too often thrown in the dimmest 
siiades. Mrs. Kiddel, who will take this letter 
to town with her, and send it to you, is a cha- 
nicter that, even in your own way, as a naturalist 
and a philosopher, would he an ac(piisition to 
your acquaintance. The lady, too, is a votary 
to the muses ; and as I think myself soincAvliat 
of a judge in my ow’ii trade, 1 assure you tliat 
her verses, always correct, and often elegant, 
are much beyond the common run of tlie Awiy- 
poetesses of the day. She is a gri'at atlmirtu- of 
your book ; and, hearing me say tliat 1 was ;«!- 
quaiutedwith you,bhe begged to bo known to} on, 
as she is just going to pay her liist visit to our 
(Caledonian capital. 1 told her that her best way 
was, to desire her i}oar relation, and your inti- 
inato friend, Craigdarroch, to liave yon at bis 
liouJ'O while she was there; and lest you might 
think of a lively West Indian girl, of eighteen, 
as girls of eighteen loo often deserve to be 
tliought of, 1 should take care to remove that 
jinjudice. To be imjiartial, however, in ap- 
jireei.itiug the lady’s merits, bli(‘ has one unlucky 
lading : a failing which you will easily discover, 
as site seems rather please^l witli indulging in 
it ; and a failing that you will <Msily paidon, as 
it is a sin wliich veiy much liestds jourself; — 
%vlu'i'o she dislik<'s, or dcsiiiscs, she is apt to 
make no more a secret of it, than where she 
Cfiteenis and r(.*spi'Cts. 

I will not jireseiit you with tlie unineaiiin. 
coMplintcnls of the scai^ntij hut 1 will send you my 
warmest wishes aiul most ardent ]ira\irs, 
that Koutune may never throw’ your suits isT- 
liNCE to the mercy of a Kkave, or sot your 
ciiAUACTF.R on the judgment of a Foul ; but, 
that upright and erect, you may walk to an 
lioiicst grave, wh<*re men <jf lelturs shall s;iy, 
Iktc lies a man who did lionour to science, and 
irifii of worth shall say, here lies a iiuiu who did 
liuiiour to human nature. 

ILIX 


ronnd-headod slavo indebted to thy super-emi- 
nent goodness, that from the luminous x>ath of 
tliy own right-lined rectitude, thou lookest be- 
nignly down on on erring wretch, of whom the 
zig-zag wanderings defy all the powers of calcu- 
lation, from the simple copulation of units, up 
to the hidden mysteries of fluxions ! May one 
feeble ray of that light of wisdom which darts 
from thy seusorium, straight as the arrow of 
heaven, and bright as the meteor of insiiiration, 
may it bo my portion, so that I may be less un- 
worthy of the face and favour of that fatlier of 
jiroverbs and master of maxims, that antipode 
of fully, and magnet among the sages, the wise 
and witty Willie Nicol ! Amen ! Amen I Yea, 
so be it! 

For me ! I am a beast, a rejitile, and knowr 
nothing! From the cave of my ignorance, 
amid the fogs of my dulness, and pestilential 
fumes of my political heresies, I look uj) to thee, 
as dotli a toad through ilio iron-barred lucerne 
of a x>ostifcrous dungeon, to the cloudless glory 
of a summer sun ! Sorely sighing in bitterness 
of soul, I say, when sliall my name bo the quo- 
tation of the wise, and my countenance be the 
delight of the godly, like the illustrious lord of 
Laggau's many hills ? As for him, his w’orks aio 
jicrfcct : never did the i>en of calumny blur tho 
iair jiage of bis rojmtalion, nor the bolt of hatred 
fly at Iiis dwelling. 

Thou mirror of purity, wdion shall the clfirio 
laini> of my glininierous undei’standing, x>urgi‘d 
from sensual appetites and gross desii-es, shine 
like the constellation of tliy intellectual jiow’ors. 
— As for thee, thy thoughts arc pure, and thy 
lips arc holy. Never did the unhallowed breath 
of the powei’s of darlcncss, and the jilcasiires of 
darkness, i>olluto tlie sacred flame of tliysky- 
descended and heaven-bound desires : never 
did the vai>ours of imjmrity stain the unclouded 
serene of thy cerulean imagination. O that 
like thine w ere the tenor of my life, like tliino 
the tenor of my coiiv(‘r&ation ! then sliould no 
friend fear for iny strength, no enemy rejoice 
ill my weakiu'ss i Then should I lie down and 
rise up, and none to make mo afraid. — May thy 
pity and tliy jirayer be exercised for, O thou 
lamp of wisdom and mirror of morality! thy 
devoted slave, 

ii.a 


CCXXVIH. 
tlTo ittr. m. >ricoI. 


CCXXTX. 

Zo dfrand& Groiic, CFsq. 


IThis ImnicAl Irtttr uM In answer to one f«nn Niool,cont«inin|r 
OiiuHicl anti iu|irool.J 


Felnmrt/, 1702. 

O Tuou, wisest among the wise, ineridaii 
blaze of prudence, full-moon of discretitm, ant 
chief of many counsellors ! How infinitely i 
Ihy puddle-lieaded, rattle-headed, wrong-liuaded^ 


fl'a^taUi (?rasc was liuniducea to Hums, by his btothcT Anti- 
qinu} , of Knar's Uarsr; h« was cnUcctiuK tnaimals for iu^ work on 
till' Antiquities uf .Sctuland. ) 


Dumfries^ 1792. 


Sir, 

I iiEi.iEVE among all our Scots Literati you 
have nut met with Frofessor Dugald Stewart, wdio 
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fills the moral philosophy chair in the University 
of Edinburgh. To say that he is a man of the 
first ports, and what is more, a man of the first 
worth, to a gentleman of your general acquaint- 
ance, and who so much enjoys the luxury of un- 
encumbered freedom and undisturbed privacy, 
is not perhaps recommendation enough : — but 
when I inform you tliat Mr. Stewart’s principal 
characteristic is your favourite feature; that ster- 
ling independence of mind, which, though every 
man*s right, so few men liave the courage to 
claim, and fewer still, the magnanimity to sup- 
port ; — when 1 tell you that unseduced bj’ splen- 
dour, and undisgusted by wretchedness, he ap- 
preciates the merits of the various actors in the 
great drama of life, merely as they perform their 
parts — in sliort, he is a man after your own 
heart, and £ comply with his earnest request in 
letting you know that he wishes above all tilings 
to meet with you. Ilis house, Catrine, is within 
less than a mile of Sorn Castle, which you pro- 
posed visiting; or if you could transmit him the 
enclosed, he w'ould with the greatest pleasure 
meet you anywhere in the neighbourhood. I 
w’^rite to Ayrshire to inform Mr. Stewart that I 
have acquitted myself of my promise. Should your 
time and spirits permit your meeting with Mr. 
fitew'art, ^tis well ; if not, I hope you w ill forgive 
this liberty, and I have at li*ast an opportunity 
of assuring you with wliat truth and respect, 

1 am. Sir, 

Your groat admirer, 

And very humble servant. 

It. B. 

ccxxx. 

Zo dFrancfe ©rose, €?gq. 

ITliis letter, iRterestinR to all who desire to see hntva poet worhi 
beauty and regularity out of a vulgartradmon, uas first pnnttid by 
Sir Egciton Brydges, in the Censura Litaana.”J 

Dumfries, 1792. 

Amokg the many witch stories 1 liave heard, 
relating to Allow’ay kirk, I distinctly remember 
only two or three. 

Upon a stormy night, amid w'histling squalls 
of wdnd, and bitter blasts of hail ; in short, on 
such a night as the devil would choose to take the 
air in ; a farmer or farmcris servant was plod- 
ding and plashing homeward with his plough- 
irons on his shoulder, having been getting some 
repairs on them at a neighbouring smithy. His 
way lay by the kirk of Alloway, and being ra- 
ther on the anxious look-out in approaching a 
place so well known to be a favourite haunt of 
the devil and the devil’s friends and emissaries, 
he was struck aghast by discovering through 
the horrors of the storm and stormy night, a 
light, which on his nearer approach plainly 
■fawwed itself to proceed from the haunted 


edifice. Whether ho had been fortified from 
above, on his devout supplication, as is customary 
with people when they suspect the immediato 
prosonco of Satan ; or whether, according to 
another ciistom, ho had got courageously drunk 
at the smithy, I will not pretend to determine ; 
blit so it was that ho ventured to go uj) to, nay 
into the very kirk. As luck would have it his 
temerity came off unpunished. 

The members of the infernal junto were all 
out on some midnight business or other, and he 
saw notliing but a kind of kettle or caldron, de- 
pending from the roof, over the fire, simmering 
some heads of unchristened cliildrcn,liml>s of exe- 
cuted malcfactoi's, &c. for the business of the niglit. 
— It wras, in for a penny in for a pound, with the 
honest ploughman : so writhout ceremony lio 
unhooked the caldron from off the fire, and 
pouring out the damnable ingredients, inverted 
it on his head, and carried it fairly home, where 
it remained long in tlie family, a living evidence 
of the truth of the story. 

Another story, wliich loan proveto be equally 
authentic, was as follow’s : 

On a market day in the town of Ayr, a fanner 
from Carrick, and consequently whose way lay 
by the very gate of Alloway kirk-yard, in ord<‘r 
to cross the river Doon at the old liridgc*, which 
is about two or three hundred yards liirther on 
than tlic said gate, liad been detained by Jiis 
business, till by the time he reached Alloway 
it w^as the wizard hour, between night and inorii- 
ing. 

Though he w’as torrifi(*d w’ith a blaze stream- 
ing from the kirk, yet it is n well-known fnc*t 
that to turn ba<‘k on these occasions is rininiag 
by far the greatest risk of mischief, lie pnideiitly 
advanced on his road. When he liad reaclu‘d 
the gate of the kirk-yard, ho was siiii)riR(‘d nial 
cntci’taujed, through tlie ribs and arches of an old 
gothic window, which still faces the higlnvay, to 
siHj a dance of witches merrily footing it round 
their old sooty blackguard master, who was 
keeping them all alive with the power of bis 
bag-pipe. The farmer stopping his horse to oh- 
sen'e them a little, could plainly descry the faces 
of many old w’omeii of his acquaintance and 
neighbourhood. I low' the gentleman w as dres.scil 
tradition does not say ; hut that tho ladies w ere* 
all in their smocks; and one of them liapp(‘iiiiig 
unluckily to liave a smock which was consider- 
ably too short to answer all the purpose of that 
piece of dress, our farmer was so tickled, that 
he involuntarily burst out, with a loud laugh, 
“ Wool luppen, Maggy wi’ the short sarU !” 
and recollecting himself, instantly spurred his 
horse to tho top of his speed. I need not men- 
tion the universally known fact, that no diaboli- 
cal pow'or can pursue you beyond the middle of 
a running stream. Lucky it was for the iK»or 
fanner that the river Boon was so near, for 
notwithstanding the speed of his horse, which 
was a good one, against he reached the middle 
of the arch of the bridge, and eonsequeiitly 
|lie middle of the stream, the pursuing, vengeful 
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hagps, wore so close at liis heels, that one of them 
actually sprung to seize him ; hut it was too 
Ijite, nothing was on her side of the stream but the 
horse’s tail, which immediately gave way at her 
infernal grip, as if blasted by a stroke of light- 
jiing ; but the fanner was beyond her reach, 
ilowover, the unsightly, tailless condition of 
tile vigorous steed was, to the last hour of the 
noble creature’s life, an awful warning to the 
(Jarrick farmers, not to stay too late in Ayr 
iii:irk(‘ts. 

Tlie hist relation I sliall give, though equally 
true, is not so well identified as the two former, 

A\ itli regard to the scene ; but as the best au- 
thorities give it for Alloway, J shall relate it. 

Oil a summer's eviniing, about tins time that 
nature puts on her sables to mourn the expiry 
of the cheerful day, a shepherd boy, belonging 
to a fanner in the immediate neighliourhood of 
Alloway kirk, had just folchul liis charge, and 
was returning home. As ho passed tlie kirk, in 
tlio adjoining field, ho fell in with a crow of men 
uud women, who were busy pulling stems of the 
j)lunt Ragwort, lie obsen'etl that as each per- 
son pulled a Ragwort, lie or sli(» got astride of it, 
and called out, ‘‘Up horsie !” on which the Rag- 
w ort flew off, like I'egasus, through the air with 
its rider. 3'he foolish hoy likt'wiso ])iilb‘d his 
Hagwort, and cried with the rest, “ Up horsie!’’ 
aiul, strange to tell, away he ilew with the com- 
j).iny. The first stage at which the cavalcade 
S'topt, clij elUi i Horde 

lierc, without suying by your leave, they qiuift'ed 
SI way at the best tlie cidlar could afibnl, until 
tla‘ morning, foe to the imps and works of durk- 
iu‘ss, threatened to thr<iw light on the matter, 
,iud frighbmedthoin from their curoiisals. 

The poor sheplnwd l.ul, being equally a slrun- 
ger to the scene and tlu' liquor, heedlessly got 
liiinself drunk; and wIkmi the rest took bors<‘, 
he fell asleep, and was found so next d.iy by 
some of the peojde liehmglng to *lie inevchaiit. 
Somebody that umb'rsbiod fc^ct>lch, asking lum 
what lie was, ho said .such-ii-one’s b(‘rd in Al- 
Joway, and by some means or otiier gr>ttu:g homo 
again, ho lived long to tell the >\orId the won- 
drous taie. 

1 am, \e, 

R. R. 

CCXXXI 

^0 €larUc, 

EDIMBUUGU. 

rrtiia iiitnwlurtion of Clarke, the miKit’iaii, to the M*Mnr< 
I)ri4iiilanriKi brtnii;ht tu two ul the ladles the fhoieeiir honouisof t)i 
muse.) 

Ju/t/ in, 101)2. 

Mtt. Buuks bogs leave to iiresent his most re 
Kpoctful coinplimonts to Mr. Clarke. — Air n 


tome time ago did himself the honour of writing 
•o Mr. C. respecting coming out to the coun- 
>Ty, to give a little musical instruction in a 
'lighly resectable family, where Mr. C. may 
^lavo his own terms, and may be as happy 
os indolence, the devil, and the gout will permit 
him. Mr. B. knows well how Mr. C. is engaged 
with another family; but cannot Mr. C. find tw'o 
or three weeks to spare to each of them ? Mr. 
B. is deeply impressed with, and awfully con- 
scious of, the high importance of Mr. C.’s time, 
whether in the winged moments of symphonious 
exhibition, at the keys of harmony, while listcn- 
'ug seraphs cease their own less delightful 
jtraiiis; or in the drowsy arms of slunib’rous re- 
pose, in the arms of liis dearly beloved elbow- 
ihair, where the frowsy, but potent power of 
indolence, circuinfiises her vapours round, and 
sheds her dews on the head of her darling son. 
Hut half a line conveying half a meaning from 
Mr. C. would make Air. B. the happiest of mor- 
tals. 

CCXXXII. 

Dunlop. 

r hib best songs to .allies.) 

Annan Water Foot, 22d Aiumsty 1702 , 

Bo not blame me for it, Aladuni ; — my own 
conscience, hackneyed and weather-beaten a*^ \t 
is, in watching and reiiioviiig iny ^ agarics, fol- 
lies, indolence, iS.e, has continued to punish ino 
siiiliciently. 

****■»** 

Bo you think it i)ossil)le, niy dcfir and lionourt d 
friend, tliat 1 could be so lost to gratitude for 
many favours ; to esteem for much wortli, and 
to the honest, kind, pleasurable tie of^ now old 
acquaint mice, 'ind J hope and uin sure of pro- 
gressno, increasiu/ friendship— as for a single 
day, not to think of you— to ask the Fates ^vlmt 
they are doing and about to do with my much- 
loved fri(‘n(l and her wide-scattered cuuiiexioiis, 
and to bt'gof them to be as kind to you and yours 
as they possibly can ? 

Apropos ! (though how it is apropos, I have 
not leisure to explain,) do you not know that I 
am almost in love witli an acquaintance of yours ? 
— Almost I said I — 1 am in love, souse I over 
bead and ems, deep as the most unfathomable 
abyss of tlu*. boundless ocean; but the word 
Love, owing to the inierminffledoms of the good 
and the bad, the pure and the impure, in this 
world, being rather an equivocal term for ex- 
pressing one’s sentiments and sensations, T must 
do justice to the siicrt>d purity of inyattuclmient. 
Know, then, that the heart-struck awe; the 
distant humble approach ; the deliglit we should 
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have in gazing upon and listening to a messenger 
of heaven, appearing in all the unspotted purity 
of his celestial home, among the coarse, polluted, 
far inferior sons of men, to deliver to them 
tidings that make their licarts swim in joy, and 
their imaginations sotir in traiisj)ort — sucli, so 
delighting and so pure, were the emotions of my 
soul on meeting tlie other day with Miss Lesley 

Bailiie, your neiglibour, at M . Mr. 11. wdth 

his two daughters, accompanied by Mr. 11. of 
G., passing tlirongli Dumfries a few days ago, on 
their w'ay to Kngland, did mo the honour of 
csilling on me; on which I took my horse, 
(thougli God knows I could ill spare the time,) 
and accompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, 
and dined and spent the day with them. ’Twas 
alioiit nine, 1 think, w-hen 1 left them, and, riding 
lionie, 1 composed the following ballad, of wliieJi 
you will piobaldy think you have a dear bargain, 
as it wail cost you another groat of postage. 
You must know that there is uu old ballad be- 
ginning with — 

* M y tjonnic J.iiii Daillic 

my plaiddie, &c.*’ 

So I parodied it as folloAvs, which is literally the 
tii-st copy, “uuaimoiutcd, uiiauucard as llunilet 

O saw' yo bonny Lesley 

As she gat'd o’er the border ? 

Slie's gane like Alexander, 

To tpread her coiupiesth farther. 

So much for ballads. I regret that you art' 
gone to the oast country, as 1 am to be in Ayr- 
^llu■e in about a fortnight. 'J'liis w'orld ofoui-s, 
notwithstanding it lias iiiany good things in it, 
yi't It has ever had Uiis curse, that two or thiee 
peupK' wlio would bo tlio Jiajiiiier the ofteuer 
tliey met togetlier, are almost without excejition, 
always so placed as never to meet but once or 
lwi(e a-year, which, considering the few \eais 
of a mail’s life, is a >ery great “evil undei the 
sun,” which I do not recollect that Solomon Ii«is 
mentioned in his catalogue of the miseries of 
man. 1 hope and believe lliat there is a state of 
existence beyond the grave, w here the worthy 
of this life will renew their former intimacies, 
with this endearing addition, that, “ w^e meet to 
part no more !” 


“ Ti n usi, tlead. 

Will u** voii in itit> diKklu'iC rlic lu'ict, 

W hat lis >on art, find we iiiuit slmrtly Iw *** 

UlfAllt. 

A thousand tim(‘S liave I mode this apostrophe 
to the departed sons of men, but nut one of 
them lias ever thought fit to answer the qm'stion. 
“ O that some coiirtcKuis gliust would blab it 
out!” but it cannot be; you and 1, my friend, 
must make the exijcriment by oursolv(*H and for 
ourselves. However, I am so convinced that an 
unshaken faith in the doetnnes of religion is not 
ouly necessary, by making us bettor inen, but 
also by making us happier men, that 1 sliouJd 


take every care that your little godson, and every 
little creature that shall call me father, shall be 
taught them. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at 
this wild i>lace of the world, in the intervals of 
my labour of discharging u vessel of rum from 
Antigua. 

li.lL 

CCXXXllI. 

^0 iHt* ^unn(n$|bnm. 

[There is biith bitterness and huinonr in tliis letter: the poetdis- 
c»urM.>son num, innttors, and woman is anions; them— but lie ]iU(v« 
the botilc at his elbow as tin antidote a«tain<>t the di^couices} of 
sottidal.J 

Jhimfrirs, lOth September, 1702 . 

No I T will not attempt an apology. — Amid all 
my hurry of business, grinding the faces of the 
publican and the sinner on tlie merciless wheels 
of tlu‘ Excisi* ; making ballads, and then drink- 
ing, and singing them ; and, ovit and above all, 
the correcting the press-work of two different 
publications; still, still I might have stolen live 
minutes to dedicate' to one of the first of iny 
friends and fellow -creatures. 1 might have done, 
as 1 <lo at present, snatched an hour near “ witch- 
ing time of night,” and scr.iwled a page or two. 
I luiglit liavt' congratulated my friend on Ills 
marnage; or I might Iiave thanked the ('ale- 
douiau archeis tor lhi‘ honour tiny have flone 
me, (tnough to do m,>self justici*, 1 inteiuh'd to 
have <ione belli in rliymo, else J had done both 
Jong en* now*). Wt'll, tlum, here’s to your good 
Iieallli ! for you must know*, 1 have set a nip- 
peikin of toddy by me, just by w'uy of sjiell, to 
]:eip away the ineiUle horned deil, or any of liis 
subaltern imps w’ho may be on their nightly 
lOUll'Is. 

JJut what ''h.'dl 1 Avrite to you ? — “The voice 
said ery,” and i said, “ what shall 1 cry 
thou spirit! whati'vcr thou art, or wherever 
thou nialve''t thyself visible ! be thou a bogle by 
tlie eerii' side of an auld thorn, in the dreary 
glen through w’hich the In'id-eallin maun bieher 
in liis gloamin route frae the faulde ! — Ik* thou 
a brownie, set, at de.ul of night, to thy task by 
the blazing ingle, or in the solitary liarii, W'luTe 
th(‘ repercussions of thy iron flail lialf affright 
t!iyse*lf, as thou jierforiiiest the work of tw’(*nty 
of the MOHS of men, (tc the cock-crowing siim- 
mou tliee to thy ample Cfig of Huhstantial brose. 
lie thou a kelpie, haunting the ford or ferry, 
ill the starless niglil, mixing thy laughing yd’ 
with the howling of the stonii and the roaring 
<»f the flood, as thou viewest the perils and mise- 
ries of man on the foundering horse, or in the 
tiiinbliiig boat ! — Or, lastly, be thou a ghost, 
paying thy nocturnal visits to the lioary ruins of 
decayed gruruhjur ; or performing thy iiiy.stic 
rite.s in tlie shadow of the time-worn cliuirii, 
while the moon looks, without a cloud, oiiiitthc 



OF RODEKT BURNS. 


347 


sHciit, ghastly dwellings of the dead around thoo; 
or taking thy stand by tlio bedside of the vilhihi, 
or the murderer, pourtrayiiig on his dreaming 
laiicy, pictures, dreadful as the horrors of un- 
veiled hell, and terrible as the wrath of incensed 
l)eity! — Como, thou spirit, but not in these 
horrid forms; come 'with the milder, gentle, 
easy inspirations, which thou breathest round 
the wig of a prating advocate, or the tote of a 
toa-sii>piug gossij), while their tongues run at the 
light-Jiorso gallop of clish-maclaver for ever and 
f‘ver — come and assist a poor devil who is quite 
jaded in the attempt to sliarc half an idea among 
half a hundred words ; to fill up four quarto 
jiages, while ho has not got one single sentence 
of recollection, inforniation, or remark w'orth 
putting pen to paper for. 

’ I feel, 1 feel the presence of supernatural as- 
sistance ! circled in the emhiuee of iny elhow- 
eh.iir, niy In-east lahonrs, like the blojited Sybil 
on her tiiree-footcd stool, and like lier, too, la- 
bours with Nonsense, — Nonsense, au^jiieloiis 
jianic ! Tutor, friend, and linger-post in the 
mystic mazes of law; the cadaverous i)aths of 
pliysic ; and particularly in the s’glil less soarings 
id’ sciiooi. niviNiTV, vvJh), leaving Common 
N'lise confounded at his strength of ]nnion, 

I li'asoii, delirious with eyeing his gi<hly flight; 
and Truth en*epiiig bael; into llie bottom of her 
well, cursing the hour tluit ev'C'r she oibo'ed her 
srorned alliance to the wizard power of 'J’heo- 
logic Vision— raves abroad on all the winds. 
‘Mill earth Discord! a gloomy Heaven ahow, 
ojM'iiiiig iier jealous gates to tlie niiieteenlh thoii- 
saiidtli juirt of the tithe ol mankind; and Ixdovv, 
an inesca]»able and inexcjruljle hell, expanding its 
Ji'viathan jaws for the vast rt'sidiu’ofmoitals! ! 

— O doctrine! ronihwtable ami heahiig to the 
weary, wounded soul of man ! Ve sons and 
<laiigiiters of atlliction, ye pauvres mhcmblvs, to 
whom day brings no jdeasure, and night jields 
no rest, l»e conitbi'ted ! “ 'Ti^ hut owe to nine- 

teen hundred tlionsand that your sstuatiou will 
nuaul ill this world;'* so, alas, tlie experience of 
the poor and the needy too often utHvius; and 
’iis nineteen hundred thousand to one, by the 
dogmas of ^ ^ » that yon will be 

damned eternally in the world to eoine ! 

Ihit of all nonsense, religious nonsense is the 
most nonsensical ; so cnougli, and more than 
enough of it, fhily, by the by, will you or can 
you tell me, iny dear Cuniiingbam, why a secli*- 
rian turn of mind has always a tendency to 
narrow and illiberalizo the Jieart ? *1 iiey ai'c 

orderly ; tlu^y may be just ; nay, I have known 
tliein merciful : but still your cbihlrcn ot sanctity 
move among their fidlovv-creatures w ith a nos- 
tril-snnfting putrescc*nce, and a foot-spurning 
filtli, in short, with a coneeitc‘d dignity that your 
titled * » * * * * ^ ’^ or any other of your 
Scottisli lordlings of Koveii cmituries btanding, 
display when they accidentally inix among the 
nuiny-aproned sons of ineeltanical lile. 1 rcnumi- 
her, in iny plough-boy days, T canild not conceive 
it possible that a iiolde loi’d could bo a iool, 


or a godly man could bo a knave.— How igno- 
rant arc plough-boys ! — Nay, J have since dis- 
covered that a godly woman may be a ^ - 

But hold — Here’s t’ye again — tliis nun is gene- 
rous Antigua, so a very unfit menstruum tor 
Scandal. 

Apropos, how do you like I mean really like, 
the married life ? Ah, my friend ! matrimony 
is quite a different thing from what your lov<*- 
sick youths and sighing girls take it to l>e ! But 
marriage, we are told, is a})pointed by God, and 
I sliall never quai-rel with any of his institutions. 
I am a husband of oldiT standing than you, and 
shall give you my idt'sis of the conjugal state, {en 
passant; yon know I am no Latinist, is not con- 
jugal derived from jugum, a yoke '•*) Well tlien, 
tlie scale of good wdfeship I divide into ten parts: 
— goodnature, four; good sense, tvyo; wit, 
one; ptwsonal charms, \iz. a swet^t fuee, elo- 
quent eyes, fine limbs, grueeful enrriijg<‘, (1 would 
add a fine wnist too, but tliat is so soon spoilt 
you know) all these, one ; as for the otlier qual- 
itl<‘s heloiiging to, or attending oii, a wife, such 
as fortune, eorinexions, education, (f mean 
education extraordinary) family blood, ^c. di- 
vide tlie two nunaiiiing degrees among them as 
voii please ; only, remiunber tliat all tli(‘se minor 
projxTties must be expressed by fractions, for 
there is not any one of tluan, in the aforesaid 
scale, entitled to the dignity of an integer. 

As for tluj rest of my fancies and reveries — 
how I latidy met with Miss I^i'sley Ilaillio, tlie 
most b(‘autiVul, elegant woman in the world — 
how I ac<*oinpanied her and Jier father's fmnily 
fifteen miles on their journey, out of pure devo- 
tion, to c.dmire the loveliness of tlie works of 
(iod, in siieli an unequalled display of them— 
hovv, ill gallojiing home at night, J made a 
ballad on Jicr, of which lliese two stanzas make 
a paid — 

Thou, bonny Lesley, art a queen, 

Tliy subjects vve before tliee ; 

Thou, boniiy lj?sley, art divine, 

The hearts o’ men adore tliee. 


The very deil he eouhl na seatlie 
Whatever wad bidaug thee I 
He'd look into thy hoiiuie face 
And say, ‘ 1 caniui wrang tlioe.* 


all those things are wriltoii in the 
chvoniclos of my huasimitions, and ^hall 
bv tliee, my deiu* friend, and by thy belovea 
spouse, my other dear friend, at a more conve. 

iiieiit season. , , i • i 

Now, to thoe, and to thy lioforo-desiKm-d 
te«.«-eompanion, he sixeii tlio i.re<-ioua tluues 
hroiajlit forth hy the sun. and the pit-cioo' 
thiii-'S hrovight forth liy the moon, and llio 
iM-nhmest inriuenoca of the, sUirs, and the hvi>.<' 
Streams which flow from tho fountains ot h1e, 
and hy the tree of life, for ever and ttei 
Amen ! 
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tTc iHr. 'E'ljomsion. 

rOwrge Tltomsinit of Eduitiiiiyrhi pniiriiiAl clerk w the truRtces 
fni tlu* eneonrH^iiiK the ninnufiu’tiiivs of Sc«>tlan(l, jirojecltd a ivork, 
tiiiuUil, “ A Beleet Collection of Original Scottish Airs, for the Yiwoe* 
to w Inch are ailUi'tl intmiuctory and coiu hiding Synii»houie^ and 
Act'ornpanimctits for the Pianoforte and Violin, by Plcyel and Kote- 
luch , with select and vharaetciistic Verses, by the most adinirwl Scot- 
tish I'oela.” I’o Ihirits he a|)|)lic(l f(»r help in the xma’ : he could 
not diid a truer poet, nor one to whom such a iviirk was more cun- 
geiiiul'J 

Dumfries^ lOth Sept, 1792 . 

Silly 

1 HAvr just this nioraont p[ot your letter. As 
tliv' ivqueht you make to me will positively atld 
to my t^iijoyiuents in complyiiiff with it, I sliall 
oiit.'v into your uiidortaking with all the small 
]>ortioii of abilities 1 Jiave, si rained to tlieir ut- 
most exertion by the iminsKo of enthusiasm. 
t)ii!y, don't Jiurry me — “ Deil tak tlic hindinost** 
IS by no means tbo cri tie guerre of luy muse. 
AVili you, as J am inferior to none of you in en- 
thusiastic attaehinent to the poetry and music 
ol' old Caledonia, and. since you request it, have 
clieerfully promisetl iny mite of assistance — uill 
\ ou let me liave a list of your airs with the lirst 
Jiiio of the priitod verses you intend for them, 
that 1 may liave an opportunity of suffgesting 
any alteration that may occur to moV You 
know ’tis in tho way of my trade ; still leaving 
you, gentlemen, the undoubted right of pub- 
lishers to aiiprove or reject, at your phiasurc, 
lor your own publication. Apropos, if you are 
for English verses, there is, on my part, an end 
of the matter. Whether in the simplicity of tlio 
ballad, or the ]>athos of the song, I can only Iiopo 
to please myself in being allowi'd at lea.st ii 
cpriiLhl'Dg of our native tongue. English verses, 
particidaily the works of Scotsmen, that have 
nu*ri t, arc certainly very eligible. “ T weedside ! ’* 
“ Ah I tiio poor shepherd’s mournful fate !” 

Ah ! Chloris, could I now but sit,” &c., you 
cannot mend ; ^ but such insipid stuff as *^To 
I'aniiy fair could I impart,” Acc., usually set to 
“ Tlie Mill, Mill, O !” is a disgrace to the col- 
lections iu which it has already appeared, and 
would doubly disgrace a collection that will liavc 
tlu! very superior merit of yours. Eut more of 
this in the further prosecution of the business, if 
I am called on for my strictures and amend- 
ineuts — I say amendments, for I will not alter 
except where 1 myself, at least, think that 1 
amend. 

As to any remuneration, you may think my 
songs either above or below price; for they 
sliall absolutely be the one or the other. In the 
honest enthusiasm with wliicli I embark in your 
undertaking, to talk of money, wages, fee, Idrc, 
&c., would be downright prostitution of soul ! a 


Tiveedside*' U by (Jrawfurd ; ** Ah, i ir r»onr Shephrrd,” he 
bj’ HamStun, of IJitngotjr ; "An' t’hluiw," .vl , by sii (jluulr. 
StUlcy — Uunik hiU attilbuud ictt s,r Ccur llulkct, uf pjtiurran. 


proof of each of tho songs that I compose or 
amend, I shall receive .os a favour. In the rustic 
phi’ase of the season, “Gude speed the wark !” 
1 aaBHr, 

Your vei^mrablo servant, 

U. B. 


ccxxxv. 

^ITo Dunlop. 

fOne of ehr (laugh tm of Mrs. Dunlop was niarriod to M. llcniri, 
a French gcntfomaxi, who died in 17!A>« ac Loudon Castle, in A\r- 
shirt. The wtiiuw xvent U'itli lier orphan son to France, and lix«4, 
fur a.ihileuinid the dangers ut the revolution.) 


Dumfries, 2Ath September, 1792 . 

I HAVE this moment, my dear Madam, yours 
of the twenty-third. All your other kind re- 
jiroriches, your no^^s, &c. art* out of iny Iiend 
when I read and tliink ou Mrs. 11 *s situ- 

ation. (jooil God I a heart-wounded helj»less 
young woman — in a strange, foreign land, and 
that liiiul convidM il M’ith ever)' horror tint ean 
harrow the human feelings — siek ■ — looking, 
longing for a comforter, hut finding none — a 
mother's feelings, too : — l>ut it is loo much : ho 
who wounded (he only can) may He heal ! 

^ -m ^ 1 ^ 1* 

T wish the fanner great joy of Ids new ae(pd- 
sition to his family. ’ ^ * j cannot say 

that I give him joy of hi.s life as a funner. 'Tis, 
a;- *i fanner ]).'u ing a dear, iinconst'ioiuible rent, 
a cursed ftje! As to a laird fanning his own 
projierty; sowing his own corn in liope; and 
rea))ing it, in sj>it<* of brittle weatlier, in glad- 
ness; knowing that none can say unto him, 

‘ wlwit dost thou ?’ — fattening his lierds ; shear- 
ing his flocks ; rejoicing at Christmas ; and be- 
getting sous and daughters, until lie be the vene- 
rated, gi-ey-luiired lead<*r of a little trilie — 'tis a 
licavenly life ! but devil take ibe life of reaping 
the fruits that anoth(*r must eat. 

Well, your kind wishes will be gratified, as to 
seeing me when I make my Ayrshire visit. I 

cannot leave ]Mrs. B , until her nine inontlis 

race is mn, which may perhaps bo in tliree or 
four weeks. She, too, seems detennined to 
make me the patriarchal leader of a band. 
Ilow’ever, if Heaven wdll be so obliging as to let 
me have them in the proportion of tlirc*© boys 
to one girl, I shall be so much the more idcjised. 
I liojje, if I am spared with them, to show a s<;t 
of boys that will do honour to my cares and 
name ; but I am not equal to the task of rearing 
girls. BcKide.s, 1 am too poor; a girl should 
always have a fortune. Apropos, your little 
godson is thriving charmingly, but is a very 
devil. He, though two years younger, has com- 
pletely muster(!d his brother. Rohert is indeed 
the mildebt, geullest creature I ever saw. 11 
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has a most surprising memoiy, and is quite tho 
pride of ins sclioulmastor. 

You know how readily we get into prattle 
upon a subject dear to .our heart : you can ex- 
cuse it. God bles^you and yours ! 

It. a 


ccxxxvi. 

^0 iHrg. Dunlop. 

i'I’hx Irtttr l>as no dare: it u supposed to have been wntten on 
f'C iliMtli o1 hei daitctl'.uri Mrs. Ilenrii whose oiplmnson, rkpiived 

liif'ssnf Made Mil iisclle Susette, n ic of the femily doitirsrics, and 

r the Wi*\nli»tU)n olitaiiiefl the C't iic o» his hlnod and iianie.] 

I 11 An bet'n from home*, and did not receive 
uMir l<*U(‘r until my rt'tiirii tiis otl.er da}'. 
Wli.it shall T say to eoii;f< rt yon, my niueh- 
lined, mueii-atllie-ted friend ! 1 can but frrieve 

^oii; eonselation J l.ave none to offer, 
\eept that vliieb rvli^ion liolcls out to the 
( liildren of adlietioii — cfti/tlrm of cf/fliriioii ! — liow 
test tin’ expression ! find likn* every otln’i* family, 
.Im'v lia\e matters amoni^ tliein >\iilcli they hear, 

1 1'e, and feel in a serious, all-important manner, 

• ifwliieli the u orld has not, nor eaves to ha\e, 
.iny itiea. ""I'lie Morld looks indiflerently on, 
makes the jiassing remark, and proceeds to the 
next nov(‘] (fceurrence. 

Alas, 'ladaui ! ulio would wish for iimny 
Nears? What is it but to drag existence until 
*11. r joys gnidiuilly exj»ire, and leave us in anight 
*»f misf-ry : lilo* the gloom Nvliieli blots out the 
‘ t.irs one liv one, from the faee of niglit, and 
K*a\eH us, Miihuut a lay of comfort, in the lion I- 
mg N\;i'«te ! 

J am interrupted, and must leave ofl’. You 
bliall soon hear from me again. 

11. B. 

CCXXXVI I. 

^0 ihXv. ^tiom^on. 

IThiimiUfM )iad fleVivrrcil jiidsniriiton some old Scottisili sting«j but 
Mu fKwf uiuroiund aKainst (tcorirf’K dccutic.] 

My dear Sir, 

Let me tell you, that you arc too fastidious in 
your ideas of songs and ballads. I own that 
your criticisms arc just ; the songs you sjiecify 
in your list have, all hut one, the faults you re- 
uiaik in them ; but who shall meiitl the matter? 
Who shall rise uj) and say, ^^Go to ! I will make 
a better ?’^ For iiedanre, on reading over ‘‘ The 
i*«‘a-rig,’^ I iiumcLliati'ly si‘l about trying my 


hand on it, and, after all, 1 could make^othing 
more df it than the following, which. Heaven 
knows, is poor enough. 

Wlien o’er the hill the eastern star, &c.* 

Your observation as to the aptitude of Dr. 
Percy’s ballad to the air, " Nannie, O !” is just. 

It is besides, perha]^>s, the most beautiful 1>allad 
in the English language. But let me remark to 
you, that in the sentiment and stylo of our Scot- 
tish airs, there is a pastoral simplicity, a some- 
tliing that one may call the Doric style and dia- 
lect of vocal music, to which a dash of our native 
tcuiguc and manners is partkmlarly, nay pecu- 
liarly, a]>pusitc. For this reason, and, upon my 
honour, for this reason alone, I am of opinion (but, 

IS I told you befoi c, my opinion is yours, freely 
VO Mrs, to aj)i)rove or leject, as you i>h*asc) that my 
ballad of “Nannie, O !” might perliaj)s do for one 
«‘t of verses to the tunc. Now don't let it enter 
into yonr head, that y^ou are under any necessity 
of taking iny versos. I have long ago made up 
my mind as to my own reputation in the busi- 
ne.'.s of aiithorsliip, and have notliiug to ho 
I>lca.s<’d or offended at, in your adoption or re- 
jection of my verses. Though you should reject 
one half of wliut I give you, I shall bo pleased 
Nvith your adopting the other half, and shall con- 
tinue to w’vve you with the same assiduity. 

In the printed copy of niy “Nannie, O !” the 
name of tho river is horribly prosaic.* I will 
alter it ; 

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows. 

Girvan is tlie name of the river that suits tlie 
iilea of the stanzfi best, but Lngar is the most 
agn'eahle nmdiilation of syllables. 

I will soon giv(‘ you a groat many more rc- 
niiuks on tliis Ijnsiness; hut 1 luive just now an 
opjiortimity of conveying you this scrawl, free 
of postage, an expense tliat it is ill able to pay : 
so, with my best coinphments to honest Allan, 
Gude he wi’ ye, &c. 

Friday NiyhL 

Saturday Morning. 

As I find I have still an hour to spare this 
inuiiiing before iny conveyance goes away, 1 will 
give you “Nannie, O !” at length. 

Your remarks on “ Ewe-hughts, Marion,” are 
just; still it has ohtfiiiied a place among our 
more classical Scottish son^; and what with 
many beauties in its composition, and more pre- 
judices in its favour, you will not find it easy to 
supplant it. 

In my very early years, when I was thinking 
♦of going to tlio West Indies, I took the follow- 
ing farewell of a dear girl. It is quite trifling, 
and has nothing of the merits of “ Ewe-bughts;” 
but it will fill up this page. You must know 
that all my earlier love-songs were the breath- 


1 SoiikCLXXVIII. 

2 It IS Miini'ihine v\orsc In the EdinburKh edition—*' Dehllid yon 
i.ih.. ulai*. StiiicSi.u rti W". — Oiiciii', 

• 1 1 * 
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iiigs of ardent passion, and tliougU it might have 
been easy in aiter-timcs to liavo given thorn a 
polish, yet that polish, to me, -whose timy were, 
and who perhaps alone cared for them, would 
have defaced the legend of my heart, which was 
so faithfully inscribed on them, 'riu'ir uncouth 
simplicity was, as they say of wines, their nice. 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Maiy ? iS:c.* 

"Gala Water” and «Anld Roh Morris” I 
think, will most prohably be the next subject of 
my musings. Ilo-wcver, even on my verses, 
speak out your criticisms with equal frankiu'ss. 
My wish is, not to stand aloof, the uncomplying 
bigot of opiniatreti'^ but conlially to join issue 
-with you in the furtherance of the w’oik. 

U. B. 

CCXXXVITI. 
ifXv. 'JIThomson. 

fThe jKiet ImvsJ to (lt>s 
Miss J,eslt>y Umllic cxtTcr 

Novemfu'r Wfh^ 17112. 

If you mean, my dear Sir, that all the songs 
in your collection shall he poetry of the lirst 
merit, I am afi*ai<l you will iiud more difti<*ulty 
in the undertaking than you ai o aware of. 'J'liere 
is a peculiar rhytlimus in many of our airs, and 
a necessity of adapting syllahlcs to tJie enqiliasis, 
or what J -would call tlie feature-notes of the 
tune, that crump the poet, and lay him under 
almost insuperable dilFioultios. I’or instance, in 
the air, “ My wife’s a wanton w-ee thing,” if a 
few lines smooth and i»retty can be adapted to 
it, it is all you can expect. The following were 
made extempore to it ; and though, on l urther 
study 1 might give you sonietliing more ]irofound, 
yet it miglit not suit the light-horse gallop of the 
air so well as this random clink : — 

My wife’s a winsome wx*c thing, Ac.* 

I have just been looking over the "Collier’s 
bonny dochtcr;” and if the following rhajisody, 
W'hich 1 composed the other day, on a charming 
Ayrshire girl. Miss Lesley Baillie, as slie passed 
through this place to England, will suit your 
taste better than the " Collier Lassie,” fall on 
and welcome : — 

O, saw ye bonny Lesley ? &c,® 

I have hitherto deferred the sublimcr, more 
pathetic airs, until more leisure, as they will* 
take, and deserve, a greater effort. IIowovct, 
they are all put into your hauds, as clay into the 
Iiands of the potter, to make one vessel to honour, 
and another to dishonour. Farewell, &c. 

11. B. 

t Siini:C'LX.\tX. » &'ns[ ::L\XX. » SonaCLWXh 


CCXXXIX. 

^0 iJXi:. ^liomson. 

[The story of Mary Campbell’s love is relntcJ In the 
atiiKS w hicli the jMX-t wrote in lici honour. 'I'lionisou s( 
•Her, “ I have hmnl the sad story of your Mary; you 
nspm-d when you write of licr.”J 


\Ath Novembevy 

My deah Sm, 

I AGn£E w'ith you that the song, " Katharine 
Ogie,” is very j)oor stuff', and unworthy, alto- 
gether nnwortliy of so hcjuitiful an air. 1 tried 
to ineiul it ; but tiu' a-\\ kward sound, Ogii‘, rc- 
ciiiTing so often in tlui rhyme, S})oils every 
attempt at introducing sentiment into tla* piece. 
The foregoing song' pleases myself; J th.'ik it 
is ill my hajipiest manner : you -will s(*o at ii-st 
glaiU'C that it suits the air. 'J'he siilject of tlie 
song is one of the most interesting passages of 
my youthful days, aiul 1 own that 1 should be 
nuu*h ffiittered to see the verses set to an ;iir 
which would ensure celebrity. JVrhaps, aftei 
all, ’tis the still glowing jirejudiee of my hem t 
that throw's a borrowed lustri* over the merits of 
the composition. 

J have partly takc'ii your idea of " Aiild Rub 
Morris,” I have adopted the two first \f‘rhes, 
and am going on W'ith the song on a new- j>lmi, 
w Inch promises pretty w ell. 1 take up om* or 
anoiher, just as the liei* of tiio moment lai/zes 
in my bonnet-lug; and do vni, rcfcmo////*, 
ni.ike w’hat use }ou clmosi* of tlie productions. 

Adieu, Ac. 

R. B. 


CCXli. 

^To iTlr. CDomson. 

rri’o apprirt 1 .1 *.f S( \ «.jfi ,IIS im'ImwjI I.j 'I’li. 

V hi.v' uish urt, fi mail- the w i. rv uwlilv u 'tli the 

In nfuHtil, Ii.nvfMT, t ( 11 he tlii>uwlu ttm ii 

the eiisc w Hi Stu rihccd. J 

IhtmfricSy Dec. 17^2. 

Your alterations of my “Nannie, (»!'* are 
jwrfectly right. So are those of “ My wife's a 
winsome wee thing.” Your alteration of the 
second stanza is a positive iinprovemoiit. Now, 
my dear Sir, w'ith llu' freedom -which cluiractt'r- 
ises onr correspoiid(*nce, 1 must not, cannot 
alter ‘■‘Bonnie Lesley.” You are right; the 
word “Alexander” makes the line a little un- 
couth, hut I think the thought is pretty. Of 
Alexander, beyond all other heroes, it imiy be 
said, ill the sublime language of Sc.ripturc, tliut 
“ Jie went forth conquering and to conquer.” 

* Yc bai And bm » und HtreHim around 
Tlie sile (/ Ml nr;,oniery. 

Soi'ljlllAWliL 
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For nature made her what she is, 

And never made aiiithcr. (Such a person as 
she is.) 

This is, in my opinion, more poetical than 
“ Ne’er made sic anither.’^ However, it is im- 
riiaterial : make it eitlier way. “ Caledonie,” I 
a^^ree with you, is not so good a word as could 
he w’ished, though it is sanctioned in three or 
four instances hy Allan liamsay ; but I cannot 
lii*lp it. In short, that species of stanza is the 
most difficult that I have ever tried. 

R.B. 

CCXLT. 

I Ounenn Hray, which this letter o^ntaUicd, became a favouritaat 
wmn wi It was |uililislied, and tlie some may be said of Auld Uob 
Ivlorru J 

4lh December^ 1 7^2. 

The foregoing [“Anld Ivob IMorris,” and 
“Duncan Gray,”*] I submit, my dear Sir, to 
jour liettt'r judgment. Acquit them, or con- 
demn them, as seeiiieth good in your sight. 
“ Duncan Gray” is that kind of liglii-horse gal- 
lop of an air, which precludes sentiment. 1’ho 
ludicrous is its ruling feature. 

II. 15. 

CCXLTI. 

^0 iftv0. 33uulop. 

s willi Mrs. Diinlopnn jvictryaiid poers: thi 
vi Ill'll iic olludesjore stiiT, cold cum posituins. 

Dumfries^ Vtlh December, 17J)2. 

I siiAf.L he in Ajrsliire, 1 think, iiext^veek; 
and, if at all possible, 1 shall certainly, my much- 
(•stei'ined friend, have the pleasure of visiting at 
DuiiIo]>-house. 

Alas, iMadain ! how seldom do u'cineet in tliis 
wtirld, tliat we have reason to congratulate our- 
s(‘lves on acc4‘Rsfons of liapj>imiss ! I have not 
passed half tlu* ordinaiy term of an old man’s 
life, and yet I scareely look over the obituary of 
a m*wsj)aper, that I do not set* some names that 
J have known, and which I, and other acquaiut- 
aiiccs, little thouglit to meet >vith there so soon. 
Ih’ery other instance of the mortality of our 
Kind, Tuakes us east an anxious look into the 
tlreadful abyss of uncertainty, and shudder >vilh 
appnjheiisioii for our own fate. But of how dif- 
f«‘rt‘nt an importance are the lives of difterent 
individuals ? Nay, of what importaneo is one 
l>enod of the same liie, more Ihtui another ? A 
f(‘W years ago, I could liavo laid down in the 
dust, “ cnrelt'ss of the voice of the morning 


and now not a few, and these most helpless in- 
dividuals, would, on losing me and my exertions, 
lose both their “ staff and shield*” By the way, 
these helpless ones have lately got an addition ; 

Ml’S. B having given me a fine girl since 

T wrofo you. There is a charming passage in 
Thomson’s “ Edward and Eleonora 

** The valiant in hirnadf, what can he ■ufTer ? 

Or what need he regard his single woes V* &c. 

As I am got in the way of quotations, I shall 
give you another from the samo piece, peculiarly, 
alas ! too peculiarly apposite, my dear Madam, 
to your present frame of mind : 

Who so unworthy Imt may innudly deck him 
With his fair-weather virtue, that exults 
Glad o’er the summer main i the tempest comes. 

The rough winds rage aloud ; when from the helm 
This virtue shrinks, and in a oomer lies 
l.amcnang— Heavens! if privileged fium trial. 

How cheap a tiling were virtue I" 

I do not remember to have beard you men- 
tion Thomson’s dramas. I pick up favourite 
quotations, and store them in my mind as ready 
armour, ofl^ensive or defensive, amid the struggle 
of this turbulent existence. Of these is ono, a 
very favourite one, from his “Alfred 

** Attach thcc firmly to the \'irtuous deeds 
And (ithces of life; to hte itself, 

ith all Its vom and transient joys, sit loose.” 

Probably I have quoted some of these to you 
foi’meily, as indeed when 1 write from the heart, 
I am apt to bo guilty of such repetitions. Tho 
compass of tlic heart, in the musical stylo of ex- 
pression, is mucli more bounded than that of the 
imagination ; so the notes of the former are ex- 
tremely apt to run into one another ; but in re- 
turn for the paucity of its compass, its few notes 
arc much more sweet. 1 must still givo you an- 
other quotation, which I am almost sure I havo 
given you before, but I cannot resist the tempt- 
ation. TJie subject is religion — speaking of its 
importance to mankind, tho author says, 

** ’Tis this, my friend, that streaks our morning bright.*' 

I see you are in for double postage, so I shall 
e'en scribble out t’other sheet. We, in this 
country here, liavo many alaiius of the reform- 
ing, or rather the republican spirit, of your part 
of the kingdom. Indeed we are a good deal in 
commotion ourselves. For me, I am a placeman, 
you know ; a very humble one indeed, Ileavcn 
knows, but still so much as to gag me. What 
my jirivate sentiments are, you will find out 
without an interpreter. 

« » « «r » 

I have taken up the subject, and the other 
day, for a pretty actress’s benefit night, I wrote 
an address, which 1 will give on the other liago, 
callod “ Tho rights of woman:” 

While Europe’s eye is fixed on mighty things.” 

I shall have the honour of receiving your criti* 
eibins in pei-son at Dunlop. 

II.B. 


1 Slings (’LX Will, and I’LX X\1V. 
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CCXLlll. 


CCXLIV. 

€o iKnt. Bunlop. 


[Gntiam stood by the baid In thchour of peril raxffded in this kt> 
tar : and the Board of fiacise had the genemsicy bo permit him to eat 
ts ** bitter bread ” fur the remainder of his lite.J 

December^ 1702. 

Sir, 

I HAV^E been surprised, confounded, and dis- 
tracted by Mr. Mitchell, the collector, telling 
me that he has received on order from your 
Hoard to enquire into my political conduct, and 
blaming me as a person disuifected to govern- 
ment. 

Sir, you are a husband — and a father. — You 
know wliat you would feel, to sec the inucli- 
loved wife of your bosom, and your helpless, 
prattling little ones, turned adrift into the world, 
degraded and disgraced from a situation in which 
they had been respectable and respeettnij and 
left almost without the necessary support of a 
miserable existence. Alas, Sir ! must 1 think 
that such, soon, will be iny lot ! and from the 
d-mned, dark insinuations of hellish, groundlebs 
envy too ! I believe. Sir, I may aver it, and in 
the sight of Omniscience, that I would not tell a 
deliberate falsehood, no, not though even worse 
horrors, if worse can bt>, than tliose I have men- 
tioned, hung over my head ; and 1 say, that the 
allegation, whatever villain has made it, is a lie! 
To the British constitution on Revolution prin- 
ciples, next after my God, I am most devoutly 
attached ; you, Sii-, have been mucli and gene- 
rously my friend. — Heaven knows how warmly 
I have felt the obligation, and how graUdully I 
have thanked you. — Fortune, Sir, has made you 
powerful, and me impotent ; lias given you pa- 
tronage, and me dependence. — I would not for 
ray single self, call on your humanity; were 
such my insular, unconnected situation, 1 wrould 
despise the tear tliat now swells in my eye — I 
could brave misfortune, I could face ruin ; for 
at the worst, ‘‘Death’s tliousand doors stand 
open but, good God ! the tender concerns 
that I have mentioned, the claims and ties that 1 
sec at this moment, and feel around mo, how they 
unnerve courage, and wither resolution ! To 
your patronage, as a man of some genius, you 
have allowed me a claim ; and your esteem, as 
an honr;st man, 1 know is my due : to tlicso, 
Sir, permit me to appeal ; by tliese may I adjure 
you to save me from that misery which threatens 
to overwhelm me, and which, with my latest 
breath 1 will say it, I have not deserved. 

ILB. 


[Duns was ordered, he says, to mind his duties in the Evebir, and 
tet hold his tongue about politics^thc latter part of the Injunetioa 
was hard to obey, fur at that time politics were in every mouth. | 

Dumfries, Zist December, 1702. 
Dear AIadam, 

A iiuiiRY of business, thrown in heaps by my 
absence, has until now prevented my returning 
my grateful acknowledgments to the good family 
of Dunlop, and you in particular, for that hospit- 
able kindness tvhich rendered the four days £ 
spent under that genial roof, four of the plea- 
santest I ever enjoyed. — Alas, my dearest friend ! 
how few and fleeting arc those things wo cull 
pleasuri's ! on my road to Ayrshire, I spent a 
night with a friend whom I much valued ; a man 
whose days promised to be many ; and oil Satur- 
day last we laid him in tlie dust ! 

Jan. 2, 170:1. 

I HAVE just received yours of the :^0tli, and 
feel much for your situation. However 1 heartily 
rejoice in your j)ros])ect of recovery from t hat- 
vile jauudico. As to myself, 1 am better, tliougli 
not (juite free of my complaint. — You must not 
tliiiik, as you seem to insinuate, that in my way 
of life I want exercise. Of that I have onougli; 
but occasional hard drinking is tin* devil to me. 
Against this I have again and again luMit iny le- 
solutioii, and have greatly siic(H*eded. "la\erns 
1 have totally al>andoned : it is the private pai - 
ties in the family w^ay, among the liard-drinking 
gentlemen of this country, tliat do me the inis- 
— hut even this 1 have more tli.m half 
givc‘ii over. 

Mr. Corbet can he of little service to nu' at 
present ; at least I should he sliy of a]>plying. 

J cannot possibly he settled as a super\isor, for 
several y(*ars. I must w'ait the rotation of tlie 
list, and there arc twenty names before mine.' - 
J might indeed get a job of officiating, wIktc a 
settled supervisor was ill, or aged; Init that 
lianls me from niy family, as I could not nunoie 
tJicin on such an uncertainty. Besides, some 
envious, niaLiciou.s devil, luus raised a little demur 
on my political principle.s, and 1 wisli to let tliat 
matter settle before 1 offer myself too much in 
the eye of my supervisors. 1 have set, hence- 
forth, a seal on my lips, as to these unlucky 
politics; but to you, 1 roust breathe my senti- 
imrots. In this, a.<» in every tiling else, I sludl 
show the undisguised emotions of my soul. War ' 
I deprecate : misery and ruin to thousands are 
in the blast that announces the destructive 
demon. 


n.a 
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CCXLV. 

^To iiiTi*. ®]&om^on, 

priic soncs to which Che poet alludes were *• Poortith Cauld,” and 
■Cialla Water.”] 

Jan. 170:5. 

Many returns of tlie season to you, iny clear 
Sir. How comes on your pulilicaticui ? — will 
these two foregoing ci.xxkv. and 

cLXXXVi.] l)C of any service to you ? 1 should 

like to know wliat soiiffs you print to each 
tune, besides the verses to which it is set. 
Ill short, I W'ould wish to jjivc you my o])iiiiou 
on all tho poetry you publish. You know it is 
luy trade, and a man in tho Avay of his tiade 
may siifi^ofest useful liiiils tliat escape mcui of 
rmich superior parts and ondowiiu iits in other 
things. 

If you meet with my dear and much-valued 
Cimuingham, greet hi’.n, in niy name, AvitU the 
coaiplimeuts of the season. 

Yoiirs, Kc. 

K.R 

CCXLVT. 

^0 iWr. ICliom^on, 

;Thoms.in cvplained more liilh than at first tho plan of his puhli- 
cao )i>, nnd 6tatttl tlmt Dr. IkMtiU’ had piotuisoi an Cihay on scottt'.h 
niiisK'i !•> way of an iiitiocluction to tlto worL.J 

2C/// January, 17^:?, 

1 APPROVE greatly, my dear Sir, of your jjlaiif* 
Dr. Deattie’s essay will, of itselt', he a treasima 
On my i)art, 1 mean to draw uj) a.i apiunidix to 
tlie l>octor''s essay, cout.iiiiing my stock of aL*e<-- 
dotes, of our Scots songs. All tlie Iat«* Mr, 
‘J'\ tier’s aneedotes 1 liave hy me, lakcni tloWii in 
the course* of my ae<|uaiiitanee witli l»im, from 
his own moutli. ] am such an enthusiast, that 
• u the course of iiiy several perc'gri nations 
through Wcotlund, I iiia<le a jiilgrimage to the 
individual sjiot from whicli every song toedv its 
r«s<‘, ‘’‘Lochaber” and tlie I’racs of lialieiideu” 
excepted. So far as the locality, either from thtj 
title* of the* air, or tlie tenor of the song, could bo 
ascertained, 1 have paid my devotions at the 
i><'irticuhir shrine of every Seot.s muse. 

I do not doubt but you miglit inako a vc*ry 
valuable eolh'ction of jacoliite songs; but would 
b give no offence ? In the meantime, do not 
you think that some* of Ihenij jiarticularly “Tlie 
how’s tail to (toordie,” as iiu air, with otlu*r 
words, might be wc*U w'ortli a place in your col- 
lection of lively songs ? 

Jf it Avere possible to jn-ocurc* songs of mc*rit, 
h Nvould be projicr to have* one set of Scots words 
tti every air, and that the set of w^ords to Avhich 


the notes ought to bo sot. There is a neCiveU, a 
pastoral simjdicity, in a slight intermixture of 
oeots words and phraseology, which is more in 
unison, (at Joast to niy taste, and, I will add, to 
e\cry gorinine Caledonian ta.ste) with the simple 
pathos, or rnsti(^ spriglitliuess of our native music, 
than any Kiiglish verses wdiatever. 

'J’he A'ory name of Peter Pindar is an acquisi- 
tion to your work. His “ Gregory” is beautiful. 
I have tried to give you a set of stanzas in Scots, 
on the same suhjt'ct, whicJi arc at your b(*rvice. 
Not that I intend to outer the lists Avitli Peter — 
that Avould he presumption indeed. My song, 
though much inferior in poetic merit, has, 1 think, 
more of the ballad simplicity in it. 

fUerc follows »* Lord fJrcBory." Sonj; CLXX KVTl.J 

My most r(*specfcful compliments to tlie ho- 
iioiirahlc gentleman avIio favoured me Avith a 
postscrix>t in yoiir last. He shall hear from me 
and receive liis MSS. soon. 

Yours, 

Jl. 11. 


(CXIA’II 

^0 C^unnmcjlxtim. 

fTlu’ ^cal, with chccoat-of-artm wMcU thj pi ftirxeuucltisW'll in 
tbt fiiuul> • and reijardctl aii a rtlique.] 

'Srd March, 170:1. 

Since I Avrote to you the last lugubrious sheet, 

I huA’e not had time to Avrite you further. AVluni 
1 say tliat 1 had not time, that, as usual, means, 
tliat tlie three demons, indolence, business, and 
haAc so completely sluired my hours 
among them, its not to leave me a fiA’C minutes’ 
fragm<*nt to take up a pen in. 

'I liuuk heuA’en, 1 feel my spirits buoying up- 
Avavds AA ith the reno\’'atiiig yf‘ar, Noav J shall in 
gtiod earnest t.ike uxi Thomson’s songs. 1 dare 
say he thiiik.s I have used him unkindly, and I 
mitst own Avith too much api>earance of truth. 
Ai irojios, do you know the much admired old 
Highland air called “Tlie Sutor’s Hochter?” 
It is a first-rate favourite of mine, and 1 haAre 
Avritteu what I reckon one of iny best songs to 
it. 1 a\ ill send it to you as it aa-os sung 'W'ith 
great sippl.uise in some fasliionable circles by 
M.ijor Itohortsoii, of Lude, Avho was here Avith 
his coi*i>s. 

There is one commission that I must trouble 
you Aviih. I lately lost a valuable seal, a pre- 
sent from a departed friend, which vexes mo 
niueh. 

I liave gotten om* of your Highland jiebblos, 
which I fancy wundd make a very decent one; 
and I A\ant to cut my armorial bearing on it ; 
Avill you be so obliging as enquire what will bo 

4 X 
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the expense of such a business ? T do not know 
that my name is matriculated, as the luu-a'ds 
call it, at all ; but I have invented arms for my- 
self, BO you know 1 shall be chief of the name ; 
and, by courtesy of Scotland, will likewise* he 
entitled to supporters. These, hoAvev(‘r, 1 do 
not intend having on my seal. I am a hit of a 
herald, and shall give you, secundum artem, my 
arms. On a field, azure, a holly-hush, seeded, 
proper, in btiso ; a shepJicrd’s pipe and crook, 
saltier-wiso, also proper in chief. On a wnoath 
of the colours, a w'ood-lark perching a si)rig of 
bay-tree, proper, for crest. Two mottos ; round 
the top of the crest, Wood notes wild; at the bot- 
tom of the shield, in the usual place, Belter a wee 
Itush than nae hicld. By the shepherd's pipe and 
ertu)k 1 do not moan the nonsense of painters of 
Arcadia, but a stock and horn, and a club, such as 
you see at the head of Allan Ramsay, in Allan's 
quarto edition of the Gentle Shepherd. By the 
by, do you know Allan ? He must be a man of 
very great genius — Why is ho not more known ? 
— lltis he no pati'ons ? or do “ Poverty's cold 
wind and crushing rain beat keen and heavy’’ 
Oh him? I once, and but onct‘, got a glance of 
that noble edition of the noblest pastoral in the 
w'oiid ; and dear as it was, I mean, dear as to 
my pocket, I would have bought it ; but I was 
told that it was printed and engraved for sub- 
scribers only. He is the only artist who has hit 
yennine pastoral costume. What, my dear ('un- 
iiingham, is there in riches, that tlu'y narrow 
and harden the heart so? 1 think, that were I 
ius rich as tlio sun, I should ho as generous as 
tlie day ; but as I have no reason to imagim* niy 
soul a nobler, one than any oth<*r man’s, I nnist 
conclude that wealth imparts a hird-liiiiG quality 
to the possessor, .at which the man, in his nativa* 
jioverty, would liave revolted. What has led 
me to this, is the idea of such merit Jis Mr. Allan 
possesses, and such riches as a nabob or govern- 
ment contractor possesses, and why they do not 
form a mutual league. l.iet wealth shelter and 
cherish unprotected merit, and tlie gi’atitude and 
celebrity of that merit will richly repay it. 

H. B. 

CCXLVIII. 

tZTo 

r Suaii in these cardca words nuka us Acquainted with one of his 

■WL-etfsi 

20/A March, 1793. 

Mt deail Sir, 

The song prefixed [“Mary Morison”'] is one 
of my juvenile works. I leave it in your luands. 

I do not think it very remarkable, either for its 
merits or demerits. It is impossible (at least I 


1 S»»ugCXXX.XVIII. 


feel it so in my stinted powers) to be always 
original, cntortidniiig, and witty. 

What is become of the list, &c., of your songs ? 
T shall be out of all temper wiih you, by and bye. 
1 have always looked on myself as the prince of 
indolent correspondents, and valued myself ac- 
cordingly ; and I will not, cannot, bearrivalship 
from you, nor any body <‘lse. 

R. B. 

CCXLTX. 

^0 i>lr. ^{;om$on. 

fFor the** Wantlpringr Willie” of tliis communication Thomfi 
oftered several coircctinns.] 

March, 1793. 

Hebe aw^a, there aw'a, wandering Willie, 

Now tircid with wandering, hand awa hame ; 
Comt* to my bosom, my .ae only dearie, 

And tell me thou bring’st ino my Willie the 
same. 

Loud blew tlie cauld winter winds at our part- 
ing ; 

It was na the blast brought the tear in my e’e: 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my 
Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to mo. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o’ your slumhei h ! 

Oh how your wild liorrors a lover alarms ! 
Awaken, ye bn'ezcs ! blow gently, ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie aueo niair to my 
arms. 

But if he’s forgotten his faithfnllest Nannie, 

Oh still flow between us, thou wide, roaring 
main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

But, dying, believe that my Willie’s my ain ! 

I leave it to you, my dear Sir, to determine 
wdicther the above, or the old “Thro’ the laiig 
mnir I have followed my Willie,” be the best. 

B.a 

CCL. 

^0 Iden^on. 

[Miss Benson, when this letter was written, was on a visit to Ar- 
btKland. the beautiful seat of Captain Cnuk ; she is now Mrs. Basil 
Montagu.] 

Dumfries, 2\st March, 1793. 

Madam, 

Among many things for which I envy those 
hale, long-lived old fellows before the flood, is 
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this in purticuliir^ that wlion they met with any 
hody after their own heart, they had a charming 
long prospect of many, many happy meetings 
with them in after-life. 

Now in tliis short, stormy, winter day of our 
fleeting existence, when you now and then, in 
the Cliapter of Accidents, meet an individual 
whose ac(iuaintanee is a real acquisition, there 
are all the probabilities against you, that yon 
sliall never meet with that valued character 
more. On the other hand, brief as this luiser- 
iible being is, it is none of tlio least of the mise- 
ries belonging to it, tiiat if tlien? is any iiiiscr(‘:iiit 
whom you hate, or cr(‘ature wdjom you d(‘sj)ise, 
the ill-run of the chances shall be so against you, 
that in the overtakings, turnings, and Jostliiigs 
of ]if(‘, pop, at som(* unlucky corner, eternally 
<•011108 the wretch upon you, aii<l will not allow 
your indignation or contenq>t a moment’s repose. 
As I am a sturdy believer in the jiowers of 
darkness, I take tlies(' to be the <loings of that 
old author of mischief, the devil. Tt is well- 
known that ho has some kind of shorthaml way 
of taking down our thoughts, and I make no 
doubt he is perfectly acqujunted with my senti- 
ments respecting Miss 13('nson : how much I 
admired her abilities and valued her worth, and 
how very fortunate I thought myself in lu*r a<*- 
quaintaiice. For this last reason, my dear 
!Madain, 1 must entertain no hopes of the very 
groat ijlcjisiire of meeting with you again. 

Miss Hamilton tells mo that she is sending a 
}>aekt't to yon, and 3 beg leave to send you the 
enclosed sonnet, tbougli, to tell you the refd 
truth, the sonnet is a mere pretcnec', that 1 
may liave the (qqiorlnnity of declaring with 
how much respectful esteem 1 lunc the honour 
to be, Ac. 

B. B. 


i'C\A. 

Zo jHiUcr. 

OF DALSWIXTOV. 


ot Kllisliin(L,J 


•i tlir iwUnd of hi»occii|ma(>i 


Duvifrici<, JprUy I70.'l. 


Sir, 

My poems having Just eome out in anotlier 
edition, will j'ou do iiuj the honour to accept of 
a copy ? A mark of iiiy gratitude to you, us u 
gentleman to wliose goodness I have been much 
indebted; of iny resjiect for you, as a. patriot 
who, in a venal, sliding age, stands forth tJie 
champion of the liberties of iny country ; and of 
niy veneration for you, as a man, wliose beiievo- 
h'lice of luNirt does honour to human nature. 

'J'Jiere vat a lime, fcjir, when 1 was your dc- 


pcmclont: this language then would liave lioeii 
like the vile incense of flattery- -f could not have 
used it. — Now tluit connexion is at an end, do 
me the liononr to accept of this honest tribulo of 
respect Ironi, Sir, 

Your much indebted humble scr\ant, 

B. B. 


CCLll. 

^To iWv. ^bomson. 


[Tins icvicw ofoiir Smtiish hrics Is well worth tl)c attention of all 
wlio write s(>n{;s» lead suti^, or sang songs.] 


7/A Apri/y I7n:k 

Thank you, my dear Sir, for your packet. 
You cannot iinagiuc liow much this husiness of 
com] losing for your publication luis added to iiiy 
I'lijoyiiuMits. \Vhat Avith iny early attachment 
to bailatls, your book, Ac., ballad-making is now 
us completely my hobby-horse as ever fortifica- 
tion was Uncle Toby’s; so I’ll e’en canter it 
away till I come to the limit of my race — God 
giant that i may tak(‘ the right side of tlic win- 
ning post ! — and then cheerfully looking back 
oil tlie hoiu‘st folks with whom I have been 
happy, I shall say or sing. “ Sae merry as wc a* 
liac lM‘en !” and, raising my last looks to the 
wliole human race, the last words of the voice 
of “ Coila” * shall be, “ Good night, and Joy be 
wi’ you a’ !” So much for my last words ; now 
for a few present I'enmrks, as they ba^ o oecni red 
at random, on looking over your list. 

The first lines of ‘‘ The last lime I came 
o'er the moor,” and several other lines in it, are 
boautiful ; but, in my opinion — pardon me, re- 
^ ered shade of Bumsay ! — the song is nn'worthy 
of the divine air. I shall try to make or mend. 

‘‘ For ever, foi tniie wilt thou prove,” * is a 
eli.inniiig song; but “Logan burn and Logan 
brai's’’ is sweetly snseeptililc of niral imagery; 
ril try that likewise, and, if [ sneeei'd, the otlier 
song may ehiss among the English ones. I re- 
jiiemher the two last lines of a verse in some of 
the old songs of “ IjOgan Water” (for I know 
a goo<l many ditfereiit ones) which 1 think 
pretty 

“ NiiwmydcarliMl mauiilai« htsfacs, 

I'ar. far frae me and Logan bnies.”^ 

“ Aly Fatie is a lovi'r ffay,” is unequal. “Ilis 
iniini is never muddy,” is a muddy expression 
indeed. 

“ Then I'll resign and marry Fate, 

And sj lie mj Cixrkemony— ” 

’J’liis is surely far uiiw’orthy of Ramsay or your 
book. My song, “ Bigs of barley,” to the same 

> Hums lieu- rail* I'ltnsclf the “ Voice of CtjU,” in imitation of 
(Miuii, wlmdemiiniiiftti'' himseU tin *• Voice otf'cina.” — C ITKitltC. 

- Hi 'niojnvMi.noi the nuiMciaii, \ml thcimct. 

•t Tiiivvong is not old. ‘ub authui.tlic Ute .Mm Maync, long out 
Ln vA l>iii lui. 
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tune, does not altogether please me ; hut if I can 
mend it, and thrash a few loose sentiments out 
of it, I will stihinit it to your cou-'ideration. 
“The lass o’ Patie’s mill” is one of Hams;iy's 
best songs; but there is one h»ose sentinnsil in 
it, which my much-valued friend Mr.Erskiiu' will 
lake into his critical consideration. In Sir John 
Sinclair’s statistical volumes, arc two claims — 
one, I think from Aherdeeusliin*, and the other 
from Ayrshire — for the lioiioiir of this song. 
The following anecdote, wliicli 1 Iiud lunii the 
present Sir AVilliam Cunningham of Holx^rtland, 
who laid it of the late Jolin, Karl of Loudon, I 
can, on siicli .aiithoritii's, believe : — 

Allan Kamsay was residing at Loml on -castle 
with the tlien l*'ur!, father to Karl John ; :ind 
one forenoon, riding, or walking, out tog<‘tlur. 
Ids lonlship and Allan passed a sweet I’oniantic 
spot on Irvine wat(‘r, still called “ Patie's JiiilJ,” 
where a homtie lass was “ tedding liay, hare- 
headed on the green.*’ My lord observed to 
Allan, that it would be a fine tlimne for a song. 
Kamsay took the hint, and, lingering lu‘liiiul, he 
composed the fii*st sketcli of it, which Ju* pro- 
duced at dinner. 

“ One day I heard Mary say,”^ is a fine song ; 
but, for consistency’s sake, alt(*r tin* nanu* 

“ Adoiiijs.” 'Were there ever such banns pub- 
lished, as a purpose of marriage between Adonis 
and Mary ! I agree with you that my song, 

“ There's nouglit but care on <‘v<‘ry hand,*’ is 
much superior to “ Poortitli canid.” I’he original 
song, “ The mill, null, O though excellent, is, 
on account of delicacy, inadmissible ; still I like 
the title, and think a Scottisli song would suit 
the notes host ; and let your chosen song, wdiich 
16 very pretty, follow as an English set. “ Tlie 
Kank’h of the l)ec” is, you know, literally “ liUii* 
golee,” to slow time. Tlic song i.s well enough, 
but lias some false imagery in it : for instance, 

“ Andbu'cetly the nightingale sai.st frrnn tlic tree.” 

In the first place, the nightingale sings in a low 
hush, but never from a tree; and in tlie second 
place, there never w'as a nightingale sotm or 
heard on the banks of tbe Dec, or on tlic banks 
of any other river in Scotland, l^xotic rural 
imagery is always comparatively fiat.® If I 
could hit on another stanza, equal to “The 
small bird’s rejoice,” Ac., I do myself honestly 
avow, that 1 think it a sujierior song.* “John 
Anderson, my jo” — the song to this tune in 
Johnson’s Museum, is my composition, and I 
think it not my worst if it suit you, take it, 
and welcome. Your collection of sentimental 
and pathetic songs, is, in my opinion, very com- 
plete ; but not so your comic ones. Where* are 
“ Tullochgorum,” “ Lumps o’ piiddiii,” “ 1 'ilibio 
Fowler,” and several others, whicli, in my hum- 

* IlyCrawJurd, 8 Uj Kairisay. 

• The author, .John'J’ajt, Judfrt 

of tbe liolu^«-couxt in a.'.trud -o tin., and a;Jt nJ t'-e 

I^nc to, 

' ** And swwUy the uootl-jiif ^or. i(x >< f /n.m ri.t uif .' 

* Sing CXXXiX. * Sf.riK LX\X. 


Me judgment, are well worthy of preservation » 
'I’hert* is also one sentimental song of mine in tli(» 
Museum, which never was known out of the im- 
mediate neighbourhood, until I got it taken 
down from a country girl’s singing. It is calliMl 
“ ( ■rngitduii n wood,” and, in the 0}>iiiiun of Mr. 
CJarkc, is one of the sweetest Scottisli songs, 
lie is quite an enthusiast about it ; and I would 
take his taste in Scottibh music against thctastc» 
of most connoisseurs. 

Yon are quite rigid in inserting the Ijist five 
in 3’'oiir list, tliongh they are certainly Irish. 
“ Shepherds, 1 have lost my love !” is to me a 
heavenly- air — what would you think of a set of 
Scottisli verses to it ? 1 have made one to it, a 

good while ago, whicli I think ^ but in its 
original state it is not quite a hidy's song. 1 
enclose an altered, not amended copy for 3 on,* 
if yon choose to sot the tunc* to it, and let tJia 
Irish ver.sos follow. 

Mr. Krskiiu*’s songs are all jiretty, but his 
“ Lone vale” ® is divine. 

Your.s, &c. 

K. r>. 

Let me know just how you like these random 
hints. 


CCTJTI. 

^0 iHr. ^Tiiomsiou. 


fThc Iftter r«> wl.uli tilt's is in pint nn iinv.uT, Cinrii! ttin- 
tar.is iiiaio otiM'rMuiiins on Nnrtish ami im tlii* luunnorDf 

wUj.t ng thf Holds to rhfJiaisir, uliicJi at Mi. 'I honison’s dt ore are 

1798 . 

I HAVK 3’our.*i, my dear Sir, this moniont. f 
.»*hall an.swer it and your former h*ttcr, in my 
desultory way of saying whatever conies njqier- 
111 ost- 

The business of many of onr tunes wanting, 
at th(* beginning, wlial fiddlers call a starting- 
note, is often a rub to us ptwr rh3mers. 

“ There’s braw’, braw l.'uls on H arrow brac.s, 

That wander through the blooming heatlier,” 

you Ilia}' alter to 

“ Draw, braw' lads on Yarrow braes, 

Ve wander,’’ Ac. 

IVfy tsong, “ Here awa, there awa,*’ as amended 
by Mr. Krskine, I entirely approve of, and return 
you. 


' -otkCI.XWII. 

- " < 'o.t ‘ vifi tins lonr ami liow to t* fU ’Kf 

Inn I .pliti'ipait MioM-s Hliifti in ijii'iiKly iiiwt." 

TSt Ifii.iid ns vvay into seviral i.(iiUi‘tU)ii . 
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Give me leave to criticise your taste in tlio only 
tiling in which it is in my opinion, reprehensible. 
Yon know I ought to know something of my 
own trade. Of pathos, sentiment, and point, 
you are a complete judge; but there is a quality 
more necessary than cither in a song, and which 
is the very essence of a ballad — I mean simpli- 
city: now, if I mistake not, this last feature 
you are a little apt to sacrifice to the forego- 
ing. 

Ramsay, as every other poet, has not been 
always equally happy in his pieces; still I cannot 
apiirove of taking such liberties with an author 
as JSIr. Walker projiosos doing with “ The last 
time 1 came o’er the moor.'* Let a poet, if he 
choose, take up the idea of another, and work it 
into a piece of his own; but to mangle the 
Avorks of the poor bard, whose tuneful tongue is 
now mute for ever, in the dark and narrow 
Iiouse — by Heaven, ’twould be sacrilege! I 
grant that ISIr. W. ’aversion is an improvement; 
hut I know Mr. W. Avell, and esteem him much ; 
let him ineud the song, as the Highlander mended 
liis gun — he gave it a new stock, a new lock, 
and a new barrel. 

I do not, by tliis object to leaving out improper 
stanzas, where that can be done without spoil- 
ing the wlioh*. One stanza in “ The kiss o* 
I’atie’s luill” must bo left out ; the song will be 
nothing worse for it. I am not sure if we can 
take the same liberty Avitli Corn rigs arc bon- 
ni<*.” Perhaps it might want the last stanza, and 
be the better for it. “ Cauld kail in Aberdt*cii,” 
you must leave with me yet awhile. I have 
vowed to liavo a song to that air, on the lady 
whom I attempted to cclebiate in the verses, 
‘Poortitli canid and rc«tlessloA e.” Ataiiy rate.my 
other song, “Green groAv the rashes,” A\ill never 
suit. 'J’hat song is current in Scotland under 
the old title, and to the merry old tune of tliat 
nanu*, which, of course, wouhl mar the jirogrcss 
of your song to eclebrily. Your hook will be 
tiie standard of Scots songs for the future ; let 
tliis idea ever keep your judgment on tlie 
alarm. 

J send a song on a celebrated toast in this 
country, to suit “ Honnie Uundee.’’ 1 send you 
also a ballad to the “ Mill, mill, O !” ' 

“ The last time I came o’er the moor,” I would 
fain attempt to make a Sects song for, and let 
Raqisay’s bo the English set. You shall hear 
from me soon. Wlieii you go to London on this 
business, can you come by 1 )iimfries ? 1 have 
still sevt'ral MJS. Scots airs by me, Avbicli I have 
l>ieked up, mostly from the singing of eoimti’y 
kisses. I’hey please mo vastly; but your learned 
iuj/s Avould perliiips be displeased Avith the A^ery 
feature forAi'hich 1 likethein. I call them simple; 
you AA^ould pronounce them silly. T)o you know 
“-fine air called “ Jackie Hume’s Tiument ?” I 
have a song of considerable merit to that air. 
Pll enclose you both the song and tune, as I had 


them ready to send to Johnson’s Museum.^ I 
send yOu likewise, to me, a beautiful little air, 
^/liich 1 had taken down from viva voce.^ 

Adieu. 

11. B. 

CCLIV. 

^0 ^j^omdon 

[Thomson, it would appear hy his ansAver to this letter« Aras at 
issue AA'itli Hums on the su^Ject matter of simplicity : the funuer 
seems to have dcbiivd a sort of diplumatic and A'arnished style: the 
Utter fdc that elegance and simplicity AA^ere sisters CAvin.”J 

Aprily 1793. 

My dear Sib, 

I HAD scarcely put my Inst letter into the post- 
office, when T took up the subject of “ The last 
time I come o’er the moor,” and ere I slept dreAv 
the outlines of the foregoing.^ How I have suc- 
ceeded, I leave on this, as on every other occa- 
sion, to you to decide. I own my vanity is flat- 
tered, when you give my songs a place in your 
elegant and superb Avork; but to be of service to 
the Avork is my first Avisli. As I have often told 
you, I do not in a single instance Avisli you, out 
ofcompUment to me, to insert anything of mine. 
One hint let mu give you — whatiwer Mr. Pleyel 
does, let him not alter one iota of the original 
Scottisli airs, I mean in the song department, 
but let our national music iireserve its native 
features. They arc, I own, frequently Avild and 
irreducible to tbo more modern rules; but 011 
that very eccentricity, perhaps, depends a great 
part of tJieir eflect, 

ILB. 

CCLV. 

^”0 SJoiin JFranch isrglitnc, iSjtq., 

[This rcmarkiihlc letter has la’cn of late the subject of some con- 
tnAAvrs) : Mi. I'lndtarrr, aa’Iio hapiieiicxl then to be iu (he Escise, is 
Achemi-nt in defence of the ** hoiiounilile board.” and is ceitain that 
Hums has mi'rrpnsenriAi the couihici c-f his A'ery geiinxius masters. 

1 to this It has bfAin urged that the Av<inl of the p>M!t has in 
icr thing lieen questioned : that in tlie last moments of his life, 
[einnly Avrocc this letter into Jus metnorandum-lHmk, and that 
'pioot of Mr. Corbet, is guen bA him eirlier as a quotauon 
s jiaptT 01 an exact rceoUection of the Avonls used: the expres- 
“ Kof tv think" and be mlent ».x\d.d>ed\enf' arc underlined.] 

Dumfries i \Zth Aprily 1793. 

Sir, 

Degenerate as Imman nature is said to be, 
and iu many instances, Avorthless and unprinci- 

i Song CXCIV. * Song CXCVIIL 

3 Song CCXXXIV. 


1 SnngsCXt'Il. and CX '.'Ill. 
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pled it is, still there are bright examples to the 
contrary; examples that even in the eyes of su- 
perior beings, must shed a lustre on the name of 
man. 

Such an example have I now before me, when 
you, Sir, came forward to patronize and befriend 
a distant, obscure stranger, merely because po- 
verty had made Inm helpless, and his British 
hardihood of mind had provoked the arbitrary 
wantouness of power. My much esteemed fi-iend, 
Mr. Riddel of Glenriddcl, has just read me a 
paragraph of a letter he had from you. Ac- 
cept, Sir, of the silent tlirob of gratitude; for 
words would but mock the emotions of my 
soul. 

You have been misinformed as to my final 
dismission from the Excise; I am still in the 
service. — Indeed but for the exertions of a gen- 
tleman wdio must he known to you, Air. Graiiam 
of Fintry, a gentleman who lias ever been my 
■warm and generous friend, I had, without so 
much as a hearing, or the slighte.st previous in- 
timation, been turned adrift, Avith my helpless 
family, to all the horrors of Avant. Had I had 
any other resource, probably I might have saved 
them the trouble of a dismission ; but the little 
money I gained by my publication, is almost 
cvciy guinea embarked, to save from ruin an 
only brother, "adio, though one of the AA ortliiest, 
is by no means one of the most fortunate of 
men. 

In my defence to their accusations, I said, that 
whatever might be my sentiments of republics, 
ancient or modern, as to Britain, I abjured the 
idea ! — That a constitutiox, AA’hieli, in its 
original jiriiiciples, experience had proved to ho 
every Avay fitted for our hai)}»iness in society, it 
Avould be insanity to s.acrifice to an untried 
visionary theory; — that, in eon.sideratioTi of my 
being situated in a department, howc\ er humble, 
immediately in the hands of peojdc in poAver, 
I had forbonic taking any fietive part, either 
personally, or as an author, in the present liusi- 
ness of Reform. But, that, Avliero I must de- 
clare my sentiments, I Avonld say theie existed 
a system of cornijjtion between the executiAO 
power and the rejircsentative jiart of tlie legisla- 
ture, which boded no good to our glorious con- 
stitution; and AA'hich every patriotic Briton 
must Avish to see amended. — Some such senti- 
ments as these, I stated in a letter to my gene- 
rous patron. Air. Graham, Avhich he laid liefuro the 
Board at large; Avhere, it seems, iny last remark 
gave grcjat offence; and one of our sujK*rvisors- 
general, a Air. Corbet, was insti-ucted to inquire 
on the spot, and to document me — “ that niy 
business av.'ls to act, not io think ; and tliat what- 
ever might be men or measures, it was for me to 
be silent and obedient.’* 

Mr. Corbet Alas likewise my steady friend; 
so between Mr. Graham and him, I have been 
portly forgiven ; oAly I understand that all 
hopes of iny getting officially foiAvard, are 
blasted. 

Now, Sir, to the business in Avhich I Aiould 


more immediately interest you, The partiality 
of my COUNTRYMEN lias brought me forward as 
a man of genius, and has given mo a character 
to support. In the 1’oet I have avowed manly 
and independent sentiments, which I trust will 
be found in the man. Reasons of no less w'cight 
than thesupport of a wifeaiid family, havepoin ted 
out as the eligible, and situated as I ai jis, tlie 
only eligible lino of life lor m<*, my present oc- 
cupation, Still my honest fame is my dcan'st 
concern ; and a thousand times have 1 trembled 
at the idea of those degrading epithets that 
malice or misrepresent ati on may affix to my 
name. I have often, in blasting anticipation, 
listened to some future hackney scrihhler, Avitli 
the heuA'y malice of savage stupidity, exulting in 
his hireling paragraphs — “ Burns, notAiithstand- 
ing ihii fanfaronade of indej)endencc to he found 
ill liis Avorks, and after having hemi held forth 
to public view and to public estimation as a man 
of some genius, yet quite d(\stitute of l esoiireos 
Avitliin himself to supi>ort liis horroAved dignity, 
lie dAA'indlod into a paltry exciseman, and slunk 
out the rest of his insignificant exi.steiie(i in the 
meanest of pursuits, and among the Ailest of 
mankind.’’ 

In your illustrious hands, Sir, permit me to 
lodge my disavowal and defiance of these slan- 
derous falselioods. Bi^rns Avas a poor man 
from birth, and an exciseman by necessity; but 
I xeill say it ! the stt'rling of his liunc^st Ai’ortli, 
no poverty could debase, and Ids iiidejiendent 
British mind, ojiprossion migitt bend, but could 
not subdue. Have not J, tome, a more precious 
stake in my country's Avelfare than the richest 
dukedom in it? — J have a large family of ehil- 
dn'ii, and the ju'ospect of many more. I liave 
three sons, who, I see already, liave brought 
into the Aiorld souls ill qualified to inlialat 
the bodii's of slaves. — Can 1 look tamely on, 
and see any madiiiuitlen to Avrestfroin them the 
biifhright of my boys,- — tlie little iiid<*peiident 
Britons, in aiIiosc Aciiis runs my own blood? — 
No ! 1 Aiill not! slioiild my lieart*.s blood stream 
around my attempt to defend it! 

Dues any man tell me, that my full efforts 
can he of no service ; and tliat it does not be- 
long to iny liuiiihle station to meddle Avith the 
eoijcerii of a na tion ? 

] ean tell liiiii, that it is on such individuals 
as I, that a nation has to rest, both foi‘*t]io 
liund of SIS] (port, and the eycj of iiitelligenee. 
"Jlie uninformed mob may sw ell a nation’s hulk ; 
and tlio titled, tinsel, courtly thi’oiig, may be its 
feathered oriiaiinmt ; hut the iiiimher of those 
Avho are elevated enough in life to reason and to 
reflect ; yet Ioav enough to keep clear of the 
A-enal contagion of a court !— these are a nation’s 
strength. 

J know not hoAv to apologize for the imperti- 
nent length of this epistle; but one small request 
I must ask of you further— Avhen you liave 
honoured this letter Aiitli a perusal, please to 
eominit it to the fiames. Burns, in whose be- 
Ipdf you have so geiienmsly interested youi.selfi 
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I have here in liis mitive colonv.s ilrawii as hv is ; 
Imt should any of tlio ]>e<>pl(' in whose hands is 
the very bread ho eats, got the least knowledge 
of the picture, it would ruin the poor baud for 
ever ! 

My poems having just come out in another 
edition, 1 beg leave to present you with a coi»y, 
as a small mark of that high esteem and ardent 
gratitude, with which I liave the honour to be. 

Sir, 

Your deeply indebted, 

And ever devoted humble servant, 

11. li. 

C'f^T.VI. 

To JJlobcrt Sltn&lt'c, 

f“ up tails uM'V the liRht o' the w na the oamc of a Soottkh 

air^to wlut'h ihcth-vjl oimced \v\tli th<* witolicsof l‘itc. on Magus 
Mnortas n'jmriol hy a warhxk, in that cri.tlil>lc \uul», “ b<it<m*s lu- 
visihle W'nrlddit(Coverc<l.'’J 

^pn/,20, 17f):k 

r AM d-ninably out of humour, iny dt'ar Ains- 
lie, and that is the reason, wliy T take up the 
pen to you: ’tis the nearest way (ptolalum cst) 
to reeovt‘r my spirits again. 

1 received your last, and was mueh entertained 
with it; but I will not at this tinu', nor at any 
other time, answer it. — Answi'r a letter ? 1 
never could answer a Iett(‘r iii my life ! — I have 
written many a letter in veturii for letters I 
have received; but then- they w'cre original 
matter - spurt-away ! zig here, zag there ; as 
if the dt‘vil that, my (irainii(i (an old woman 
indeed) often told mo, rode on will-o’-wisp, or 
in her more classic phrase, Sounkie, were look- 
ing over my elhow’. — Happy tliought that idea 
has engendered in my lu'ud .' Spunkie — thoi 
shall henceforth be my symbol signature, am 
tutelary genius I Liketliee, liap-step-and-loup, 
here-awa-tliere-awa, bigglety-pigglety, \ ell-mel I, 
hither-aml-yon, ram-stam, happy-go-h.eky, up- 
tails-a’-by-thc light-o’ the moon; has hovni, is, 
and sliali be, my progress through tlie mosses 
and moors of this vile, blealr, barren wilderness 
of a life of ours. 

Come then, my guardian spirit, like thee, may 
1 skip away, amusing myself by and at my own 
light : and if any opaque-suuled lubber of nuin- 
kind complain that my elfine, lambent, glini- 
nierous wanderings have misled his stupid steps 
over precipices, or into bogs, let the tliick- 
hoaded blunderbuss recollect, that he is not 
SruNKiE that 

‘ Si>iiNKrK*8 wRiulbrings could not copittl be: 

Amid these perils none diu-st walk but he." — 


I have no doubt but scliolarcraft may be 
flight, as a Scotclimaii catches the itch, — by 
friction. How else can you account for it, that 


torn blockheads, by mere dint of handling books, 
grow so wise that even they themselves are equally 
convinced of and surprised at their own parts ? I 
once carried this philosophy to that degree that 
a knot of country folks who had a library 
amongst them, and who, to the honour of their 
good sense, made me factotum in the business ; 
one of our members, a little, wisc-lookiiig, squat, 
upright, jabbering body of a tailor, I advised him, 
instead of turning over the leaves, to bind tlie 
book on his back . — Johnnie took the hint ; and as 
our meetings were every fourth Saturday, and 
Pricklouse having a good Scots mile to walk in 
coming, and of course another in returning. 
Bodkin was sure to lay his hand on some heavy 
quarto, or ponderous folio, with, and under 
w'hich, w'rapt up in his grey plaid, he grew wise, 
as ho grow weary, all the w'ay home. He car- 
ried this so far, that an old musty Hebrew con- 
cordance, which we had in a present from a 
neighbouring priest, by niero dint of applying it, 
as doctors do a blistering jilaster, between liis 
shoulders, Stitch, in a dozen pilgrimages, ac- 
quired as nuicb rational theology as the said 
priest bad done by forty years perusal of tlie 
pages. 

'Fell me, and tell me truly, what you think of 
this theory. 

Yours, 

Spunkie. 

CXLVIl. 

Ilcnncbj!* 

[Miss Kcnnnlv wns one of cliat r inurous band of ladit's ndio pa< 
troiuml tlic poet in Eduibur^di ; she ivas related to the Hamllions of 

AIadam, 

Permit me to present you with the enclosed 
song as a small tliough grateful tribute for tlio 
honour of your acquaintance. I have, in these 
voi*scs, attempti^d some faint sketches of your 
portrait in the unombi^Uislied siinjde manner of 
descriptive truth. — Flattery, I leave to your 
EOVERS, whose exaggerating fancies may make 
them imngiuc you still nearer perfection than 
you really arc. 

Poets, Madam, of all mankind, feel mostforcibly 
the powers of beauty; as, if they are really 
POETS of nature’s making, their feelings must 
be liner, and their taste more delicate than most 
of the world. In tlie cheerful bloom of spring, 
or the pensive mildness of autubin ; the gran- 
deur of SUM3IER, or the hoary majesty of 
WINTER, the poet feels a charm unknown to 
the rest of his species. Even the sight of a fine 
dower, or the coinpiiny of a line woman (by far 
the linest part of God's works below) have sen- 
siitions for tlio poetic heart that the heb.d of 
man arc strangers to. — On this last account, 
liladarn, I am, as in many other things, in- 
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dcbted to Mr. Hamilton’s kindness in intro- 
ducing me to you. Your lovers may view you 
with a wish, I look on you with pleasure ; their 
hearts, in your presence, may glow with desire, 
mine rises with admiration. 

That the arrows of misfortune, however they 
should, as incident to humanity, glance a slight 
wound, may never reach your heart — that the 
snares of villany may never beset you in the road 
of life— that iNNOCEifCE may hand you by the 
path of Hoirouii to the dwelling of peace, is 
the sincere wish of him wlio has the honour to 
be, &c. 


CCLVIIT. 

^0 ^bom«(on. 

[The name of the friend who fell i aacrificc to those changeable 
^imesi has not been mcncionedi it s believed he was of the west 
•ountry.] 

1793. 

WiTEN I tell you, my dear Sir, that a friend 
of mine, in whom 1 am much interested, has 
fallen a sacrifice to these aecui'scd times, you 
will easily allow that it might unhinge me for 
doing any good among ballads. iMy own loss as 
to pecuniary matters is trifling; but the total ruin 
of a much-loved friend is a loss indeed. Par- 
don my seeming inattention to your last com- 
mands. 

I cannot alter the disputed lines in the ^‘^Alill, 
Mill, O !” * What you think a defect, I esteem 
as a positive beauty; so you see liow doctors 
differ. I shall now, with as much alacrity as I 
can muster, go on with your commands. 

You know Frazer, the hautboy-player in Edin- 
burgh — he is here, instructing a bund of music 
for a fencible corps quartered in this county. 
Among many of liis airs that please me, there 
is one, well known as a reel, by the name of 
“ The Qiiakcr*s Wife and which, I remember, 
a grand-aunt of mine used to sing, by the name 
of" Liggeram Cosh, my bonnie wee lass.” Mr. 
Frazer plays it slow, and with an expression that 
quite charms me. 1 became such an enthusiast 
about it, that I made a song for it, which 1 here 
subjoin, and enclose Frazer’s set of the tunc. If 


1 ** The Una were the third and fourth:— 

* Wi’ xaanf a sweet babe fatherlen. 

And mony a widow noonmlng.' 

As our poet had maintained a long sUrnce, and the first numba of 
Mr. Thumson's musical work was in the pKH, this gentlenuui v«n- 
turedf by Mr. Ersklnt^s advice* to substitute fur them, in that publi- 
cation, 

' And eya again with pleasure beam’d 
I’hat had been bleared with mourning ' 

Thesgh better suited to the musir, tltesc lina am Inferior to tlw 
onglnal."— C VRRi b. 


they hit your fancy, they are at yon service, if 
not, return me the tune, and I will put it in 
Johnson’s Museum. I think the song is not in 
my worst manner. 

Blythe hae I been on yon hill,* 

I should wish to hear how this pleases you. 

K,B. 

CCLIX. , 

^0 ^j^om^on. 

[Against the mighty oppressors of the earth the poet vas eit 
adv tuset the si ^ shafts of his • - -> ■ vliicli )i 

wnitc u'cre sadly out of orts. ] 

June 25/A, 1703. 

Have you ever, my dear Sir, felt your bosom 
ready to burst with iudiguation, on reading 
of those mighty villains who divide kingdoms, 
desolate provinces, and lay nations waste, out 
of the wantonness of ambition, or often from 
still more ignoble passions ? In a mood of tliis 
kind to-day I recollected the air of “ Logan 
Water,” and it occurred to me Unit its queru- 
lous melody probably had its origin from the 
plaintive indignation of some sweliiiig, suffering 
heart, fired at the tyrannic stride's of some 
public destroyer, and overwhelmed with pri- 
vate distress, the consequence of a couiitiy’s 
ruin. If I have done anytliing at all like jus- 
tice to my feelings, the following song, com- 
posed in thrcjc-quarters of an lioiir’s meditation 
in my eibow-chair, ought to have some merit . — 

O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide. * 

Do you know the following beautiful little 
fragmi'nt, in Wotherspoon’s colltK’tion of Scots 
songs 

Air — " Iltighie Graham.^’' 

" Oh gin my love w<*reyon red rose, 

That grows upon the castle wa*{ 

And I mysel’ a drap o’ dew'. 

Into her bonnie bretisi to fa’ ! 

" Oh there, beyond expression blest, 

I’d feast on beauty a’ tlie night, 

Seal’d on her silk-saft faulds to rest, 

Till fley’d awa by Phoebus liglit!” 

This thought is inexpressibly beautiful ; and 
quite, so far as I know, original. It is too short 
for a song, else I would forswear you altogether, 
iiiiloRs you gave it a place. I have often tried 
to eke a stanza to it, but in vain. After l«i* 
lancing myself for a musing five minutes, on the 

« Song CXV. a SongCXCVI. 

3 Berner known at Herd’s. Wntherspoon was one of the r««hHi 
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hind legs of my elbow-chair, I produced the fol- 
lowing. 

The verses are far inferior to the foregoing, I 
frankly confess : but if worthy of insertion at 
all, fliey might be first in place ; as every poet 
who knows anything of his trade, will husband 
his best thoughts for a concluding stroke. 

Oh were my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi’ purple blossoms to the spring ; 

Audi a bird to shelter tlu'rc, 

When wearied on my little wing ! 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn. 

By autumn wild and winter rude I 

But 1 wad sing on wanton wing, 

When youthfu* May its bloom reiien cd. * 

R.B. 

CCT.X. 

^ ^0 Cfiom^on. 

jThnm'win, ?ti his wplv to tiu' pretcdinj? letter, laments that any 
thuijt should miturie the feehiiKs <d the poet, an«l he«s his accejitanee 
«<rine itounds, as a small imu-k of ids ^'latitude lor his beautiful 

BiHIKS.] _____ 

Ju/i/ 2ud, nox 

My DKAii Sir, 

I iiAVK just fiiiisliod the folJoNs ing ballud, and, 
as 1 do think it in my host style, I send it you. 
Mr. Clarke, who wrote down the air from Airs. 
lJurns’s wood-note wild, is very fond of it, and 
hiiH given it a eeU'hrity by teaching it to some 
VDUiig ladies of the first fashion here. Jf you 
dll not like the air enough to give it a place in 
.>oisr collection, pleiiso return it. The song you 
lujiy keeji, jus I remember it. 

There was a lass, and she was fair.* 

J have some thoughts of inserting in your in- 
dex, or in iny notes, the names of the fair (uies, 
the thcines of my songs. 3 do not moan the 
iiuine at full ; but dashes or asteri.sms, so as in- 
genuity may find them out. 

The heroiiK* of the foi’egoing is IVIiss M^Miirdo, 
(laughter to Mr. M‘Murdo, of Drimilaiirig, one 
of your subscribers. I have not painted her in 
the Kink wliich she holds in lift', hut in the dress 
and character of a cottager. 

R. B. 


J Sw Sung rx.cv II, * Song CX I V 1 1 1. 


CCLXI. 

tZTo ^Iiom^on. 


fDurns In this letter sjicaksof the pecuniary present which Tlinm- 
■on sent him, In a lofty and angry mornl : he who publislicd pnems by 
lubscription might surely have accepted, without any impropikiy, 
payment for his songs. J 

Jult/, 1703. 

I ASSURE you, my dear Sir, that you truly 
hurt m(^ with your pecuniary parcel. It de- 
grades me in my own (*yes. However, to return 
it would sjivoiir of affectation ; but, as to any 
more traffic of that debtor and creditor kind, I 
swear by that honour which crowns the upright 
statue of Robert Burns’s Inteority—oh the 
least motion of it, 1 will indigauiritly spurn tlui 
byiKist transaction, and from tliat inonient coni- 
nw‘iico entire stranger to you ! Burns’s charac- 
ter for generosity of sentiment and indepcndeiieo 
of mind, will, 1 trust, long outlive any of his 
wants which the cold unfeeling ore can supply ; 
at least, 1 w ill take care that such a character he 
shall deserve. 

Thank you for my copy of your publication. 
Kever did iny eyes behold in any musical work 
such eleganc(' and coirectiK'ss. Your preface, 
too, is admirably written, only yonr partiality to 
inc has made you say too much ; how»ever, it wdll 
bind me down to double every effort in the 
future progress of the work. The following are 
a few remarks on the songs in the list you sent 
me. I never copy what 1 w'rito to you, so I 
may be often tautological, or perhajis contradic- 
tory. 

‘‘The Flowers o’ the Forest,^’ is charming as 
a j)oem, and should be, and must be, set to tbo 
notes ; but, though out of your rule, tlie three 
staiuas heginniiig, 

** Tve seen the smiling of fortune beguiling.” 

are w ortliy of a place, were it but to immortalise 
tlie author of tliera, who is au old lady of my ac- 
quaintance, and at this moment living in Edin- 
burgh. She is a Mrs. Cockburn, I forget of w liat 
place, hut from Roxburghshire. * What a charm- 
ing apostrophe is 

“ Oh fickle fortune why this cruel sporting, 

W hy thus iwrplc us, poor sons of a day f" 

The old ballad, “ I wish 1 wore where Helen 
lies,” is silly to contemptibility. My alteration 
of it, in Johnson’s, is not miieh bc'tter. Mr. 
Pinkerton, in liis, what he calls, ancient balhuls, 
(many of them notorious, tliougli beautiful 
enough, forgeries,) has the best set. It is full 
of his own interpolations — but no matter. 

In my next I will suggest to your eousidcra- 
tion a few songs which may have escaped your 
hurried notice. In the meantime allow' me to 


i Mivi Rutherford, ot Kcrmlce In Sclklrkdilre, hy marriage Mrs. 
PdCrick ('ockburn. of Ormiston, She died in 171W, at an adianrcd 
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congratulate you now, as a brother of tlic quill. 
You have committed your character and fame, 
which will now be tried, for ages to come, by 
the illustrious jury of the Sons and Daughters 
OP Taste — all whom poesy can please or music 
charm. 

Being a bard of nature, I have some preten- 
sions to second siglit ; and I am warranted by 
the spirit to foretell and affirm, that your great- 
grand-child will hold up your volumes, and say, 
with honest pride, This so much admired se- 
lection was the work of my ancestor !” 

B.B. 

CCLXIT. 

^0 ^Domi^on. 

f Stcplicn Clarke, v ic name in at this stmuRc note, was a musician 
and enmposer ; he > a clever man, and had a high opinion of his 
own poweraj 

Avffusi, 1793. 

My dear Thomson, 

I HOLD tlie pen for our friend Clarke, who at 
present is studying the music of the spheres at 
my elbow. I’ho Cxcorgium Sid us lie tliinks is 
rather out of tune ; so, until he rectify that 
matter, he cannot stoop to terrestrial affairs. 

He sends you six of the rondeau subjects, and 
if more are \vanted, he says you sliall have 
them. 

Confound your long stairs ! 

S. Clarke. 

CCLXIII. 

^0 ^|bom«;on. 

Phillis the Fait” endured much at the hands of both Rums and 
Clarke. The young lady had reason to com])lain, wdieii the poet vo- 
lunteered to sing the imaginary love ot that tantastic fiddler. J 

August, 1793. 

Your objection, my dear Sir, to the passages 
in my song of ‘‘Logan Water,” is right in one 
instance ; but it is difficult to mend it : if I can, 
1 will. The other passage you object to does 
not appear in the same light to iri& 

I have tried my hand on “ Robin Adair,” and, 
you will probably think, witli little success ; but 
it is such a cursed, cramp, out-of-tlie-way mea- 
sure, that I despair of doing any thing better to 
it. 

While larks with little wing.' 


So much for hamby-pamby. I may, after all, 
try my hand on it in Scots verse. There I al- 
ways find myself most at home. 

I have just put the last hand to the song I 
meant for “ Canid kail in Aberdeen.” If it suits 
you to insert it, I shall be pleased, os the heroine 
is a favourite of mine; if not, I shall also be 
pleased ; because I wish, and will be glad, to see 
yon act decidedly on the business. ’ Tis a tribute 
as a man of taste, and as an editor, which you 
owe yourself. 

R. B. 

CCLXIV. 

[The Infusion of Highland airs and north country Bubjerts int(» tlie 
music and songs of Scotland, has invigorated both : Uurns, who had 
a fine car as well as a fine taste, was familiar with all, either High- 
land or Lou land.] 

Au0st, 179 . 3 . 

That crinkiim-cr.'inkiim tune, “Robin Adair,” 
has run so in iny head, and I succeeded so ill in 
my la>t attempt, that 1 have ventured, in this 
morning’s walk, one essay more. You, my dear 
Sir, will remember an imtbrtunate pivt of our 
worthy frienti Cuimiiigbam's story, which haji- 
pened about tliree yeai’s ago. That struck my 
fancy, and I endeavoured to do the idea justice 
as follows ; 

Had I a cave on some wild distant shore.* 

By tl)(i >vay, I have met with a musical Iligh- 
iiiiider in Broadal bane’s Feiicibles, which are 
quartered here, wdio assures me that lie uidl re- 
members his mother singing Gaelic songs to botli 
“Robin Adair,”* and “ Gramniachree.'’ 'fliey 
certainly |,iavo more of the Scotch than Irish 
taste in them. 

This man conies from the vicinity of Inver- 
ness: KO it could not be any intercourse with 
Ireland that could bring them ; except, what I 
.shreivdly suspect to lie the case, the wandering 
minstrels, harpers, and pipere, used to go iVe- 
quently errant through the wilds both of Scot- 
land and Ireland, and so some favourite aii-s 
might bo common to both. A case in point — 
they have lately, in Ireland, published an Irish 
air, as tliey say, called “ Caun du delish.” The 
tact is, in a publication of Corn's, a great while 
ago, you will find the same air, called a Highland 
one, with a Gaelic song set to it. Its name 
there, 1 think, is “ Oran Gaoil,” and a fine air it 
is. l)o ask honest Allan or the Rev. Gaelic 
parson, about these matters. 

ILB. 

> smeoa 
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CCLXV 

^0 illSc. ^Ibom^on. 

[While Hums oompnwit I'homson got some of the happiest 

embodied by David Allan, the palnto*. whose illustrations ol the 
f ientle Shepherd had been favourably ro eived. Hut save when an 
dd man was admitted to the scene, his designs may be reganied as 
failures: his maidens werccuarscand hi^^^ld wives rigwiddiccarlins.] 

Anyusty 1703. 

My DF.AB. Sir, 

‘‘ Lrt mo in this ae night” I will reconsider. 

1 iini glad tliat you are pleased with my song, 

“ Had I a cave,” &,c., as I liked it inyNt'lt*. 

I walJced out yesterday evening with a volume 
of the Museum in iny luind, when, turning up 
“ Allan Water,” What nuTiibers shall tlie imise 
r<'i)eat,** &c., as the words ajipeared tomeratlier 
iinwortliy of so tine an air, and reetil looting that 
it is on your list, I saD and raved under the sliade 
t.f an old thorn, till 1 wrote one to suit the mea- 
sure. 1 may he Avroiig ; hut I think it not in 
luy worst style. You must know, that in Ihim- 
say's Tea-tal>h‘, whore the modern song first ap- 
i»eari‘il, the ancient name of the tunc, Allan says, 

IS '■‘Allan Water," or “My love Annie’s very 
lioiinio." This last has certainly been a line of 
the original song; so I took up the idea, and, as 
\ oil will siH*, have iutrudiiced the line in its place, 
wljieh 1 jiiosuiiie it formerly occupied; though 
I likewise give } on a choosing line, if it should 
not hit the cut of your fancy ; 

ilv Allan stream I chanced to rove.' 

IJravo ! say I ; it is a good song. Should you 
lliink so too (not i‘lso) you can set the music to 
it, and h't the other follow as I’higlish vei'ses. 

Autumn is my propitious season. 1 make 
more verses in it than all the year else, (lod 
bless yon ! 

It. 15. 

CCLXVI. 

tTo 0it. '2ri)omson. 

I IMiilliSf ur riiilaiiclphia M'Mtirdo, in wlinsc hniuuir llurite 
inscd t ho Rong licKinniiiK **AtIown utiidiiig NitJi I did urij 
O ld aevcrid others, died September Ath, iaU.J 

Auytist, 1793 . 

Is “ Whistle, and ITl come to yon, my lad,’ 
one of your airs ? I adiniro it mueli ; and yes- 
terday I set the following verses to it. Urhani 
>vhoni 1 have met with here, begged them of me 
as he admires the air much ; but as 1 iinderstanc 
1 hat he looks with rather an evil eye on youi 
^ork, I did not choose to comply. However, i 


.he song docs not suit yonr taste I may possibly 
lend it him. The set of the air which 1 had iu 
my eye is in Johnson’s Museum. 

O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad.* 

Another favourite air of mine is, “The muckin’ 
i’ Gcordie’s byre.” When sung slow with ex- 
pression, I have wished tfiat it had had better 
Doetry ; that 1 have endeavoured to supply as 
follows : 

Adown winding Nith I did wander.® 

Mr. Clarke b(*gs you to give Miss Phillis a 
corner in your hook, as hlio is a particular flame 
of his, and out of compliment to him 1 have 
ma<lo the song. She is a Miss Pliillis ]\r‘Murdo, 
sister to “ iionnie .lean.” They are both pupils 
oflii.-i. You shall hoar from me, the very first 
grist I get from my rhyming-milL 

R.I5. 

CCTiXYll. 
iTo iHr, ^ri)om$on. 

[Hum ri.l n “(iloaming, the lwUigh\,' 

sa >8 C’lirric, “ is a lieau* whioh ought 10 he atlnpted 

in F.nglatul." Hums a latle the iteottUh langlu^$e 

}Htpuhir over the w’orlil. 

Augiisty 1703 . 

That tune, “ Canid kail,” is such a favourilo 
of yours, tiuit I once more roved out yesterday 
for a gluam ill-shot at the muses ; when the muse 
lluit presides o’er the shores of Nitli, or rather 
my .>lil ins]>iring dearest nymph, Coila, whis- 
jkm: «1 im' the following, 1 have two reasons for 
llmikiiig that it was my early, sweet simple m- 
spirer that was by my elbow, “ smooth gliding 
without step,’’ and pouring the song on my 
glowing fiiiiey. In tin; first place since I left 
C'oila’s native haunts, not a fragment of a poet 
lias arisen to clieer lier solitary musixigs, by 
catching inspiration from her, so I more than 
suspect that slic lias followed me Iiither, or, at 
least, maki's me occasional visits ; secondly, the 
la.^t stanza of this song 1 send you, is the very 
words that Coila taught mo many years ago, and 
ivhich I set to an old Scots reel in Jolmson's 
Museum. 

Come, let me take thee to iny breast,’ 

If you think the above will suit your idea of 
your favourite air, I shall be highly pleased. 
“ The last time 1 came o’er the moor” 1 cannot 
meddle with, as to mending it ; and the musical 
world have been so long accustomed to Ramsay’s 


> Song t'Cl. 


« Smig Cl' I II. 


< "oiig CCIV. 



364 


GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE 


words, that a different song, though positively 
superior, would not be so well received. 1 am 
not fond of choruses to songs, so 1 have not made 
one for the foregoing. 

R. B. 

CCLXVIII. 
tlTo t!ri)oms(on« 

I ''CauUl kail in Alierdecn. and castocks in StrahoKie,” are worda 
which liavc no ci)nne\ion with the sentiment of tiie song which 
Uums w rote tor the an. ] 

August, 1793 . 

Soxo. 

Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers.' 

So much for Davie. The choru**, you know, is 
to the low part of the tune. See Clarke’s set of 
it in the Museum. 

N. r». Ill tlie Museum they have drawled out 

the tune to twelve lines of poetry, which is 

nonsense. Four lines of song, and four of chorus, 
is tlie way.* 

CCLXIX. 

fMios Ifrlcn Craik, of Arhigland, had merit both as a pnetetx and 
lovclis-: her hallacb mav be cximparol with chose of Hector M*Nctl: 
icr not els had a Kasomng of satire in them.] 

Dumfries, August, 1793. 

jifADAM, 

80 SIC ratlier unlooked-for accidents have pre- 
vontf-d my doing myself the honour of a second 
visit to Arbigland, as 1 was so hospitably in- 
vited, and so jjositively meant to have done. — 
However, 1 still liope to have that pleasure be- 
fore the busy months of harvest begin. 

I (mclosc you two of my late pieces, as some 
l\iiul of return for the pleasure I have received 
in perusing a certain MS. volume of poems in 
the possession of Captain Riddel. To ro]>ay one 
with an old sung, is a proverb, w-hoso forc<*, you. 
Madam. 1 know, will not allow. Wliat is said 
of illm'iious dc'seent is, I believe, equally true 
of a talent for po(‘try, none ever despised it wlio 
had jireteiisiuiis to it. The fates and characters 
of the rhyming tribe often employ iny thoughts 
when I am disposed to lie melaiiclioly. There 
is not, among all the murtyrologies that ever 
■were penned, so rueful a nari’ative as tlie lives of 
the poets. — In the comparative view of wretches, 
the criterion is not what they are doomed to 

* St:e StMig LXl 1 . 


* 

suffer, but how they arc formed to bear. Take 
a being of our kind, give him a stronger imagin- 
ation and a more delicate sensibility, which be- 
tween them will ever engender a more ungo- 
vernable set of passions than are the usual lot of 
man ; implant in him an irresistible impulse to 
some idle vagary, such as arranging wdld flowers 
in fantastical nosegays, tracing the grasshopper 
to his haunt by his chirping song, watching the 
frisks of the little minnows in the sunny pool, or 
lumtiiig after the intrigues of butterflies — in 
short, send him adrift after some pursuit which 
shall eternally mislead him from the paths 
of lucre, and yet curse him with a keener relish 
than any man living for the pleasures that lucre 
can purchase ; lastly, fill up the measure of his 
w'oes by bestowing on him a spuming sense of 
liis own dignity, and you have created a wight 
nearly os miHcruble us a poet. To you, kTadam, 
1 need not recount the fairy jileasures the nmso 
bestows to counterbalance this catalogue of evils. 
Bewitching poetry is like bewitching w^oman ; 
she has in all ages betni accused of misleading 
mankind from the councils of wisdom and the 
paths of prudence, involving them in diflicultics, 
baiting them with poverty, branding them with 
infamy, and plunging them in the w'hirliiig vor- 
tex of ruin ; yet, where is the man but must own 
that all our hup])iiiess on earth is not worthy the 
name — that even the holy hermit's solitary j»ros- 
pect of paradisiacal bliss is but the glitter of a 
northern sun rising over a frozen n^gioii, coin- 
p«ared witli tlie many pleasun‘s, the nameless 
raptures that we owe to the lovely queen of the 
heart of man ! 

R. B. 

CCLXX. 

^0 EabP GIcncdtrn. 

[I'urn», M ilic t'nncliidinK |iRr«{fraph of this letter proves, 
tinued to the last }carsof Iii8 lire Uj think i if the eonipositioii 
S<Y>UMh (iraniii, u huh Sir U Mliir Scotl iuincnM he did not write 
BU’Ad ut pdunjigoiit umliituilis of lyru'it Inr Juhnkuii and'J'hoin! 

Mv Lady, 

Tiik honour yon have done your poor poet, in 
writing him so v(‘ry obliging a letter, and the 
jdeasure the eiielosed beMitiful verses have given 
him, t;ame very seasonably to his aid, amid the 
cheerless gloom and sinking desi>ondeney of dis- 
easftl nerves and De(;ember weather. As to 
forgetting tlie family of (ileneairn, Heaven is 
my witness witli what sincerity 1 could use those 
old verses which pl(*aso me more in their nido 
siinpUcity than the most elegant lines 1 ever saw. 

•* If thcp, Jcnivilem, I forfeit. 

Skill part tmtri my rlKht hand. 

M> tniiKiu* to my mnutli's roof let cleave# 

If I do hw foriiPtt 
JiriisHlfin, and theculM'Ve 
• M y < IiIlI ji»\ do luA wt.**— 
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When I am tempted to do any thing improper^ 

I dare not, because I look on myself as account- 
able to your ladyship and family. Now and 
then, when I have the honour to be called to the 
tables of the great, if I happen to meet with any 
mortification from the stately stupidity of self- 
sufficient squires, or the luxurious insolence of 
upstart nsbobs, I get above the creatures by 
calling to remembrance that I am patronised by 
the noble house of Glcncairn ; and ati gala-times, 
such as new-year’s day, a christening, or the 
Ivirn-iiight, when my punch-bowl is brought from 
its dusty corner and filled up in honour of the 
occasion, I begin with , — The Countess of Glen- 
cairn I hly good woman, with tlu^ entJiushiam 
c»r a grateful heart, next cries. My Lord! and so 
the toast goes on uijtil I end with Lady Harriets 
little angel! whose opithalamium 1 have pledged 
myself to write. 

When I received your ladyship's letter, T was 
just in the act of transcribing for you some 
verses I have lately composed; and meant to 
have sent them my fii*st leisure hour, and ac- 
quainted you with my late change of life. I 
nicntioned to my lord my fears concerning my 
fju*m. Those fears were indeed too true ; it is 
a bargain w’ould have ruined me but for the 
lucky circumstance of niy having an excise com- 
mission. 

Poo])le may talk as they please, of the igno- 
miny of the excise ; 30/. a year will support my 
wife and children, and keep me independent of 
the world; and I would much rather have it 
sjiid that my profession borrow<*d credit from 
me, than that I borrowed credit from my 
profession. Another advantage I have in this 
business, is the knowledge it gives m<‘ of the va- 
rious shades of human character, consequently 
assisting me vastly in iny poetic pursuits. I had 
the most ardent enthusiasm for the muses when 
nobody know- me, but myself, and that ardcnir is 
hy no means cooled now that my lord Glencairn’s 
goodness hits introdnce<l me to all the w’orld. 
-Not that 1 am in haste for the press. 1 have no 
idea of publishing, else T certainly had consulted 
my noble geiK'rons jiatron ; hut after acting the 
juirt of an honest man, and supporting iny fa- 
mily, my -whole wishes and views are directed to 
])fn*tie pursuits. 1 am aware that though I were 
1.0 give performances to the world superior to 
my former works, still if they -ivere of the same 
Kind with those, the comparative reception they 
would meet with would mortify me. I have 
turned my thoughts on the drama. I do not 
mean the stately buskin of the tragic ranse. 

* * * * 

Hoes not your ladyship think that an Edin- 
burgh theatre would be more amused -with affec- 
tation, folly, and whim of true Scottish growth, 
than manners which by far the gi’eatest part 
u1 the audience con only know at second 
hand ? 

1 have the honour to he, 

Your ladyship's ever devoted 
And grateful humble sen’ant, 

11. a 


CCLXXI. 

[Peter Pindar. Uie name under which it was the pleaiure of 
bitter but vulgar satinet. Dr. Wolcot, to write, was a man of little 
lyrical talent. He purchased a good annuity for the remainder of Ills 
life, by the copyright of his works, and survived his popularity uuiny 
years.] 

SepL 1793 . 

You may readily trust, my dear Sir, that any 
exertion in my power is heartily at your service. 
But one thing I must hint to you ; the very 
name of Peter Pindar is of great service to your 
publication, so get a verse from him now and 
then ; though 1 have no objection, as well as 1 
can, to bear the burden of the business. 

You know that my pretensions to musical taste 
are merely a few of nature’s instincts, untaught 
and untutored by art. For this reason, many 
musical compositions, particularly where much 
of the merit lies in counterpoint, however they 
may transport and ravish the ears of your con- 
noisseurs, affect my simple lug no otherwise than 
merely as melodious din. On the other hand, 
byway of amends, I am delighted with many little 
melodies, which the learned musician despises 
as silly and insipid. I do not know whether the 
old air “Iley tuttie taitio,’’ may rank among this 
number ; hut well I know that, with IVozer’ s haut- 
boy, it h as oft€in filled my eyes with tears. Thcreis 
a tradition, which 1 have met with in many places 
in Scotland, that it was llobert Bruce’s mai‘ch 
at tlic battle of Bannockburn. This thought, in 
yesternight’s evening walk w’arinod me to a pitch 
of enthusiasm on the theme of liberty and inde- 
peudenoe, which I threw into a kind of Scottish 
ode, fitted to the air, that one might suppose to 
he the gallant Royal Scot's address to his heroic 
followers on the eventful morning. 

Scots, wha hae -^vi’ Wallace bled,* 

So may God ever (h’fend the cause of truth 
and liberty, as he did that day ! Amen. 

P.S. 1 showed the air to Urhani, who wns 
highly pleased with it, and begged mo to make 
soft verses for it ; hut I had no idea of giving 
myself any trouble on the subject, till the acci- 
dental recollection of that glorious stroggle for 
fnvdom, associated with the glowing ideas of 
some other struggles of the same nature, not 
quite so ancient, roused my rhyming mania. 
Clarke’s set of the tune, with liis bass, you will 
find in the Museum, though 1 am afraid that 
the air is not what will entitle it to a place in 
your elegant selection. 

R.B. 
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CCLXXII. 

Zo iiJlr* ^ri)om5Son. 


[This letter contains furtlier pnnif of the lo\-c of Bums for the aim 
of the Highlands.] 

scpf. i7»:l 

I i>Aii.E say, my dear Sir, that you will l)c«?iii 
to think my icorrespondeneo is persecution. No 
matter, I can’t help it ; a hallad is luy hobby- 
horse, which, though other-wise a simple sort of 
liarrnless idiotical beast enough, has yet this 
blessed headstrong property, that when once 
it lias fairly made off w’ith a litipless wight, 
it gets so enamoured with the tinklo-giiiglc, 
tiiiklo-gingle of its own bolls, that it is sure to 
run poor pilgarlick, the bedlam jockey, <piite 
beyond any useful poiut or post in the common 
i*a(!e of men. 

The following song I have composed for ‘^Oran- 
gaioil,’’ the Ilighlaiul air that, you tell me in your 
last, you have resolved to give a place to in your 
boolv. 1 have this moment tinished tlie song, 
so ;>ou have it glowing from the mint. If it 
suit you, well ! — If not, His also w'cll ! 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive.* 

ILB. 

CCLXXill. 
tTo trjjomson. 

irher of the !>a!,'aeiou^ letters on Scnttiih mi 
.iciaiis would dll well tn rend and con&idir.J 

Sept, 1793. 

T havp: received your list, my dear Sir, and 
hero go iny observations on it.* 

“ Dow'ii the burn, Davie.” I have tin’s mo- 
ment tried an alteration, leaving out tlie last 
half of the third stanza^ and the first half of the 
last stanza, thus : 

As down the bum they took their way, 
And thro* the flowery dale; 

II is cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

And love was aye tlie tale. 

With “ Mary, when shall we return, 

Sic pleasure to renew 

Quoth Mary, “ Love, I like the burn, 

And aye shall follow you.” ® 

“ Thro* the wood laddie” — I am decidcnlly of 
opinion that both in this, and There’ll never 


*• SonKCCVIll. 

* Ml. "riiiiin'iiiij r lii-t oJ viiij:'. fi»r fiis pulilu ntion 

* Tbis isr nri ii1t(r<ttJ.in <jj unc of Crauluid’s Longs 


be peace till Jamie conies liamo,” the second 
or high part of the tune being a repetition of the 
first part an octave higher, is only for iiistru- 
nieiital music, and would be much better omitted 
in singing. 

“Cc>wden-knowes.” lloinember in your index 
that the sung in pure English to th^ tune, be- 
ginning, 

When summer iiimcs, the swnlns on Tweed-'" 

is the production of Crawfurd. llohert was his 
Christian name.* 

“Laddie, liis near me,” must lie by me for some 
time. I do not know tlie air; and until J am com- 
plete imxstor of a tune, in my own singing (such 
as it is) 1 can never compose for it. My -way 
is : I consider the poetic soiitimeiit cunvspon- 
dt'iit to my idea of the musical expression ; then 
chooose my theme; begin one stanza % when 
that is composed, which is generally the most 
diihciilt part of the business, I walk out, sit 
down now and then, look out for objects of na- 
ture around me that are in unison and harmony 
with the cogitations of my fancy, and worlviug.s 
of my husuin ; humming every now and then 
the air witli the versos 1 liave framed. When I 
1’et‘l my iniisi* lieginiiing to Ja«le, 1 rt'tire to the 
solitary fire-side of niy study, anil there commit 
my efiusions to papiT ; swinging at intervals on 
the hind-legs of my ell)o\v-ebair, by way of call- 
ing forth my own critical strictures as my pen 
goes on. Seriously, this, at home, is almost iu. 
variably iny way. 

What eursecl t‘gotism ! 

“ Gill Morice” I am for leaving out. It is a 
plaguy length ; the air itself is never sung ; and 
its i>liice can w'cll be siijiplied by oiii* or two 
songs for fine airs that are not in your list — for 
instance “ Craigieburn-wood” and “Roy’s wife.” 
The first, beside its intrinsic merit, lias no- 
velty, and the last has high merit as well as 
great celebrity. I ba\o the urginal words of a 
song for thi^ last air, in the handwriting of the 
lady who composed it ; and they are sujierior to 
4iny edition of the song which the public has yet 
seen. 

“ lligliland-laddie.” The old set w illjilease 
a mere Scotch ear best ; and the new an Italian- 
ised one. There is a third, and what Osw'ald 
calls the old “ Ilighland-laddie,” which ph-ases 
me more than either of them. It is sometimes 
called “ Ginglin Johntfie it being the air of an 
old humorous tawdry song of that name. You 
will find it in the Museum, “I hue been at 
Crookiedeii,” &c. I would advise you, iu the 
nuusical ipiandary, to ofiler upyoiir prayei*s to the 
muses for inspiring direction ; and in the mean- 
time, waiting for this direction, bestow a liba- 
tion to Bacclms; and there is not a doubt but 
you will hit on a judicious ehoieo. Probalum 
est, 

“ Alibi Sir Simon” I must beg you to leave 
out, and put in its jilace “ The Quaker’s wife.” 

* ' I llliil hlistiuii iicUiic Uii' \V tlljiuii. 
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“ Blytlie liae I been on yon hill,”' is one of 
the finest songs ever I made in iiiy life, and, be- 
sides, is composed on a young lady, positively 
tlie most beautiful, lovely woman in the world. 
As I purpose giving you the names and designa- 
tions of all iny heroines, to appear in some future 
edition of your work, perhaps half a century 
hence, you must certainly include “ The bon- 
niest lass in a’ the warld,’’ in your collection. 

“ Dainty Davie” I have heard sung iLiiictcen 
thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine times, 
and always with the chorus to the low part of 
the tunc ; and nothing has sui’priscd me so much 
as your opinion on this subject. Jf it will not 
suit as I iiroposcd, we will lay two of tlie stanzas 
together, hud then make the chorus follow, ex- 
actly as Lucky Nancy in the Museum. 

“ Fee him, lather 1 enclose you Frazer’s set 
of this tune when ho idnys it slow : in lact he 
makes it the language of despair. I shall here 
give you two stanzas, in that style, mcr<‘Iy to ti-y 
if it will be any inipro\enieiit. Were it jiossi- 
ble, in singing, to give it half the pathos whicdi 
Frazer gives it in playing, it would make lui ad- 
mirably pathetic song. I do not give these 
verses for any merit they liave. 1 composed 
them at the time in which “ Patie Allan's 
mithcr died — that was about the back o’ mid- 
iiiglit;” and by the lc‘e-side of a bowl of punch, 
which had overset every mortal iji company ex- 
cept the hautbois and the muse. 

'J’hou hast loft me ever Jamie. * 

“ tiockie and Jenny’’ 1 would discard, and in 
its place would put ** There’s nae luck about the 
house, which has a very pleasant air, and which 
is jiositively the finest love-balhid in that style 
in tlio IScottish, or perhaps in any other langnagi*. 
“ When she came ben she bobbit,” as an air is 
more beautiful than either, and in the adanle 
way would unite with a channing sentimental 
hiillud. 0 ^ 

“ Saw ye iny father?” is one of luy greatest 
favourites. The evening before last, I w’anderod 
out, and began a ti’iider song, in w hat I think 
is its native style. 1 must premise tliat the 
old w'liy, and the way to give most etteet, is 
to have no starting note, as the liildlers call it, 
but to burst at once into the inithos. livery 
country girl sings “ Saw yc iny father?” Ac. 

My song is but just begun ; and 1 should like, 
before 1 proceed, to know your opinion of it, 
X have sprinkled it w'ith the Scottish dialect, 
but it may be easily turned into correct Kng- 
lish.* 

“ Todlin hame.” Urbaiii, mentioned an idea 
of bis, w'hich has long been mine, that this air is 
highly susceptible of pathos : accordingly, you 
■will soou heiu* him at your concert try it to a 
song of mine in the Museum, Ye bauks and 


I SoriK t;x CV. » Sons t’CI X. 

Ry William Julius Mu’klc. 

^ ThcsciiiK hcif alludol zu is une wltich the jxivt aftmvanU smtjn 
■>» tiitin; hirin 

** Where arc the joys I line met in the morniiif;.'* 


braes o’ bonnie Doon.” One song mon» and I 
have done ; “ Auld long sync.” The air is but 
mediocre ; but the following song, the old song 
of the olden times, and which has never been iu 
print, nor even in manuscript, until I took it 
down from an old man’s singing, is enough to 
recommend any air.' 

Now, I suppose, I have tried your patience’ 
fairly. You must, after aU is over, have a uuiii- 
ber of ballads, properly so called. “ Gill Mo- 
rice,” “ Tranent Muir,” MacxdicrsoTi’s fare- 
well,” “ Battle of Sheriff-muir,” or, “ We i-an, 
and they ran,” (1 know the author of this cluirin- 
iug ballad, and Itis history,) “ Hardiknute,” 
“Biirbara Allan” (I can furnish a finer set of 
this tune than any that has yet aj^xieared ;) and 
besides do you know that 1 really have the old 
tune to which “The cherry and the slae” wassung, 
and which is mentioned as a well-knowm air in 
“ Scotland’s Complaint,” a hook published before 
poor Mary’s days ?“ It was then called “ The 
banks of llelicou an old poem which Pinker- 
ton lias brought to light. You will see all this in 
'rytler’s History of Scottisli music. The tune, 
to a learned car, may have no great merit ; but 
it is a great curiosity. I liave a good many origi- 
nal things of this kind. 

RB. 


(CLXXIV. 

^0 ^boms^on. 


I IturiiR listened ton rciulilv to the susrftestinii of Tiiomson, altrr 
* ltnu'«’s jlddresi, to Ikis tOMips at Iliinnockimrn:" whatever uuty !« 
themvria of the an ot *' Louis Gordon/' the snMime simplicity of 
till' uoid:. uas injniLil, hy the jUtcratiuri : it is now sunt^As nri(^. 
iialli written, hy all Diiigurs of uistc. J 

Sepiemher, 1703 . 

I AM h.appy, niy dear Sir, that my ode pleases 
you so much. Y’our idea, “honour’s bed,’’ is, 
though a beautiful, a hackneyed idea; so, if you 
please, w e will lot the line stand as it is. i have 
altered tlie song as follows : — ® 

N. 15. J have borrowed the last stanza from 
the common stall editiou of Wallace — 

' A talse usuri iks in cveiy foe, 

And liherty r i with every blow. 

A couplet worthy of Homer. Yesterday you 
Jiad enough of my corrcsxjondence. The post 
goes, and my head aches miserably. One com- 
fort ! 1 sufier so much, just now, in this world, 
for last night's joviality, that 1 shall escape scot- 
free for it in the world to come. Ameu. 

KB. 

» SongCCX. 

0 A curious and rare booki which Leyden afterwards 

3 SongCCVlI. 
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GENEJ(AL COKKESPONDENCE 


CCLXXV. 

^0 ^r. ‘STi^omsion. 

[The poet'i good scnie rose at last in arms against the cridduns 
of the muaidaUf and he refused to lessen the dignity of hia war* 
«ie hf any more altentions.] 

September f 1793. 

“ Who shall decide when doctors disagree ?” 
My ode pleases me so much tluit I cannot alter 
it. Your proposed alterations would, in my 
opinion, make it tame. I am exceedingly obliged 
to you for putting me on reconsidering it, as 1 
think I liave much improved it. Instead of 
“sodger ! hero !’^ 1 will have it “ Caledonian, on 
wi* me 

I luivc scrutinized it over and over; and to 
the world, some way or other, it shall go as it is. 
At the same time it will not in the least hurt 
me, should you leave it out altogether, and 
adhere to your first intention of adopting Logan’s 
verses. 

I have finished my song to “ Saw ye my Ei- 
ther ?’^ find in English as you will see. Tluit 
there is a syUahle too much for the expression of 
the air, is true; but, allow me to say, that the mere 
dividing of a dotted crotcliot into a crotchet and a 
quaver, is not a great mutter ; however, in that 
I have no pretensions to cope in judgment with 
you. Of the poetry 1 speak wnth confidence; 
hut the music is a business where 1 hint my 
ideas with the utmost diffidence. 

The old verses liave merit, though unequal, 
and are popular : my advice is to set the air to 
the old words, and let mine follow as English 
verses. Ilere they are ; — 

Where are the joys I have met in the morn- 
ing.’* 

Adieu, my dear Sir ! the post goes, so I shall 
defer some other remarks until more leisiin^ 

11. 15. 


CCLXXVI. 

Co Cbomgon.. 


[For ** Fy ! let ui a’ to the hridal," and ** Fv I gic me mv enggic. 
Sire," a* 1(1 *■ There’s nae luck ahrnit the house,” IJurna pats in a 
word of praise, from a feehng that 'J iiomson’a taste would hiduor 
him to exclude the first — one of our most original songs — from his 
collection.] 

September, 1793. 

I have been turning over some volumes of 
songs, to find verses whose measures would suit 
tiie airs for which you have allotted me to find 
Englifili songs. 


For “ Muirland Willie,” you have, in Ham- 
say’s Tea-Table, tm excellent song beginning, 
“ Ah, why those tears in Nelly’s eyes ?” As for 
“ The collier's dochter,'^ take the following old 
bacchanal : — 

“ Deluded swain, the pleasure, &c.” ' 

The faulty line in Logan- Water, I mend 
thus : 

How can your flinty hearts enjoy 

The widow’s tears, the oridian's cry ? 

The song otherwise w’ill pass. As to “ iM'Gre- 
goria Hua-Riith,” you will sec a song of mine 
to it, with a set of the air superior to yours, 
ill the !Museum, vol. ii. p. 181. The song he- 
giiis. 

Having winds around her blowing.* 

Yonr Irish airs are pretty, hut they are rauk 
Irish. If they were like tlie “ Hanks of Hanna,” 
for instance, though really Irish, yet in the 
Scottish taste, you might adopt them. Since 
you are so fond of Irish music, what say you to 
twenty-five of them in an additional manlier ? 
We euuld easily find this quantity of charming 
airs, 1 w'ill take care that you shall not want 
songs; and I assure you tliat you w’ould find 
it the most saleable of the w’bole. If you do 
not approve of Hoy's wife,’* for the music’s 
sake, yvo, bliall not insert it. “ Deil tak the 
wars” is a charming song ; so is, “ Saw yo niy 
IVggy ?” “ There’s nae luck about tin; bouse” 

well deserves a place, I cannot say that “ O’er 
the hills and fax awa” strikes me os equal to 
your selection. “ This is no my ain house" is a 
gre^at favourite airof mine; andif you will sen J me 
your set of it, I w'ill task my muse to her highest 
effort. What is your opinion of “ I hae laid a 
heiTin’ in s.aiit?” * I like it much. Yonr Jaco- 
bite aii-s are pretty, and there are many others of 
the same kind pretty; but yon liave not room for 
them. You ciuinot, I think, insert “ Fy ! let’s 
a’ to the bridal,** to any other words than its 
own. 

What pleases me, as simple and naive, dis- 
gusts you as ludicrous and low. For this 
reason, “ Fy ! gie me my coggie, Sirs,” “ Fy I 
let’s a’ to the bridal,** witli several others 
of that cast, arc to iqc highly ])1easiiig ; while, 
“ Saw ye my father, or saw ye my mother !” 
delights me with its descriptive simple patlios. 
Tlius my song, “ Ken ye W'hal meg o’ tlie mill 
has gotten?” pleases myself so iiiueh, that I 
cannot try my liand at another song to the 
air, so I sliall not attempt it. I know you w'ill 
laugh at all this; but “ilka man we^irs his belt 
his ain gait.’* 

R.B. 


> SongCCXIl. BSongLlL 
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CCLXXVIT. 

^0 iHttt. ^I^om^on. 

fOf the lien. Andrenr Enikine an account was communicated In 
a letter to U-oms by 'J'homionp which the writer has withheld. He 
was a frentieman of talent, and joint projector of Thomson’s now 
celebrated woric.] 


Octobei'y 1793 . 

Your last letter, my dear Thomson, was 
indeed laden with heavy news. Alas, poor 
Krsldne ! * The recollection that he was a co- 
ndjutator in your publication, has till now scared 
me from writing to you, or turning my thoughts 
on composing for you. 

I am pleased that you are reconciled to the air 
of the “ Quaker’s wife though, by the hyc, an 
old Highland gentleman, and a deep antiquarian, 
lellb mo it is a Gaelic air, and known by the 
luiiiie of “ Lcigcr in’ choss.” The following 
verses, I hope, will please you, os an English 
song to the air. 

Thine am I, iny faithful fair ; * 

Your objcctiou to the English song I pro- 
po.sed for “ John Audci'son my jo,” is certainly 
just. The following is by an old acquaintance 
of mine, and I think has merit. The song wiis 
never in print, which 1 think is so much in your 
favour. The more original good poetry your 
collection contains, it certainly has so much the 
more merit. 

SONG . — BY GAVIN TUBVBULl..’ 

Oh, coudcsmid, di-ar ('barnnnjt luud, 

AI y wretched state to view ; 

A tender Rwain, to love betrai’d, 

And sad. dbs(iBir, by you. 

While here, all melancholy. 

My passion 1 deplore. 

Vet, urg'd by stem, resistless fate, 

I liwe tbeemoreond more. , 

1 heard of lox’e, and with disdain 
The urchin’s power denied. 

I laugh’d at every lover’s paui. 

And mock'd them whai they sigh’d. 

Dut howmy state is alter'd I 
Those happy days are ’er; 

For all thy unrelcnung hate, 

I love thee more and more 

Oh, yield, illustrloiu lieauty, yicidJ 
No longer let me mourn ; 

And though victorious in tlie field. 

Thy capuve do not scum. 

Let generous pity warm thee. 

My wonted peace restore; 

And grateful 1 shall bless theesdU, 

And love thee more and more. 


The following address of Tumbull’s to the 
Nightingale will suit ns on English song to the 
air There was a lass, and she was fmr.” By 
the bye, TumbuU has a great many songs in 
MS., wliich I can command, if you like his 
manner. Possibly, as he is an old friend of 
mine, I may be prejudiced in his favoiur ; but I 
like some of his pieces very muclu 

THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Thou sweetest minstrel of the grove, 

That ever tried the plaintive strain. 

Awake thy tender talc of love. 

And soothe a poor forsaken swain. 


For though the muses ddgn to aid 
And teach him smoothly to complain. 
Yet Delia, c’harming. cruel maid. 

Is deaf to her forsaken swain. 


All day, wUli fashion's gaudy sons, 

Tn sport she wanders o’er the plain : 

Their talcs approves, and sdll slic sliu 
Tiic notes of licr forsaken swain. 

When e\'nm)g shades obscure the sk' 

And bring the solemn hours again 
Begin, sweet bird, thy melody. 

And sootlie a poor forsaken swain. 

I shall just transcribe another of lurnbuH’s, 
which would go charmingly to “Lewie Gor- 
don.” 

LAURA. 

Let me wander where I will, 

By shady wood, or winding rill ; 

Where the sweetest May-born flowm 
I’aiiit the iiiuidows, deck the boweis ; 

W here tiic linnet's early song 
Echoes sweet the woods among: 

Let me wander where 1 will, 

Laura Iiaunts my fancy still. 


If at rtisy dawn I choose 
To indulge the stniling muse ; 

It I court some C(k>1 retreat. 

To HTOUl the noonude heat ; 

If beneath the moon's pale ray. 
Till o’ unfrequented wilds 1 stray; 
Ixt me wander where 1 will, 
Laura haunts my fancy sdll. 


\\ hen at night the drowrsy god 
Waves his sleep-compelling red. 

And to fancy's wakeful eyes 
Bids edestial vision nsc, 

Wliile w’itli boundlcsi joy 1 rove 
Thro' the fairy land of love; 

Let me wander where 1 will, 

Laura haunts my fancy still. 

The rest of your letter I shall auswer at some 
other opportunity. 

It. B. 


* “ I'lic Honourable Andrew Erdtine, whose melaiichaly death Mr. 
Thomson had cnmmunicaml 4n an exceUeiit letter, which hehassup- 
PR-ssed."— U u RRi K. 

* Song CCX III. 

-vin Turnbull was the author of a now forgotten voluine« 
♦^iWished at Glasgow, m lywi, under the title of ” I’octical Kssajs.*^ 
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GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE 


CCLXXVTTT. 

Vo iW'iWutOo, 

WITH A PARCEL. 

{The collection of songs alluded to In this letter, are only knonm 
to die curious in loose lore: they vrere printed by an obscure booh- 
aaller, but not before death liad secured him from the indignation of 

Hums.] 

Dumfriesy [December, 1793.] 

Sir, 

’Tis said that we talcc the greatest liberties 
with oiir greatest fricuds, and I pay mysrdf a 
very high compliment in the manner in wliich I 
am going to apply the remark. I have owed 
you money longer than ever I owed it to any 
man. Here is Kcit's account, and here are the 
six guineas; and now I don't owe a shilling to 
man- -or woman cither. But for tliese damned 
dirty, dog's-ear’d little pages, ' I had done 
myself the lionour to have waited on yon long 
ago. IndepcMuleiit of the obligations your lios- 
pitality has laid me under, the conseioiisnoss of 
your superiority in the rank of man and gentle- 
man, of itself was fully as mucli as I could ever 
make head against ; but to owe you money too, 
was more than I could face. 

I think I once mentioned something to you 
of a collection of Scots songs I have for some 
years been making; I semi yon a ptuusal of 
what I have got together. I could not conve- 
niently spare them above five or six days, and 
five or six glances of them will i^robablymore than 
suffice you. AVlicn you are tired of tlicm, please 
leave tljem witli IMr. Clint, of tlie King’s Arms. 
There is not another copy of the collection 
in the world ; and I should be sony that any 
unfortunate negligence should depri\e me of 
«liat has cost me a good de.;il of jmiiis. 

1 have the honour to be, &c. 

II. B. 

CCLXXIX. 

Co iH^iHurbO, 

DRUMLANRIG. 

n'lir-c words, thrown into the form of a note, are coined from a 
nlatik i>'af of the imet'i works, pitbtished in two voluinesi nnall 
xtavoiin 17S9.] 

Dumfries, 1793. 

W»i.L Mr. IVI'Afurdo do me the favour to ac- 
cept of Ihtisc volumes; a ti-ifling but sincere 
mark of the very high respect 1 boar for his 
worth as a man, his manners as a gentleman, 
and his kindness as a friend. However inferior 
now, or afterwards, I may i-ank as a poet ; one 


honest virtue to which few poets can pretend, 
I trust I shall over claim as mine : — to no man, 
whatever his station in life, or his power to 
serve me, have I ever paid a cumpliment at the 
expense of truth. 

The Author. 


CCLXXX. 
^"0 ©aptaht 


(This excellent Irttcr obtained from Stewart of Dalpruise, is copied 
from my kind friend Chambers's collccuun ot Scottish songs, ] 


Dumfries, 5lh December, 1793, 

Sir, 

Heated as T was with wine yesternight, I 
was perhajis rather seemingly iinpertiiiciit in 
my anxious wisli to bo honoured with your ac- 
quaintance. You will forgive it; it was tluj 
impulse of heart-felt respect. “Jle is the fa- 
ther of tlio Scottish county reform, and is a 
man who does lionour to the business, jit the 
same tiint* that the business does lionour to liiiu,’’ 
said my worthy friend Glenriddel to .somebody 
by me who was talking of your coming to tiiis 
county with your corps. “ 'J'hen,’^ 1 saitl, “ f 
have a woman’s longing to take liiin by the band, 
and say to liiin, ‘ Sir, I lionour you as a man 
to whom the interests of Iinmanity are dear, and 
as a jiatriot to whom the rights of your country 
are sacred.’ ” 

In times like these, Sir, when onr commoners 
are barely able by the glimmer of their own 
twilight understandings to scrawl a frank, and 
when lords are, wdiat gentlemen would Ik* 
ashamed to be, to whom shall a sinking coini- 
try call for help ? To the independent eountiy 
gentleman? To him who has too deep a stake 
in his coimtiy not to be in c^arni'st for her wt‘l- 
farc ; and who in the honest pride of man can 
view witJi equal coiitcini>t the insolence of oflico 
and the allurements of coriuption. 

T mentioned to you a Scots ode or song I liad 
lately composed, and which I think has sona* 
merit. Allow me to enclose it. 'When \ fall 
in with you at the tlieatre, I shall be glad to 
have your opinion of it. Accept of it, Sir, 
as a very humble but most sincere tribute of 
respect from a man, who, dear as be prizes 
jioetic fame, yet liolds dearer an mdepeudent 
mind. 

I liave the honour to be, 

Klk 


Soottiih Bank Notes. 
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CCLXXXI. O what insignificant, sordid wretches are they, 

however cliance may have loaded them wdth 
iflihticl* w'calth, who go to the graves, to their mag- 
nificent with liardlythe conscions- 

Who wa» about to bespeak a Play one evening at ness of having made one i)oor honest lieiirt 
the Dumfries Theatre. happy ! 

Jlut I crave your pardon, Madam ; I came to 
beg, not to preack « 

[This clever Indvi to whom Hnrns so happil}' applies the words of t> 

J'homwn, died Ml the year 1U20, at Hampton Court. J • ** 


I am thinking to send my “Address” to some 
periodical imhlication, but it has not yet got 
your sanction, so pray look over it. 

As to the Tuesday’s play, let iiui hog of you, 
iiiy dear madam, to give us, “ ’I'he Wonder, a 
AVtunaii keeps a Secret !” to which please :uld, 

“ TJjc Spoilt Child” — you will liighly oldigc me 
l)y so doing. 

All, what an enviable creature you are. 
There now', this eursisl, gloomy, blue-devil day, 
you are going to a party of choice spirits — 

“ 'IVi p’.ny the slmpes 
Orfmlio taiK > , iiod uicesfiant form 
'riiiiM'miuil 1 1. luitii, AShcinlikHl tram 
Of rtect idu'tsi, never join’d before, 

\\ hne lively toU t'xeitcs to »;«>’ smpiise ; 

Or fiil 1 y.|),uiitin:;//f/ofO'ri‘, ttwtve hi‘nstll, 

C'lilMrtuqliter foiih, dcvp^.sliakiti;; e\trii nene.” 

'riiOMSON. 

Ihit as you njoieo w-ith Llioni tliat do rejoiee, 
do also remember to wee]) witli them that weep, 
and pity your mel.iiicholy friend. 

11 . 1 >. 

(TM.XXXn. 

^To a Uabri, 

IN I'AVOITH or A PL AY lilt’s IIENEFIT. 

'nt of the lady to ulioi $ letter is addressctl, ha 

Dumfries^ 1704 . 

Madam, 

You Avero so very good as to jiromiso me to 
himour my frimid with yonr jiresenee on his 
benefit iiiglit. Tliat night is fixed for Friday 
first : the ])itiy a most interesting one ! “ The 

Way to Kt‘ep Him.” 1 have the jdeasure to 
know Mr. G. Avell. 1 1 is merit as an actor is 
generally ackuoAvl edged. lie has genius and 
worth Aviiicii would do honour to patronage: ho 
a poor and modest man ; claims Avhieli from 
tluir very silenee have the more forcible 
power on the gein'roiis heart. Alas, for pity ! 
Hiul from the indolence of those who Jiavo the 
good things of this life in their gift, too often 
do(‘sl)razen-froiitedimportuiiity'siiatch that boon, 
the righful due of retiring, huiiilde want ! Of 
all tho qualities avo assign to the author and 
director of nature, by far the most en\iahle is — 
^ be able “ to wipe iiAvay all tears from all eyes.’# 


CCLXXXIIL 

^0 fijc <!?arl of lJueJan, 

With a Copy of Iirticr*s Address to his Troojts at 
liannnckbnrn. 

f'riiK f.iiitastu* Ka“l nf lliicliiin dirJ a few vvais Hfn'.: whfii he 
WAS put uitu the liurial-Rnmiid, at llryliurKh, l\w head was 

liuil tilt urontfway. uhich Sir WaltLT ScottbiUd u,uiliitle inattiT, 
a-v It held nt'vtr bvrii (|uice i ifjht in liis litctnuc*. j 

Dumfries, Vllh January, 171 * 4 . 

My Lord, 

Wini. your lordship allow me to present you 
with tho t'uelosed little composition of mine, as 
a small trilmte of gratitude for the aeqiiahitauce 
M ith which you have been pleased to lionour me. 
Independent of my enthusiasm as a Scotsman, 
I have rarely met with anything in history, 
Avliich interests my feelings as a man, equal with 
the story of liannockhuni. On tho one hand, a 
cruel, but able usurper, le.ading on the finest 
army in Kuropo to extinguish the last spark of 
fri’edom among a gnsitly-daring and greatly-in- 
jured peojile; on the other liuiid, tho despe- 
rate rtdics of a gallant nation, devoting them- 
seh'es to rescue their bleeding countiy, or perish 
vith her. 

Lilierty ! thou art a jirizo truly, and indeed 
iin.fluable ! for never caiist thou he too dearly 
bought ! 

Jf my little ode lias the honour of your lord- 
ship’s ajiprobation, it will gratify iny highest am- 
bition. 

I have the honour to he, &e^ 

li. a 


c:CLXXXlV. 

^To Chaplain iHiUrr, 

DAI.SWINTON. 

fraptain M iller, of Dalswinun, sat in the Tlnusc of Common:; for 
tliv numtritfs district of hormiKlis. Dnlswinuni has luuseil fruiii the 
fttiiuly to iny friend James M‘Ali) ne Leny, tisii.] 

Deaa Sin, 

TiiK following ode is on the subject whirl 1 
liiioAv, you by no means regard Avith indifference. 
Oil, Liberty, 
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** Tliou mak%t the gloomy face of nature gay* 

Gi\’*st beauty to the sun, uid pleasure tu thcdtiy.*' 

AuDrson. 

It does me much good to meet with a man 
whose honest bosom glows with the generous 
enthusiasm, the heroic daring of liberty, that I 
could not forbear sending you a composition of 
my ^wn on the subject, wliich I really thmk is 
in my best manner. 

I have the lionour to he, 

Dear Sir, &c. 

B.B. 


CCLXXXV. 

^0 liibticl. 


!Thc dragon guarding the Hesperian fruitt was simply a military 
officer, w ho, with the courtesy of tliose whose trade is arms, paid at- 
tention to the lady, j 

Dear Madam, 

I MEANT to liavc called on you yesternight, 
but as I edged up to your box-door, the tirst 
object w’hich greeted my view, was one of those 
lobster-coated pujipics, sitting like another dra- 
gon, guarding the Hesperian fruit. On the con- 
ditions and capitulations you so obligingly offt‘r, 
I shall certainly make my weather-beaten rustic 
phiz a part of your box-furniture on Tuesday ; 
when we may arrange the business of the visit. 

Among tlio profusion of idle coiripliinents, 
'which insiduous craft, or unmeaning folly, in- 
cessantly offer at your shrine — a shrine, liow far 
exalted above such adoration — permit me, were 
it but for rarity’s sake, to pay you the honest 
tribute of a -warm heart and an independent 
mind ; and to assure you, that I am, tliou most 
amiable and most accomplished of thy sex, 
with the most respectful esteem, and fervent re- 
gard, thine, &c. 

R.B. 


CCLXXXVJ. 


plTie jiatlcnt sons of order and prudence seem often to have stirred 
the iwi tc such invectives as this letter exhibits.] 


1 WILL wait on you, my cver-valued friend, 
but whether in the morning I am not sure. 
Sunday closes a period of our curst revenue bu- 
siness, and may probably keep me employed 
with my pen until noon. Fine employment for 
a poet s pen ! There is a species of the human 


g^nus that I call the gin~horse elan: what enviable 
logs they are ! Round, and round, and round they 
gOj—Mundeirs ox that drives his cotton-mill is 
their exact prototype — without an idea or wish 
beyond their circle ; fat, sleek, stupid, patient, 
quiet, and contented; while here I sit, altogether 
Novemberish, ad*mn’d melange of frotfulness 
and melancholy ; not enough of the one to rouse 
me to passion, nor of the other to repose mo in 
toi-por, my soul flouncing and fluttering round 
her tenement, like a wild finch, caught amid the 
horrors of winter, and newly thrust into a cage. 
Well, I am persuaded that it was of me the He- 
brew sage prophesied, wlien he foretold — “ And 
behold, on whatsoever this man doth set his 
heart, it shall not prosper I” If my resentment 
is awaked, it is sure to be where it dare not 
squeak : and if — * * * * 

Prny that wisdom and bliss be more frequent 
visitors of 

R.B. 

CCLXXXVII. 

f'l'hc bard often offended and often appeased Uua wtuimical but verv 
clever laily.J 

1 HAVE tliis moment got the song fj’om Syme, 
and I am sorry to sec that he has spoilt it a 
good deal. It sluill be a lesson to mo how I 
lend him any thing again. 

I have sent yon “Werter,'* truly hap])y to 
have any tlie smallest opportunity of obliging 
you. 

’Tis true, ^ladam, I saw you once since I wa-s 
atWoodlea; and* that once froze the very life- 
blood of my heart. Y our reception of me w’as 
such, that a wretch meeting the eye of his judge, 
about to i^ronounce sentence of death on him, 
could only have envied my feelings and situa- 
tion. But I hate the thonie, and never more 
shaU write, or speak on it. 

One thing 1 shall proudly say, that I can pay 
Mrs. R. a liigher tribute of esteem, and appreci- 
ate her amiable worth more truly, than any 
iimii whom I have seep approach her. 

R.B. 

CCLXXXVIIL 

Co 

f Bums often complained In company, and loiniiritw— Jn iiu ictten 
of the caprice of Mn. Rtadcl.] 

I HAVE often told you, my dear friend, that ^ou 
had a spice of caprice in your compositioxL 



OF ROBERT BURNS. 


373 


and you have as often disavowed it; even perhaps 
wliile your opinions were, at the moraont, irre- 
fragahly proving it. Could any thing estrange 
me from a friend such as you? — No! To- 
morrow I shall have the honour of waiting on 
you. 

Farewell, thou first of fnends, and most ac- 
complished of women ; even with all thy little 
caprices ! 

R.B. 


CCIiXXXIX. 

^0 mtfi. mmi 

[^The offended iRdjrwaB soothed by this submissive letter, <iiidthc 
Mrd wns re-established in her good graces.] 

Madam, 

I KETuiiK your common-place hook. I have 
poriiscd it with muc}i pleasure, and would liavo 
eoTitinued my criticisms, hut as it seems the 
critic has forfeited your esteem, his strictures 
must loose their value. 

If it is true that “ offences come only from 
the heart,” before you I am guiltless. To ad- 
mire, esteem, and prize you as the most accom- 
plished of women, and the first of friends — if 
tliesc arc crimes, I am the most offending thing 
alive. 

In a face where I used to meet the kind com- 
placency of friendly confidence, now to find cold 
neglect, and contemptuous scorn —is a wrench 
that my heart can ill hear. It is, however, 
some kind of miserahlc good luck, and while de 
haui-en-bas rigour may dcjiress an uiioffeiidiug 
wretch to the ground, it has a tendency to 
rouse a stubhorii something in his bosom, which, 
though it cannot heal the wounds of his soul, is 
at least an ojiiate to bluut tlieir poignancy. 

With the profoundest respect for your abili- 
ties; the most sincere esteem and ardent re- 
gard for your gentle heart and amiable man- 
ners; and the most fervent wish and prayer for 
your n iilfare, peace, and bliss, 1 have the ho- 
nour to be, 

Madam, 

Your most devoted humble servant, 

II. B. 


eexe, 

lEo 3Jo5tt Ssme, CFsq. 


[John Sjrmct of the utamp^fAcc, was the companion os 'xrell t 
comrade in armi, of llurni: he was a well-liifonncd gentlemai 
Im'cd witty company, and ginned in rhyme uow and tlien; his epi 
gnuns were often happy.] 

You know that among other liigli dignities 
you have the honour to be my supreme cour^o 


critical judicature, from which there is no ap- 
aeah 1 enclose you a song which I composed 
dnee I saw you, and 1 am going to give you the 
history of it. Do you know that among much 
‘.hat 1 admire in the characters and manners of 
hose great folks whom 1 have now the honour 
to call my acquaintances, the Oswald family, 
there is nothing charms me more than Mr. Os- 
wald's unconcc^ble attachment to that incom- 
parable woman. Did you ever, my dear Syme, 
neet with a man who owed more to the Divine 
jiver of all good things than Mr. O. ? A fine 
ortunc ; a pleasing exterior ; self-evident ami- 
ihle dispositions, and an ingenuous upright mind, 
and that informed too, much beyond the usual 
run of young follows of his rai^ and fortune : 
and to all this, such a woman ! — ^but of her 1 
shall say nothing at all, in despair of saying any 
thing adequate : in my song 1 Iiave endeavoured 
to do justice to what would be his feelings, on 
seeing, in the scene I have drawn, the liabitu- 
tion of his Lucy. As 1 am a good deal pleased 
with my performance, I, in my first fciwour, 
thought of sending it to Mrs. Oswald, but on 
second tliouglits, perhaps what I ofler as the 
liouest incense of genuine respect, might, from 
the well-known fjharacter of poverty and poetry, 
be construed into some modification or other of 
that servility wliich my soul abhors. 

E.B. 


CCXCI. 

To 


[ Burns, on other oct asinns than this, recalleil both his IcttCTB anJ 
vcrsc^ . It is to be iq^rciud tJiat be did not recall more of both.] 


Dumfries, 1794. 


Madam, 

Notujxo short of a kind of absolute necessity 
could have made me trouble you with this letter. 
Except my ardent and just esteem for your 
souse, taste, and worth, every sentiment arising, 
in my breast, as I put pen to paper to you, is 
painful. Tho scenes I have passed with the 
friend of my soul and his amiable connexions ! 
the wTeiich at my heart to think that he is 
gone, for ever gone from ino, never more to meet 
in tho wanderings of a weary w'orld ! and tho 
cutting reflection of all, tliat I had most unfortu- 
nately, though most undeservedly, lost the confi- 
dence of that soul of worth, ere it took its flight ! 

These, Madam, are sensations of no ordinary 
anguish. — Ilowevor, you also may be offended 
with some imputed improprieties of mine ; sensi- 
bility you know I possess, and sincerity none 
will deny me. 

To oppose those prejudices which have been 
raised against me, it is not the business of this 
letter. Indeed it is a warfare 1 know not how 
to wage. The powers of {jositivo vice I can in 


A c 
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Bomo degree calculate, and against direct ma* 
levolence I can be on my guard ; but who can 
estimate the fatuity of giddy caprice, or ward off 
the unthinking mischief of precipitate folly ? 

I liave a favour to request of you, Aladam, 

and of your sister Mrs. , through your 

means. You know that, at the wish of ray late 
friend, I made a collection of all ray trifles in 
verse w’hich I had ever w'ritten. They arc many 
of them local, some of them puerile and silh', 
and all of them unfit for the public eye. As I 
have some little fame at stake, a fame that I 
trust may live when the hate of those who 
‘‘watcli for my halting,*' and the contumelious 
sneer of those whom accident has made ray su- 
perioi-s, will, with themselves, be gone to the 
regions of oblivion ; I am uneasy now for tlic fate 

of those manuscripts — Will ]Mi*s. have the 

goodness to destroy them, or return them to 
me ? As a pledge of frieudshiii they were be- 
stowed ; and that circumstance indeed was all 
their merit. Most unhappily for me, that merit 
they no longer possess ; and 1 hope that Mrs. 

■ ’s goodness, which I well know, and ever 

will revere, will not refuse this favour to a 
man whom she once held in some degree of esti- 
mation. 

Witli the siucercst esteem, 

I liave the honour to be, 

!Madam, Ac. 

R.B. 

CCXCII. 

CTo i^r. CJxinnmgJam. 

fThe rdiginiis frellnr r»f TJumii was s«imctiir.<>s blunted, but at 
tunes it Imrst out, as in tliM letter, wiili eloquence and fervour, min- 
kIoI with fear.J 

25/A Fchritaryy 1794. 

Canst thou minister to a mind diseased ? 
Caiist thou speak peace and rest to a soul tost on 
a sea of troubles, without one friendly star to 
guide her cojirse, and dreading that tlie next 
surge may overwlndin her ? Caiist thou give to 
a frame tremblingly alive as tlie tortures of sus- 
pense, the stability and hardihood of the rock 
tliat braves tlie blast ? If thou canst not do the 
least of tliese, why woiildst tliou disturb me in 
ray miseries, w’ith tby inquiries after mo ? 

• **«** 

For these two months I have not been able to 
lift a pen. My constitution and frame wore, ah 
oriffine, blasted with a deep incurable taint of 
hypochondria, which poisons my existence. Of 
late a number of domestic vexations, and some 
pecuniary share in the ruin of these cursed 
times ; losses wdiich, though ti’ifling, were yet 
what I could ill bear, have so irritated me, 
that my feelings at times cfudd only* he envied by 
a reprobate sjjirit listening to the senlence tliat 
dooms it to perdition. 


Arc you deep in the language of consolation P 
I have exhausted in reflection every topic of 
comfort. A heart a/ca^cwould have been cliarmed 
w'itli my sentiments and reasonings ; but os to 
myself, J was like Judtis Iscariot jjreacliing the 
gospel ; lie might melt and mould the hearts of 
those around him, but his own kept its native 
incorrigibility. 

Still there are two great pillars that bear us 
up, amid the wreck of misfortune and misery. 
The ONE is composed of the diflerent modifica- 
tions of a certain noble stubborn something in 
man, known by the names of courage, fortitude, 
magnanimity. The other is made up of those 
feelings and sentiments, which, l>ow'ov(*r the 
sceptic may deny them, or the entlnisiast disfl- 
guro them, are yet, I am convinced, original, 
and conqioncnt parts of the human soul ; tho.se 
smses of the mind, if I maybe allowed the ex- 
pression, wliieb curmcct ns with, and link us to, 
those awful, obscure realities — an all-powerful, 
and equally beneficent God; and a world to come, 
beyond death and the grave. The first gives tli<3 
iioivo of combat, while a ray of liopo beams on 
the field : the last pours the balm of comfort 
into the w'ounds which time can never cure. 

I do not rememlier, my dear Cunningham, 
that you and 1 ever talked on tlie subject of re- 
ligion at all. I know’ some who laugli at it, as 
the trick of the crafty few, to lead the nndis- 
cernliig many ; or at most as .an unei'rtain ol.- 
semity, which mankind can never Icnow^ any 
thing of. and wdth wJiieh they are fools if they 
give thoin.'selves niucli to do. Nor woulvl I 
quarrel w ith a man for his irreligion, .'iny more 
than 1 w’onld for his want of a musical ear. I 
woidd regret tliat he was shut out from wdiat, to 
me and to otliers, were sucli superlative sources 
of enjoyment. It is in this point of view', and 
for this rea'^on, tliat 1 w’ill deeply imime the 
mind of every cliikl of mine with religion. If 
my son should Iiappen to bo a man of feeling, 
sentiment, and taste, I shall thus add largely 
to his enjoyments. lA't me flatter myself that 
this sw’cet little fellow', w’ho is just now rmniiiig 
about my desk, will be a man of a melting, ardent, 
gloAving heart; and .m imagination, dt*liglited 
with the p-aintor, and rajit with the poet. Let 
me figure liim wandering out in a sweet even- 
ing, to inliale the balmy gales, and enjoy the 
grow iiig luxuriance of spring ; Jiimself the wliile 
ill tlio hlooniiiig youth mlife. lie looks abroad 
on all nature, and through nature* uj» to nature’s 
God. Jlis .soul, by sw'ift delighting degrees, is 
raj)t above this subliiiiary sjiherc*, until bo e.aii be 
silent no longer, and bursts out into the glorious 
entliusiasin of Thomson, 

** ns they rhanftc. Almighty Father, these 

Are hilt the \uricd 'Fhe rolImB year 

Ik full of thee.’* 

And so on in all the spii-it and ardour of tli.T-t 
rliarining liymn. Those arc no ideal pleasures, 
they are rtjal deliglits ; and X ask what of the de- 
lights among the sons of men are siijierior, not to 
sjti* equal to them ? And they liavo this precio-iiSy 



OV ROBERT BURNS. 


875 


vast addition, that cotisrious virtno stamps thorn 
for their own ; and lays hold on tliem to hrinp^ 
liorsolf into the presence of a witnessing, judg- 
ing, and approving God. 

R.B. 


CCXCIIT. 

tile CParl of Glcncaitn. 


{Tlic wUnnalli'ttcr Is in the possession of the Hon. Mrs. H<ill.ind, 
f Poyninfts : it is undatL'iI, hut from a menioraiidum on the back It 
piwnrs to have b(cn wiitten in May, 17ii4.] 


May, 1704. 

]\rT Lord, 

When you cast your eye on tlio name at the 
bottom (»f tills letter, and on tlie title-page of llie 
liook' i do myself the honour to send your lord- 
ship, a inoro pleasurable feeling than my vanity 
tells me, that it must be a name not entirely un- 
known to you. The generous ])atronage of your 
late illustrious brother found me in tiie lowest 
ohscurity ; lie introduced my rustic imiso to the 
])artiality of my country; and to him 1 owe all. 
My sense of his goodue^s, and the anguish of niy 
fOul at losing my truly noble protector and 
friend, 1 have endeavoured to express in a poem 
to his memory, which 1 have now jmhlishod. 
M’his edition is just from the press; and in my 
gratitude to the dead, luid my respect for tin* 
living, (fame boli<*s you, my lord, if you jiossess 
not the same dignity of man, which was your 
nol»le brotlicr’s chai-acteristic feature,) 1 had 
destined a copy for tlie Karl of Glencairii. I 
harnt just now that you are In town;— allow 
ino to present it you. 

1 know, my lord, such is the vile, venal conta- 
gion w'liich ])crvades the world of letters, tliat 
professions of respect from an author, particu- 
larly from a poet, to a lord, are more than sus- 
picions. I claim my hy-past conduct, and my 
feelings at this moment, us exceptions to the too 
just eoiielusion. J^xalted as are the lionoiirs of 
your lordship's name, and unnoted as is the ob- 
scurity of mine; witli the uprightness of an 
lamest man, 1 come before your lordshii) with an 
oftiTiiig, however humble, His all I have to give, 
of iny gratt'ful respect ; and to beg of you, my 
lord, — ’tis all 1 have to ask of you, that you will 
do me the honour to accept of it. 

I have the honour to be, 

B.n. 


CCXCIV. 

^0 1S^]bom«{on. 


[TIic correspondence between the poet and the musician was in- 
tcrruiited in spring;, but in summer and autumn the song-strains wera 
renewed.] 


May, 1794 . 


Mv DEAR Sir, 

I return you the plates, with which I am 
highly pleased ; I would humbly propose, instead 
of the younker knitting stockings, to I3ut a stock 
and horn into his hands. A friend of mine, who 
is positively the ablest judge on the subject I 
have ever met with, and though an unknown, 
is yet a superior artist with the burin, is quite 
charmed with Allan's manner. I got him a 
pc<*i) of tlio Gentle Shepherd and he pro- 
nounces Allan a most original artist of great ex- 
ccllenco. 

For my part, I look on Mr. Allan's choosing 
my favourite poem for his subject, to bo one 
of the highest compliments I ha^ ever re- 
ceived. 

I am quite vexed at Pleyel’s being coojicd up in 
France, as it will put an entire stop to our work. 
Now', and for six or seven months, I shall bo 
quite in song, as you shall see by and bye. I 
got an air, pretty enough, composed by Lady 
Elizabeth Heron, of Heron, which sho calls “The 
Jlunks of Cree." Crec, is a beautiful romantic 
stream, and as her ladyship is a particular 
friend of mine, 1 have written the following song 
to it. 


Here is the glen and here the bow'or. * 

R. R. 


CCXCV. 

^0 IDabtb C^ssq. 


fThc endorsement on the back of the original Imer shows in w hat 
far lands It has travelled: — •* Given by David McCulloch, Penang. 
laiU. A. Traser.” " Received, 1.1th December, liD.*), in Calcutta, 
from Captain Frazer's widow, by me, Thomas Uankme.** " Trans- 
mitted to Archibald Hastie, Esq., London, March, 27th, 1824, from 
IloTobay."] 


Dumfries, 2lst June, 1794. 

My dear Sir, 

My long-projected journey through your coun- 
try is at last fixed ; and on Wednesday next, if 
you have nothing of more importance to do, 
take a saunter down to Gatehouse about Invo or 
three o’clock, I shall be happy to take a draught 
of M'Kime's best with you. Collector Syme 
will be at Glens about that time, and will meet 
us about dish-of-tea hour. Syme goes also to 
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KeiToughtree, and let me remind yon of yonr 
kind promise to accompany me there, I will 
need all the friends I can muster, for I am in- 
deed ill at ease whenever I approach your ho- 
nourables and right honourables. 

Yours sinccrolv, 

R.B. 

CCXCVL 
^0 Hunlop. 

pCMtle Douglas is a thriving Galloway village : it was in other days 
called ** I’he Cariinwark,” hut accepted its present proud name from 
an opulent family of mercantile Douglasses, well known in Scotland, 
Ungland, and America.] 

Castle Douglas, 2oih June, 1704. 
Here, in a solitary inn, in a solitary vilhigc, 
am I set by myself, to amuse my brooding fancy 
as I inay.»-Solitary confinement, you know, is 
Howard’s favourite idea of reclaiming sinners ; 
BO let me consider by what fatality it happens 
that I have so long been exceeding sinfid as to 
neglect the corrospondenec of the most valued 
friend I have on earth. To tell yon that I have 
been in poor health will not be excuse enough, 
though it is true. I am afraid that I am about 
to suffer for the follies of my youtlu Hy medi- 
cal friends threaten me with a flying gout ; but 
I trust they arc mistaken. 

I am just going to trouble your critical pa- 
tience with the first sketch of a stanza I have 
been framing as I passed along tlie road. The 
subject is Liberty: you know, ray honoured 
friend, how dear the theme is to me. I design 
it an irregular ode for General Washington’s 
birth- day. After liaving mentioned the degene- 
racy of other kingdoms I come to Scotland 
thus : — 

Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among. 

Thee, famed for martial deed, and sacred song, 
To thee I turn with swimming eyes ; 

Where is that soul of freedom tied ? 

Imminglcd with the mighty dead ! 

Beneath the hallowed turf where Wallace 
lies. 

Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death, 

Ye hahhling winds in silence sweep, 

Disturb ye not the hero’s sleep.” 

with additions of 

That arm which nerved with thundering fate. 
Braved usurpation’s boldest daring ! 

One quenched in darkness like the sinking star, 
And one the palsied arm of tottering, power- 
less age.” 

You will probably liave another scrawl from 
me in a stage or two. 

R.B. 


CCXCVII. 

[The anxlecp of Bums aliout the arcunicy of his poetrjr. while ia 
tlio press, was Kreat: hr found full employ meut for months in onr. 
rectlnK a new edition of his poem&] 

Dumfries, 1794. 

My dear Friend, 

You should have heard from mo long ago ; 
but over and above some vexatious share in the 
pecuniary losses of these accursed times, I have 
all this winter been plagued with low spirits and 
blue devils, so that / have almost hung my harp on 
the mllow^trces, 

I am just now busy correcting a new edition 
of my poems, and tliis, with my oi-dinary busi- 
ness, finds me in full (smploymerit. 

I send you by ray friend Mr. Wallace forty- 
one songs for your fifth volume ; if wo cannot 
finish it in any other way, what would you tliiiilc 
of Scots words to some beautiful Irish airs ? 
In the mean time, at your leisure, give a copy of 
the Museum to my worthy friend, Mr. Peter Hill, 
bookseller, to bind for me, interleaved witli blank 
leaves, exactly as he did the Laird of Gleniid- 
del’s, that I may insert every anecdote I can 
learn, together with my own criticisms and re- 
marks on the songs. A copy of this kind 1 shall 
leave w’ith you, tlie editor, to publish at somq 
after period, by way of making tlie !Musoum a 
book famous to tiai end of time, and you re- 
nowned for ever. 

I have got an Highland Dirk, for which I 
have great veneration; as it once vras the dirk 
of Lord Balmerino. It fell into bad liands, wlio 
fatri})ped it of the .silver mounting, as well as the 
knife and fork. I liavo some thoughts of send- 
ing it to your care, to get it mounted anew. 

Thank you for, tlie copies of my Volunteer 
Ballad. — Our friend Clarke has done indeed well ! 
His cliastc and beautiful, I have not met with 
any tiling that has pleased me so mucli. You 
know I am no connoisseur : but that I am an 
amateur — will be allowed me. 

R.B, 

CCXCVIII. 

^0 iWr. t!rj^om0on. 

f The blank in this letirr could be filled up without writing 
but nothing ha& been omitted of an original nature.] 

July, 1794. 

Is there no news yet of Pleyel ? Or is your 
w'ork to be at a dead stop, until the allies set our 
modem Ori>heus at liberty from tho savage thi-al- 
dom of democrat discords? Alas the day ! And 
woe is me ! That auspicious period, pregnant 
witli the happiness of millions* • ^ * 
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I liavo presented a copy of ymn* songs to tho 
(langlitor of a much-valuod and inncli-lionourcd 
friend of mine, Mr. Graham of Fiutry. I wrote 
on the blank side of tho titlo-pagc the following 
address to the young lady : ^ 


Here, where the Scottish muse immortal lives, 

&c.* 


R.B. 


CCXCTX. 

^0 ^bom^on. 


[Thomson says to Burns. **Yoii have anticipated my ofnnion of 
*(Yer the seas and far awayi’" Yet some of the verses arc 
and touching.] 


man or a fool, until you produce 1dm to the world 
to try him. 

For that reason I send yon the offspring of my 
brain, abortions and all ; and, as such, pray look 
over them, and forgive them, and bum them. I 
am flattered at your adopting “ Ca* tho yowes 
to tho knowes,” as it was owing to me that ever 
it saw the light. About seven years ago I was 
well acquainted with a worthy little follow of 
a clergyman, a Mr. Clunie, who sang it chann- 
ingly ; and, at my request, Mr. Clarke took it 
down from his singing. When I gave it to John- 
son, 1 added some stanzas to the song, and 
mended others, Init still it will not do for you. 
In a solitary stroll which I took to-day, I tried 
iny hand on a few pastoral lines, following up tho 
idea of the chorus, which I would preserve. Hero 
it is, with all its crudities and imperfections on 
its head. 


30 tA 1794. 

The last evening, as I was straying out, and 
thinking of “ 0*er tho hills and far away,’^ I spun 
the following stanza for it; but whether my spin- 
ning will deserve to bo laid tqi in store, like the 
precious thread of the silk-worm, or brushed to 
the devil, like the vile mauufactiirc of tho spider, 
I leave, my dear Sir, to your usual candid criti- 
cism. I was pleased with several lines in it at 
first, but I own that now it appears rather a 
flimsy business. 

This is just a hasty sketch, until I see whether 
it bo worth a critique. Wo have many sailor 
songs, but as far as 1 at present recollect, they 
are mostly the effusions of the jovial sailor, not 
the wailings of his love-lorn mistress. I must here 
make one sweet exception — “ Sweet Annie frae 
the sca-beach came.** Now for the song: — 

How can my poor heart be glad.* 

I give you leave to abuse this song, but do it 
in the spirit of Christian meekness. 

R.B. 

CCC. 

[The stream on the hanks of which this song is supposed to hr sung, 
h known by three names. (;alm, nalgonar, and Cluden. It ri-ws 
nndcir tlie name of Cairn, runs through a wild countrj’, under 
the name of Dalgnnar, affitrding fine tmut-ftshing as well lu htw 
•ivnet, and under that of iMiidcn it all but wahiics the walls of Lin- 
cludeii College, and then unites with the Nith.J 


Sepf. 1794. 

I SHALX. withdraw my On the seas and far 
away*' altogether : it is unequal, .and unw'ortliy 
llie work. Making a poem is like begotting a 
S(ii : you cannot know whether you have a wise 


Ca* the yowes to the knowes, &c.' 

I sliall give you my opinion of your other 
newly adopted songs my first scribbling fit. 

It. B. 


cccr. 

f Dr. klaxwcil, whose skill called forth the praises of the poet, had 
tlic honour of being named hy liurkcin tlic House of Commons : he 
sharitl in tlic French revolution, and narrowly escaped the guillo- 
tine, like many other true friends of liberty.] 

Sep/. 1794. 

T)o you know a blackguard Irish song called 
"Onagh’s Waterfall?’* The air is channing, 
and I liavc often regretted the want of decent 
verses to it. It is too much, at least for my 
humble rustic muse, to expect that every effort 
of hers shall have merit ; still I think that it is 
better to have mediocre verses to a favourite air, 
than none at all. On this principle I have all 
along proceeded in the Scots Musical Museum ; 
and ns that publication is at its last volume, I 
intend the following song, to the air above men- 
tioned, for that work. 

If it does not suit you as on editor, you may 
be pleased to have yei*ses to it that you can sing 
in the company of ladies. 

Sac flaxen were her ringlets.* 

Not to compare small things with great, my 
taste in music is like tlie mighty Frederick of 
Piaissia's taste in painting : we are told that he 
frequently admired what the connoisseurs de- 
cried, and alxrays without any hypocrisy con- 
fessed his admimtion. I am sensible that my 
taste in music must be inelegant and vnlgar, be- 
cause people of undisputed and cultivated taste 
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can find no merit in niy favourite tunes. Still, 
because I am cheaply pleased, is that any reason 
tvliy I should deny myself that pleasni-o ? Many 
of our strathspeys, ancient and modem, give me 
most exquisite enjoyment, where you and other 
judges would probably be showing disgust. For 
inst^ce, I am just now making verses for 

RothGmui*che's rant,” an air which puts me in 
raptures ; and, in fact, unless I be pleased with 
the tune, T never can make verses to it. Here 
I have Clarke on my side, who is a judge that I 
will pit against any of you. “ Rothemurche,” 
he says, “ is an air both original and beautiful 
and, on his rcH^ommendation, I have taken the 
first part of the tunc for a clioins, and the fourth 
or last part for the song. I am but two stanzas 
dee]) in the work, and possibly you may think, 
and justly, that the poetry is as little worth your 
attention as the music. 

[Hero foIlow^ two stanzas of the song, befjinnlng •* Lassie \w' the 
lint-white ticks.” Song CCXXXll I. J 

I have begun anew, Let mo in this ae night.” 
Ho you think that wo ought to retain tlie old 
chorus ? J think we must retain both the old 
chorus and tht‘ first stanza of the old song. I do 
not altogether like the tliird line of the first 
stanza, but euniiot alter it to jileasc myself. 1 
am just three stanzas deep in it. Would you 
have the denouement to bo stieccssful oi* otlier- 
w'is)‘ ? — should she ** let him in” or not ? 

Did you not once propose “The sow’s tail to 
Geordie” as an air for your work ? I am quite 
delighted with it ; but I acknowledge that is no 
mark of its real excellence. I onee set about 
verses for it, w'hicli I meant to bo iji the alter- 
nate way of a lover and his mistress chanting 
together. I have not the jiloasure of knowing 
Mrs. Thomson’s Christian name, and yours, 1 
am afraid, is rather burlesque for sentiment, 
else 1 had meant to have made you the hero and 
heroine of the little piece. 

How do you like the following epigium which 
I wrote the other day on a Io^'eIy young girl’s 
recovery from a fever ? Doctor Maxwell was 
the pliysician wlio seemingly saved her from the 
grave ; and to him I address the following : 

TO DR. IklAXWELL, 

OV MISS JESSIE STAIg\s RECOVERT. 

Maxwell, if merit here you crave, 

That merit I deny : 

You save fair Jessy from the grave ? — 

An angel could not die ! 

God grunt you patience with this stupid epistle ! 

R. B. 


CCCII. 

[I'hc pner relates the histnry of several of his best songs in thii let- 
ter : the true old strain of ** Andro and his cutty gun” is the first of 
its kind.] 

19/^ October^ 1794. 

Mt pear Friekd, 

By tliis morning’s i)Ost I have your list, and, 
in general, I highly approve of it. I shall, at 
more leisure, give you a critique on the whole. 
Clarke goes to your tow'ii by to-day's fly, and I 
w'isli you \vould call on him and take his opinion 
in general : you know his taste is a standard. 
He will return here again in a week or two, so 
please do not miss asking for him. One thing I 
hope he w'ill do — persuade you to adopt my fa- 
vourite ‘‘ Craigieburn-wood,” in your selection ; 
it is as great a favourite of his as of mine. The 
lady on whom it w'as mtide is one of the finest 
women in Scotland ; and in fact ( entre nous ) is 
in a manner to me what Sterne’s Eliza was to 
him — a mistress, or friend, or what you will, in 
the guileless simplicity of Platonic love. (Now, 
don’t put any of your squinting constructions on 
this, or have any clishmaclaver about it among 
our acquaintanct‘S.) I assure you that to my 
lovely friend you are indebted for many of your 
best songs of mine. Do you think that the 
sober, gin-horse routine of existence could in- 
spire a man with life, and love, and joy — could 
fire him witli enthusiasm, or melt him with 
pathos, equal to the genius of your book ? No! 
no ! 'Whenever I -want to be more than ordi- 
nary ill song — to be in some dc‘gree equal to 
your diviner airs — do you imagine I fast and 
pray for the celestial emanation ? Tout au con- 
iratrei I have a glorious recipe; the very one 
tliut for Ids owi> use was invented by the di- 
vinity of healing and poetry, when erst he i)iped 
to tlic flocks of Admetus. 1 i)ut myself in a 
regimen of admiring a fine woman ; and in pro- 
jiortion to the adorability of her charms, in pro- 
I)ortion you are delighted with iny vensos. The 
lightning of her eye is the godhead of Parnassus 
and the witchery of her smile the divinity ot 
Helicon ! 

I'o descend to business ; if you like my idea 
of When she cam ben she bobbit,” the follow- 
ing stanzas of mine, 'altered a little from what 
they were formerly, when set to another air, may 
pcrhajis do instead of worse stanzas : — 

O saw ye my dear, my Phely.* 

Now for a few niiscellaneous remarks. “The 
Posie” (in the Museum) is my composition; the 
air w'as taken down from Mrs. Bums's voice. It 
is well known in the west country, but the old 
words are trash. By the bye, take a look at tli^ 
tune again, and toll me if you do not think it 
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the original from wliicli “ Roslin Ciisllc” Ls com- 
posed. The second part in iMirticular, for the first 
t wo or throe bars, is exactly the old air. “ Stratli- 
allan’s Lament’' is mine; themiisicisby our right 
trusty and deservedly well-beloved Allan Mas- 
terton. “ Donocht-Kead” is not mine ; 1 would 
give ten pounds it were. It appeared firet in the 
Kdinburgh Herald, and came to the editor of 
that paper with the Newcastle post-mark on it. 
“ Whistle o’er the lave o’t” is mine : the music 
said to be by a John Bruce, a celebrated violin 
player in Dumfries, about the beginning of this 
century. This I know, Bruce, who was an ho- 
nest man, though a red-wud llighlandnian, con- 
stantly claimed it ; and by all the old musical 
people here is believed to be the author of it. 

“ Andrew and his cutty gun.” 'Plie song to 
which this is set in the Museum is mine, and 
was composed on Miss Kitpliemia IMurray, of 
Lintrose, commonly and deservedly culled flic 
Flower of Strathmore. 

“How long and dreary is the night 1” I met 
with some such words in a collection of songs 
soinewdicre, which I altered and <*nlai*ged ; and 
to please you, and to suit your favourite air, I 
have taken a stride or two across my room and 
li:n o arranged it anew, as you will find on the 
other page. 

How long and dreary is the night, &c.' 

Tell me how you like this. I differ from your 
ifh’ji of the expression of the tunc. There is, to 
UK', a great deal of temderness in it. You ean- 
7iot, in my opinion, dispense with a bass to your 
addenda aire. A lady of my acquaintance, a 
jiot(‘d pm'formor, plays and sings at the same 
lime so charmingly, that 1 shall never bear to 
see any of her songs sent into the world, as 
ii.ikod as !Mr. Wbat-d’ye-cull-nm lias done in his 
London collection.® 

'J’ln*se Kiiglish songs gravt'l me to death. I 
have not that command of the language that 1 
have of my native tongue. 1 have been at 
“ Dtincan Gray,” to dre ss it in Knglisli, but all I 
can do is deplorably stupid. For instance : — 

Let not woman e'er complain, &e.'^ 

Since the above, I have been out in the coun- 
tiy, taking a dinm‘r with a friend, where 1 ni<*t 
with the lady whom I mentioned in the second 
page in this odds-and-ends of a letter. As usual, 
I got into song ; and returning home 1 composed 
the following : 

Slcep’st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature, 

Ac.* 

If you honour my verses by sotthig the air to 
them, I will vamp up the old song, and make it 
Knglish enough to be understood. 

* Sling CCX.X\ III. 

* Mr. Ititsnii, wluiae collortion of Scottisli songs was piibbsheil 
tliU ywir. 
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I enclose you a musical curiosity, an Hast In- 
dian air, which you would swear was a Scottish 
one. I know the authenticity of it, as tho gen- 
tleman who brought it over is a particular ac- 
qiiaintmico of mine. Do preserve mo tho copy I 
send you, as it is the only one I have. Clarke 
has set a bass to it, and I intend putting it into 
the Musical Museum. Here fellow the verses I 
intend for iL 

But lately seen in gladsome green, &c.* 

I would be obliged to you if you would prociiro 
me a sight of Ritson’s collection of English songs, 
which you mention in your letter. I will thank 
you for another information, and that as speedily 
as you idease : whether this iiiisorable drawling 
liotehpotcli epistle has not completely tired you 
of my correspondence ? 

VAniATlOlf. 

Now to the streaming fountain. 

Or n]j tho heathy mouiiiain, 

Tlic hart, hind, and roe, freely, wildly-wanton 
stray ; 

In twining hazel bowers. 

His lay the linnet pours ; 

Tho lav’rock to tho sky 
Ascends wi* sangs o’ joy, 

While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 

When frae my Cliloris parted. 

Sad, cheerless, brokon-heart(Hl, 

Tlie night’s gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, o’ei- 
cast my sky. 

But when slie charms my .sight, 

III pride of beauty '.s liglit; 

Whoa through my very heart 
Her beaming glories dart; 

’Tis tiien, ’tis then I wake to life aud joy ! 

R. B. 

CCCilT. 

^0 iWr. tLj&om&ou. 

I 'I'lic prcwiirt made to the piK*t wm* far fiom nnincmtiH: tlu* hnok 
r wliicIi be expresses hi$ thanl.s, was the work uf tbc waspish Utt* 


November, 1794. 

Many thanks to you, tny deiir 4^1', for your 
pre6i‘iit ; it is a book of the utmost importance 
to me. I have yesterday begun my anecdotes, 
Ac., lor your work. I intend drawing them up 
in the form of a letter to you, which will save 
me from the tedious dull business of systematic 
aiTangemeut. Indeed, as all I have to say con- 
sists of unconnected remarks, anecdotes, scraps 
of old songs, Ac., it would be impossible to givo 


** ^v.»rig Cl'WV. 
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the work a beginning, a middle, and an end, 
whidi the critics insist to be absolutely necessary 
in a work. In my last, I told you my objections 
to the song you had selected for “ My lodging is 
on the cold ground.” On my visit the other day 
to my fair Chloris (that is the poetic name of the 
lovely goddess of my inspiration,) she suggested 
an idea, which I, on my return from the visit, 
wrought into the following song. 

My Chloris, mark how green the groves.* 

How do you like the simplicity and tenderness 
of tiiis pastoral ? I think it pretty well. 

I like you for entering so candidly and so 
kindly into the story of “ ma ehere amic.” I as- 
sure you I was never more in earnest in my life, 
than in the account of that affair which 1 sent 
you in my last. Conjugal love is a passion which 
I deejily feel, and highly venerate ; but, some- 
how, it does not make such a figure in poesy as 
tliat other species of the passion, 

** Where love ia liberty, and nature law.** 

Musically speaking, the first is an instrument of 
wliich the gamut is scanty and confined, but the 
tones inexpressibly sweet, while the hist has 
powers equal to all the intellectual modulations 
of the human soul. Still, 1 am a very i)Oot in my 
enthusiasm of the pa.ssion. Tlio welfare and 
happiness of the beloved object is the first and 
inviolate sentiment tiiat pervades my soul ; and 
whatever pleasures I might wish for, or whatever 
might be the raptures tliey would give me, yet, 
if they interfere with tliat first principle, it is 
having these pleasures at a dishonest price; and 
justice forbids, and generosity disdains the pur- 
chase. 

Despairing of my own powers to give you 
variety enough in English songs, I liave been 
turning over old collections, to pick out songs, of 
which the measure is sometliing similar to what 
I want ; and, with a little alteration, so as to suit 
the rhythm of the air exactly, to give you them 
for your work. Where the songs liavo hitherto 
been but little noticed, nor have ever been set to 
music, I think the shift a fair one. A song, 
which, under tlie same first verse, you will find 
in Rarasuy’s Tea-talde Miscellany, I have cut 
down for an English dress to your ‘‘ Dainty 
Davie,” as follows : — 

It was the clmnning month of May.* 

You may meanly of this, but take a look 
at the liombast origiiKil, and you will be* surprised 
that 1 have made so much of it. 1 have finisiied 
iny song to “ Kothcmurcho's raut,*^ and you 
have Clarke to consult as to the set of the air 
for singing. 

Lassie wi’ the lint-white locks, &c.* 


Tins piece has at least the merit of being a 
ri'giilar pastoral : the vernal mom, the summer 
noon, the autumnal evening, and the winter 
night, arc regularly rounded. If you like it, 
well ; if not, I will insert it in the Museum. 

11. B. 

CCCIV. 

iZTo ^(om0on« 

fSlr Walter Sentt remarked, otj the lyrics of Riirns, ** that at last 
the writtriff a series of sotiffs for larfce musical collections d^genefaUid 
into a slavish labour which no talents could sup[K)rt.’’| 


I AM out of temper that you should set so 
sweet, so tender an air, as “ Dcil tak the wars,” 
to the foolish old verses. You talk of the silli- 
ness of “ Saw ye my father ?” — By heavens ! 
the odds is gold to brass ! Besides, the old song, 
though now pretty well moderni/.ed into the 
Scottish language, is originally, and in the early 
editions, a bungling low imitation of the Scottish 
manner, by that g(‘inus Tom D’Urfey, so Iijxs no 
pretensions to be a Scottish production. Then* 
is a xiretty English song by Sheridan, in the 
“ Duenna,” to this air, which is out of sight su- 
perior to D’Urfey’s. It begins, 

** When mMc night each drooping plant restoring.** 

The air, if I understand the cxx>rebsion of itjn’o- 
perly, is the very native language of siii)]>lieity, 
tenderness, and love. I have again gone over 
iny song to the tunc. 

Now for ray English song to “ Nancy’s to tlic 
greenwood,” &c. 

Farewell thou stream that winding flows.* 

There is an air, “ The Caledonian Hunt’s do 
liglit,” to which I wrote a song that you will find 
in .Johnson, “ Yc banks and braes o’ bonnio 
Dooii:” this air I think might find a ])hice 
among your hiiiidred, as Lear says of his knights. 
Do you know the history of the air ? It is curi- 
ous enough. A good many years ago, Mr. James 
Miller, writer in your good town, a gentleman 
whom possibly you kupw, was in company with 
our friend (Uarkc; and talking of Scottish innsic,^ 
Miller expressed an ardent ambition to be able 
to conijwse a Scots air. Mr. Clarke, partly by 
way of joke, told him to keep to the black keys 
of the harpsichord, and preserve some kind 
rhythm, and he would infallibly corajmse a Scots 
air. Certain it is that, in a few days, Mr. Miller 
produced the rudiincnts of an air, which Mr. 
Clarke, with some touches and con'cctions, 
fashiomMl into the tunc in question. llitson, 
you know, has the same story of the black keys; 
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but this account which I have just given you, 
Mr. Clarke informed mo of several years ago. 
Nom’, to show you how difhcuU it is to trace the 
origin of our airs, 1 have heard it repeatedly as- 
serted that this was an Irish air; nay, 1 met 
with an Irish gentleman who affiimed he had 
beard it in Ireland among the old women; 
while, on the other hand, a countess informed 
jiio, that the first person who introduced the air 
into this country, was a baronet's lady of her ac- 
c|uaiiitancc, who took down the notes from an 
iliiicraut piper in the Isle of Man. How diflS- 
cult, then, to ascertain the truth respecting our 
])uesy and music ! I, myself, have lately seen a 
foiiple of ballads sung through the streets of 
Dumfries, with my name at the head of them as 
the author, though it was the first time I had 
ever seen them. 

1 tliank you for admitting “ Craigieburn- 
wood ;” and I shall ttiko care to furnish you with 
a new c^horus. In fact, the chorus was not my 
work, but a part of some old \orscs to the air. 
If I can catch myself in a more than ordinarily 
propitious momtuit, I shall write a new Craigic- 
burn-wood” altogether. My heart is much in 
the theme. 

I am sishamed, my dear fellow, to make the 
request ; 'tis dunning your generosity ; but in a 
luoinent when I had forgotten whether I was 
lieh or poor, 1 promised Chloris a copy of your 
bongs. It wrings my honest pride to write you 
this ; but an ungracious request is doubly so by 
a tedious ajiology. To make you some ameiidH, 
us soon as I have extracted tlic necessary infor- 
iii.ition out of them, 1 wdll return you Uitsoii's 
volumes. 

'Die lady is not a little proud that she is to 
make so distinguished a figure in your collection, 
and I am not a little proud that I have it iu my 
power to please her so much. Lucky it is for 
your patience that my ijapor is done, for when I 
iiiii ill a scribbling humour, I know not when to 
give over. 

11. U. 


ccev. 

^0 0ix* ^|)om$on. 


[W illy and Phdy, In one of the lyncs which this letter contained, 
iiirr> on the pleasant tiandying of praise Ull compliments ifruw scarce, 
and the lovers are reduced to sileiH^] 


loth November, 1794. 

You see, my dear Sir, what a punctual cor- 
respondent I am; though, indeed, you may 
thank yourself for the tedium of my letters, us 
you have so flattered me on my horsemanship 
with my favourite hobby, and have praised the 
gnice of his uiiihling so much, that I am scarcely 
ov<jr off his biu-k. For instance, this morning, 
Uiough a keen blowing frobt, in my walk befi^J 


breakfast, I finished my duet, which yon were 
pleased to praise so much. Whether I have 
uniformly succeeded, I will not say ; but here it 
is for you, though it is not an hour old. 

O Philly, happy he the day.' 

Tell me honestly how you like it, and point out 
whatever you think faulty. 

1 am much pleased with your idea of singing 
our songs in alternate stanzas, and regret that 
you did not hint it to me sooner. In those that 
remain, I shall have it in my eye. I remember 
your objections to the name Philly, but it is the 
common abbreviation of Phillis. Sally, the only 
other name that suits, has, to my ear, a vulgarity 
about it, which unfits it for any thing except 
burlesque. The legion of Scottish poetasters of 
the day, whom your brother editor, Mr. Ilitson, 
ranks with me as my coevals, have always mis- 
taken vulgarity for simplicity; whereas, sim- 
plicity is as much eloipnee from vulgarity on the 
one hand, as from afibeted point and puerile con- 
ceit on tlie other. 

I agree with you as to the air, CnugiGbiirm* 
wood,” that a chorus would, in some degree, 
s^ioil the effect, and sliall certainly have none in 
iny projected song to it. It is not, however, a 
case in x^oint with “ llothemurcho there, us in 
“ Hoy’s wife of Aldivalloch,’’ a chorus goes, to 
my taste, well enough. As to the chorus going 
first, that is the case with “ Hoy’s wife,” as well 
us “ Rothomurclie.” In fact, in the first part of 
both tunes, the rhythm is so peculiar and irregu- 
lar, and on that irregularity depends so much of 
their beauty, that we must e’en take them with 
all their wiidiu'ss, and humour the verse accord- 
ingly. Leaving out tlio starting note in both 
tunes, has, 1 tliink, an effiKit that no regularity 
could counterbalance the want of. 


Try, 

and 

compare with 


{ Oh Hoy’s wife of Aldivalloclu 
O lassie wV the lint-white locks. 

{ Hoy’s wife of Aldivallocli. 
I-^assie wi’ the lint-white locks. 


Do(;s not the tumcncss of the prefixed syllabic 
strike you ? In the last case, with the true furor 
of genius, you strDcc at once into the wild origi- 
nality of the air ; 'whereas, in the first insix>id 
method, it is like the grating screw o£ the pins 
before the fiddle is brought into tune. This is 
my taste ; if I am wrong, 1 beg pardon of the 
cognoscenti. 

The Caledonian Hunt” is so charming, that 
it would make any subject in a song go down ; 
but x)athos is certainly its native tongue. Scot- 
tish b^clianalhms we certainly want, though the 
few we have are excellent. For instance, “ Tod- 
lin liame,” is, for wit and humour, an unparal- 
leled comx)osition ; and Andrew and his cutty 
guu” is the work of a master. By the way, are 
you not quite vexed to think that those men of 
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genius, for such they certainly were, who com- 
posed our fine Scottish lyrics should be un- 
known ? It has given me many a heart<iche. 
Apropos to bacchanalian soiigs^ in Scottish, I 
composed one yesterday, for an air I like much — 
“ Lumps o* pudding.” 

Contented wi* little and cantie wi* mair.* 

If you do not relish this air, I will send it to 
Johnson. 

R.B. 

CCCVI. 

^0 ^(om^on. 

1 The initrumcnt which the poet got from the braes of Athol, seems 
of an order as rude and Incafiable of flne sounds as the whistles which 
schuol-boys make in spring from the smaller boughs of the plane-tree.] 

SxKCE yesterday’s penmanship, I have framed 
a couple of English stanzas, by way of an Eng- 
lish song to " Koy’s wife.” You will allow me, 
that in this instance my English corresponds in 
sentiment with the Scottish. 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy 

Well ! I think this to be done in two or tlireo 
turns across my room, and with two or three 
pinches of Irish blackguard, is not so fur amiss. 
You see I am determined to have ray quantum 
of applause from somebody. 

Tell my friend Allan (for I am sure that we 
only want the trifling circumstance of being 
known to one another, to be the best friends on 
eartli) that I much suspect he has, in liis plates, 
mistaken the figure of tlie stock and horn. I 
have, at last, gotten one, but it is a very rude 
instrument. It is composed of three parts ; the 
stock, which is the hinder thigh-bone of a sheep, 
such as you see in a mutton ham ; the horn, 
which is a common Highland cow’s horn, cut ofi’ 
at the smaUer end, until the aperture be largo 
enough to admit the stock to be pushed up 
through the horn until it be held by the thicker 
end of the thigh-bone ; and lastly, an oaten reed 
exactly cut and notched like that which you scje 
every shepherd boy have, when the corn-stems 
are green and full grown. The reed is not made 
fast in tlie bone, but is held by the lips, and 
plays loose in the smaller end of the stock; 
while the stock, with tlie horn hanging on its 
larger eud is held by the hands in playing^ The 
stock has six or seven ventiges on the upper 
side, and one back-vciitige, like the common 
fiiite. This of mine wits made by a man from 
the braes of Atliole, and is exactly what the 
shqpherds wont to use in tliat country. 


• Sui« CCXXXV L a t*ong CCXXXV II. 


However, either it is not quite properly bored 
in the holes, or else we have not the art of blow- 
ing it rightly ; for we can make little of it. If 
Mr. Allan chooses, 1 will send him a sight of 
mine, as I look on myself to be a kind of brother- 
brush with him. “ Pride in poets is nae sin 
and I will say it, that 1 look on Mr. AUau and 
Mr. Burns to be the only genuine and i-eaJ 
painters of Scottish costume in tlie world. 

R.K 


CCCVII. 

OP DALSWIKTON. 

[In a conversation with James Perr>’> editor of tlic Mor 
niclc. Mr. Miller, tvliowas tiien memlMT fur tlic Duintric 
kindly represented the povmy of the poet and the increasl 
of his family : Perrj' at once offered fifty pounds a year lor 
buticins he might clioosc to make u> liit newspaper: t)ie 
hui refusal are stated in this letter.] 

Dumfries, Nov, 

Dear Sir, 

You K offer is indeed truly generous, and most 
sincerely do I thank you for it ; but in my pre- 
sent situation, I iiud tJuit X dare not accept it. 
You well know my political sentiments; and 
vrere I an insular individual, iincoimectcd with 
a wife and a family of children, with the most 
fervid enthusiasm I would have volunteered my 
seiwices : I then could and would have despised 
all consequences that might have ensued. 

My prospect in the Excise is something ; at 
least it is, encumbered as I am with the welfare, 
the very existence, of neai* half-a-scorc of help- 
less individuals, what I dare not sport with. 

In the mean time, they are most welcome to 
iny Ode ; only, let them insert it os a thing tlu'y 
liave met with by accidi‘nt and unknoAvn to mo. 
— Nay, if Air. Perry, whose iionour, after your 
cliaracter of him, I cannot doubt ; if he will give 
me an address and channel by which any thing 
will come safe from those spies with Avhich ho 
may be certain that his correspondence is beset, 
I will now and then send him any bagatelle that 
1 may write. In the present hurry of Europe, 
nothing but news and politics will be regarded; 
but against the days of ijcace, which lleaveii 
send soon, my little assistance may perhaps fill 
up an idle column of a newspaper. I have long 
had it in my liead to try my hand in the way of 
little prose essays, which I proiiose sending into 
the world through the medium of some news- 
paper; and should these be worth his wliilc, to 
these Mr. Perry shall be welcome ; and all my 
reward shall be, his treating me with his paper, 
which by the bye, to any body who has the least 
reUsli for wit, is a high treat indeed. 

"With the most grateful esteem I am ever 
Dear Sir, 

II. II. 
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cccvni. 

^To 0it. Samuel CClatlte, 3!un. 

DUMFUIES. 

[Political animosilaes troubled lodety duriiif^ the days of Burnsjas 
aniidi at liHuie aa they lUsturb it now—this letter is an instance ui it.J 

Sunday Morning, 

Dear Sib, 

I WAS, I know, drunk last ni«,rlit, but I am 
sober this morning. From t!io expressions 

Oapt. made use of to mo, had I had no- 

]»udy’s welfare to care for but my own, we should 
certainly have come, according to the manners 
of the world, to the necessity of murdering one 
another about the business. The words were 
such as, generally, I believe, end in a brace of 
])istols ; blit 1 am still pleased to think that 1 
did not ruin the peace and welfare of a wife and 
a family of children in a drunken squabble. 
Farther you know tliat the report of certain po- 
litical O})inion8 being mine, has already once 
before brought me to the brink of destruction. 
J dread lest last night’s business may be misre- 
lircscnted in the same way. — You, I beg, will 
take care to prevent it. I tax your wish for 
Mr. Bums’s welfare with the task of waiting as 
soon as possible, on every gentleman who was 
present, and state this to him, and, as you please, 
shew him this letter. What, after all, was the 
olnioxious toast ? “ May our success in the pre- 
sent war be equal to the justice of our cause.’' 
— A toast that the most outrageous frenzy of 
loyalty cannot object to. 1 request and beg that 
this moniing you will >vait on the parties pre- 
sent at the foolish dispute. I shall only add, 
that I am truly sorry that a man who stood so 

high in my estimation as Mr. , should use 

me in the manner in which 1 conceive he has 
done. 

KB. 


CCCIX. 

^0 iWr. ^]bom$ion« 

[Burns allowed for the sohrs whkrh Wolcot wrote for Thomson a 
egrae of lyiic merit which the world has refused to sanction.] 

December f 1794. 

It is, I assure you, the pride of my heart to 
do iuiy thing to forward or add to the value of 
your hook ; and as 1 agree with you that the 
Jacobite song in the Museum to “ TheroTl never 
he peace till Jamie comes hame,” would not so 
Well consort with Peter Pindar’s excollciit love- 
song to that air, I have just framed for you the 
following ; — 

Now in her green mantle, &c.^ 

» SongCC'XXXVIll. 


TIow does this please you ? As to the point of 
time for the expression, in your proposed print 
from my Sodger’s Return,” it must certainly 
be at — "She gaz’d.” The interesting dubiety 
and susx>ense taking possession of her counte- 
nance, and the gushing fondness, with a mixture 
of roguish playfulness in his, str^e mo as things 
of which a master will make a great deal. In 
great haste, but in great truth, yours. 

ceex. 

^0 iWt. 

[In thb brief and off-band way Bums bestows on Thamaon oMof 
Che finest songs ever dedicated to the cauK of human freedom.] 

January i 1795. 

I FEAR for my songs ; however, a few may 
please, yet originality is a coy feature in compo- 
sition, and in a multiplicity of efforts in the same 
style, disappears altogether. For these three 
thousand years, we poetic folks have been de- 
scribing the spring, for instance; and as the 
spring continues the same, there must soon be a 
sameness in the imagery &c., of these said rhym- 
ing folks. 

A great critic (Aikiii) on songs, says that love 
and wine are the exclusive themes for song- 
writing. The following is on neither subject, 
and consequently is no song; but will bo al- 
low'ed, I think, to be tw'o or three pretty good 
prose thoughts inverted into rhyme. 

Is there for honest poverty.* 

I do not give you the foregoing song for your 
book, but merely by way of vive la bagatelle; 
for the piece is not really jwetry. How will tlie 
following do for " Craigie-buru wood ?” — 

Sweet fa’s the eve on Craigie-bum.* 

Fai'ewell ! God bless yon ! 

KB. 

CCCXI. 

[Of this letter Dr. Currie wiitee, ** the poet mnit have been tipqr 
iiitkcd to abuse sweet lUsdefedian at this rate;* h Is one of the pne- 
ticst of our Annandale vUlagei, and the blrth-jdaoe of that diitln> 
guisbed biographer.] ____ 

Eccle/echan, *Jth February , 179& 
My dear Tuohsor, 

You cannot have any idea of the predicament 
in which I write to you. In the course of my 

I Song CCLXIV » Song I'CXLV. 
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duty as supervisor, (in which capacity I have 
acted of late,) 1 came ycstomiglit to tiiis un- 
fortunate, wicked little village. I have gone 
forward, but snows of ten feet deep, have 
impeded my progress: I have tried to "gae 
back the gate I cam again,** but the same ob- 
stacle has shut me up within insuperable bars. 
To add to my misfortune, since dinner, a scraper 
has been torturing catgut, in sounds that would 
have insulted the dying agonies of a sow under 
the hands of a butcher, and thinks liiniselt^ on 
that very account, exceeding good company. In 
fact, I have been in a dilemma, either to get 
druuk, to foiget these miseries ; or to hang my- 
self to get rid of them : like a prudent man (a 
character congenial to my every thought, word, 
and deed) I, of two evils, have chosen the least, 
am very drunk, at your service ! 

I wrote you yesterday from Dumfries. I had 
not time then to tell you all I wanted to say ; 
and, Heaven knows, at present 1 have not ca- 
pacity. 

Do you know an air — I am sure you must 
know it — “ We*ll gang nae mair to yon town ?’* 
I think, in slowish time, it would make an ex- 
cellent song. I am highly delighted with it ; 
and if you should think it worthy of your atten- 
tion, I have a fair dame in my eye to whom I 
would consecrate it. 

As I am just going to bed, I wish you a good 
night. 

R.B. 


CCCXIJI. 

[The pnet calls for praise in this letter, a species of coir, aphidi Is 
always ready. J 

ITow cruel are the parents.' 

Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion.* 

Well, tins is not amiss. You see how I an- 
swer your orders — ^your tailor could not bo more 
punctual. T am just now ina high fit for poetising, 
provided that the strait-jacket of criticism don’t 
cure me. If you can, in a post or two, adminis- 
ter a little of the intoxicating potion of your 
applause, it will raise your humble servant’s 
phrensy to .my height you W'ant. 1 am at this 
moment ‘‘holding high converse” with the 
muses, and have not a w'ord to throw away on 
such a prosaic dog as you are. 


CCCXIV. 


CCCXII. 

^0 ^j^omsion. 

[The song of Caledonia, in honour of Mis. Bums, was acenmpa- 
nied by two others in honour of the poet’s muercss : the muse was 
high in song, and used few words in the letter which enciosed them.] 

• May, 1795. 

O STAY, sweet warbling woodlark, stay !' 

Let me know, your very first leisure, how you 
like this soug. 

Long, long the night.* 

How do you like the foregoing ? Tlie Irish 
air, “ Humours of Glen,” is a great favourite of 
mine, and as, except the silly stufi‘ in the “ Poor 
Soldier,” there are not any decent verses for it, 
I have written for it as follows : — 

Their groves o* sweet myrtle let foreign lands 
reckon.® 

Let me hear from you. 

B. B. 


[Thomson at tliis time sent the drawing to Hums in which Dai id j 
Allan sought tc* embody the ** Cotter’s Saturday Night it displnvs " 
at once the uJent and want of taste of the ingenious artist] 


May, 1795. 

Ten thousand tlianks for your elegant present 
— though I am ashamed of the value of it being 
bestowed on a man who has not, by any means, 
merited such an instance of kindness. I have 
shown it to two or three judges of the first abili- 
ties here, and they all agree with mo in classing 
it as a first-rate production. My phiz is sac 
kcnspecklo, tliat the very joiner’s approntie-o, 
whom Mrs. Bums employed to break up tlie 
parcel (I was out of town tliat day) knew it at 
once. My most grateful compliments to Allan, 
who has honoured my rustic music so much witli 
his masterly penciL One strange coincidence Ls, 
that the little one who is making the felonious 
attempt on the cat’s tail, is the most striking 
likeness of an ill-deedie, d — n’d, wee, mmblc- 
gairie urchin of mine, whom from that propen- 
sity to witty wickedness, and manfu’ mischief, 
which, even at twa days’ auld, I foresaw would 
form the striking features of his disposition, 1 
named Willio Nicol, after a certain friend of 
mine, who is one of the masters of a grammar- 
school in a ci|y which shall he nameless. 

Give the enclosed epigram to my inuch- 
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vaJned friend Cunningham, and tell him, that 
on Wednesday I go to visit a friend of his, 
to whom his friendly partiality in speaking of 
jne in a manner introduced me — I mean a well- 
known military and literary character, Colonel 
Dirom. 

You do not tell me how you liked my two 
last songs. Are they condemned ? 

R. B. 

cccxv. 

^0 iWt. S]^om$on. 

[In allusion t<» the preceding letter, Thomson says to Bums, ** You 
nwlly make me blush when you tell me you have not merited tlie 
drawing firom me." The “ For a’ that and a’ that/* whn-li went 
witfi this letter was. It is believed, the composition of Mrs. Kiddd.J 

In ‘‘ Whistle, and I’ll come to ye, my lad,” 
tlio Iteration of that line is tiresome to my ear. 
Here goes wliat I think is an improvement: — 

Oil whistle, and I’ll come to ye, my lad ; 

Oil whistle, and I’ll come to ye, my lad ; 

Tlio’ father and mother and a’ should gae mad, 
Thy Jeauic will venture wi’ ye, my lad. 

In fact, a fair dame, at whose shrine T, the 
priest of the Nine, offer up the iuccriso of Par- 
nassus — a dame whom the Graces liave attired 
in witchcraft, and whom the Loves liave armed 
with lightning — a fair one, herself the heroine of 
the song, insists on the amcndinoiit, and dispute 
luT commands if you dare ! 

This is no my ain lassie,' &c. 

Do you know that you have roused the tor- 
pidity of Chu’ke at last ? lie has requested me 
to write three or four songs for liira, which ho is 
to set to music himself. The enclosed sheet 
contains two songs for him, which please to pre- 
sent to my valued friend Cunningham. 

1 enclose the sheet open, hoth for your inspec- 
tion, and that you may copy the song ‘‘ Oh bon- 
ni e was yon rosy brier. ” I do not know whet Iier 
1 am right, but that song pleases mo ; and us it 
is extremely probable that Clarke’s newly-roused 
celestial spark will be soon smothered in the 
fogs of indolence, if you like the song, it may go 
as Scottisli verses to the air of “ I wish my love 
^as in a mire;” and poor Erskino’s I^gltsh 
lines may follow. 

I enclose you a “ For a' that and a’ that,” 
which was never in print : it is a much superior 
Bong to mine. 1 have been told that it was 
composed by a lady, and some lines written on 
tlio blank leaf of a copy of the last edition of my 
poems, presented to the lady whom, in so many 
fictitious reveries of passion, but with the most 


ardent sentiments of real friendship, I have so 
often sung under the name of Chloris : — 

To Chloris.' 

Une bagatelle de Vamitii, Coila. 

U.B. 

ceexvi. 

‘STo iWt. ^]bom$onu 

fin the double service of pnesde and music the poet had to sing of 
pangs which he never endured, from beauties to wliom he had nei'cr 
spoken.] 

F 0 RX. 0 RK my love, no comfort near, &c.* 

IIow do you like the foregoing ? I have writ- 
ten it within this hour : so much for the speed 
of my Pegasus ; but what say you to his bottom ? 

R. B. 

cccxvri. 

^0 iVtr. ^bom^on. 

[The unexampled brevity of Burns’s letten, and theexcraordinary 
Sow and grace of his songs, towards the close of his life, liave not 
now for the first time been remarked.] 

Last May a braw wooer.® 

Why, why tell thy lover,* 

Such is the peculiarity of the rhythm of this 
air, that 1 find it impossible to make another 
stanza to suit it. 

I am at present quite occupied with the charm- 
ing sensations of the toothache, so have not a 
word to spare. 

R. B. 

rccxviii. 

^0 Ifltbbel. 

Supposes himself to be writing from the dead to the 
living. 

[Ill health, poverty, a sense of dependence, with the much he had 
deserved of his country, and the little he had obtained, were all at this 
time pressing on the mind of Burns, and inducing him tofoiget what 
wis due to hiniselt as wdl as to the counesies of life.] 

Madam, 

I dare say that this is the first epistle you 
ever received from this nether world. I write 
you from the regions of IIcU, amid the horrors 
of the damned. The time and the manner of my 
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leaving your earth I do not exactly know, as I 
took my departure in the heat of a fever of in- 
toxication contracted at your too liospitahlc 
snansion ; but, on my arrival here, I was fairly 
tried, and sentenced to endure the purgatorial 
tortures of this infernal confine for the space of 
ninety-nine years, eleven months, and twenty- 
nine days, and all on account of the impropriety 
of my conduct yesternight under your roof 
Here am 1, laid on a bed of pitiless furze, with 
my acliing head reclined on a pillow of ever- 
piercing tliorn, while an infernal tormentor, 
wrinkled, and old, and cruel, his name I think 
is Hecollectionf with a whip of scoipions, forbids 
peace or rest to approach me, and keeps anguish 
eternally awake. Still, Madam, if 1 could in 
any measure be reinstated in the good opinion 
of the fair circle whom my conduct last night so 
much injured, 1 think it would be an alleviation 
to iny torments. For this reason I trouble you 
with this letter. To the men of the company 1 
will make no apology. — ^Your husband, who in- 
sisted on my drinking more than I chose, has no 
right to blame me; and the other gentlemen 
were partakers of my guilt. But to you, Afadam, 
I have much to apologize. Your good opinion I 
valued as one of the greatest acquisitions I had 
made on earth, and I was truly a bciost to forfeit 

it. There was a Miss I too, a w’onian of 

fine sense, gentle and unassuming manners — do 
make on my part, a miserable d-mned Avretch’s 

best apology to her. A Mrs. G , a charming 

wom^, did me the honour to be prejudiced in 
my favour; this makes me hope that 1 have not 
outraged her beyond till forgiveness.~To all the 
other ladies please present iny humblest contri- 
tion for my conduct, and my petition for their 
gracious pardon. O all ye powers of decency 
ar>d decorum ! whisper to them that iny errors, 
though great, were involuntary — that an intoxi- 
cated man is the vilest of beasts — that it wiis 
not in my nature to bo brutal to any one — that 
to be rude to a woman, when in my senses, 
was impossibly with mo — but — 

****** 

Regret ! Remorse ! Shame ! ye three hell- 
hounds that ever dog my steps and bay at my 
heels, spare me ! spare me ! 

Forgive the offences, and pity the perdition of. 
Madam, yonr humble slave. 

R. B. 


CCCXIX. 
tlTo iWr^. litDtcI. 

[Mrs. RlAdd, It is said, poBseHcd many more of tlic poet’s letters 
chan are priiited-.ahe sometimes read them to fnends who could fed 
thdr wit. and, like herself, make allowaiMie for their freedom.! 

Dumfries, 1796. 

Mr. Burns's compliments to Mrs. Riddel--^ 
is much obliged to her for lier polite attention in 


sending him the book. Owing to Mr. R’s being 
at present acting as supervisor of excise, a de- 
partment that occupies his every hour of the 
day, he has not that time to spare which is 
necessary for any belle-lettre pursuit; but, as 
lie will, in a week or two, again return to his 
wonted leisure, he will then pay that attention 
to JVfi*s. R.’s beautiful song, “To thee, loved 
Nith” — Avliicli it so well deserves- When 
'Anacharsis' Travels” come to hand, which 
Mrs. Riddel mentioned as lier gift to the public 
library, Mr. B. will thauk her for a reading of it 
previous to her sending it to the library, as it is 
a book Mr. B. has never seen : he w’ishes to have 
a longer perusal of tliem than the regulations of 
the library allow. 

Friday Eve. 

P. S. Mr. Bums will bo much obliged to Mrs. 
Riddel it* she will favour him with a perusal of 
any of her poetical pieces which he may not have 
seen. 

R-B. 

ceexx. 

^0 Eoutda ifotttcncUr. 

[That Miss KnntcHclk', / -css, dWl not dfservt* the lns?i 

rticsRcd : tiip hitc8 nt u'hich iio 
alludrs were ri'ciutl by Uidy o r bcnLfU'nif;ht, and aie priatc«i 
among tin l*ovins.j 

Dumfries, December, 179r>. 

Madam, 

In such a bad world a.s oiii-fi, those wlio fuhl 
to the scanty sum of our pleasures, are positively 
our benefactors. 'I'o you. Madam, on our huui- 
ble Dumfries Imards, 1 have been more iii(k‘hte<l 
for enterliiinmctit than ever i was in pioiulcr 
tlieatves. Your charms as a Avoman would en- 
sure applause to tlic most iuditlereni actrch^j, 
and your theatrical talents Avould ensure ai! mi- 
ration to the plainest figure. This, jMadam. is 
not the unmeaning or insidious rompliii’cnt of 
the frivolous or interested ; 1 pay it from tlic 
same honest impulse that the sublime of uatui e 
excites iny admiration, or her beauties give mo 
delight. 

Will tlic foregoing lines be of any service to 
you in your approaching benefit-night ? If they 
will 1 shall be prouder of my muse tlian over. 
They are nearly extempore : I know they have 
no great merit ; hut though tliey should add hul 
little to the entertainment of the evening, they 
give me the happiness of an opportunity to de- 
clare how much 1 have the honour to be, &c. 

R.B. 
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CCCXXI. 

^0 33unlop. 

(Of the sweet «{lrl to whom Hums alludes in this letter he waa de- 
prirttldurinfiT this year : her death {ifcssuI surely on him.J 


15/A Decemhery 1795. 

BiSAR Frif.nd, 

As I iiin in a complete Dcccinbcrish liumour, 
jrluomy, sullen, stupid, as oven the deity of Dul- 
ncss herself could 'wish, I shall not drawl out a 
heavy letter with a nuiuhcr of heavier apolo^^cs 
for rny late silence. Only one I shall mention, 
hocause 1 know you will sympathize in it : these 
four months, a sweet little j^irl, my youn^st 
child, has been so ill, that t*very day, a week or 
Jess, threatened to terminate her existence. 
There had much need be many pleasures an- 
jiexcd to the states of liusbund and fiitlier, for, 
(rod knows, they have many peculiar c:u*es. 1 
(‘aiiiiot describe to you tlie anxious, slei'jiless 
hours these ties freipieiitly give me. I see a 
train of lieljiiess little folks ; mo and my exer> 
tioiis all their stay : and on what a brittle thread 
tioos the life of man liang I If I am nipt off at 
the command of fate ! even in all the vigour of 
iiiaiiliood as 1 am — such things hapiien every 
iliiy — gracious God ! what would become of my 
little flock ! *Tis here that I envy your people 
of fortune. — A father on his death-bed, taking 
an everlasting leave of bis children, has indeed 
woe enough ; but the man of competent fortune 
leaves his sons un<l daughters iiidepeudeiicy and 
friends; wliile 1 — ■but 1 shall run distracted if 1 
think any longer on the subject ! 

To leave talking of the matter so gravely, I 
shall sing with the old Scots ballad. 

•* O thnt 1 hafl nt’er bern marru'd, 

1 would tiuvvr liiul noc care; 

Xow I've K" Wen uifuiuid hairna. 

They cry crowdic ’ cvi-ruuur. 

CnnvdW! anw; crow«ticl twiw; 

Crriwdic ' thn'c tiaiva in a day ; 

An yr. CTowdie S nny nuiir. 

Yen I cruwdic ’ ti my meal away,"— 

December, 24/A. 

Wo have liad a brilliant theatre hero this sea- 
son ; only, os all otlier business does, it experi- 
ences a stagnation of trade from the epidemical 
complaint of the country, want of cash. I nieu- 
tkined our theatre merely to lug in an occasional 
Address which I wrote for tlic benefit-night of 
one of the actresses, and which is as follow : — 

ADDRESS, 

SPOKISN BY IHTH8 KOWTKNKLr.E OS IIKB BKNKFtT-NIQHT, 
1>KCJ. 4, J7ys, AT TUB TilKATllK. OUMKIllK!*. 

Htill anxious to secure your partial favour, &<v 

2.^/A, Christmas Morning, 

T’liis, niy inuch-loviul friend, is a iiioriiiiig of 
Huihes — ^accept iiiiue— so heaven hear me as they 


are sincere ! that blessings may attend your 
steps, and affliction know you not ! In tlie 
charming words of my favourito author, ‘‘ The 
Man of Feeling,” “ May the Great Spirit bear 
up the weight of thy grey hairs, and blunt the 
arrow tliat brings them rest !” 

Now that I talk of authors, bow do you like 
Cowper ? Is not the “ Task” a glorious poem ? 
The religion of the “Task,** bating a few scraps 
of Calvinistic divinity, is the religion of God and 
nature ; the religion that exults, that ennobles 
man. Were not you to send me your " Zeluco,” 
in return for mine ? 'fell mo how you like my 
miirks and notes througli the book. I would 
not give a farthing for a book, unless I were at 
liberty to blot it with my criticisms. 

1 have lately collected, for a friend’s perusal, 
all my letters ; I mean those which I fii-st 
fetched, in a rougli draught, and afterwards 
wrote out fair. On looking over some old musty 
papers, which, from time to time, I liad parcelled 
by, as trash that were scarce worth preserving, 
and which yet at the same time I did not care 
to <le.stroy ; I discovered many of these rude 
sketches, and have written, and am writing 
them out, in a hound MS. for ray friend’s library. 
As 1 wrote always to yon the rhapsody of the 
inuinimt, 1 cannot find a single scroll to you, 
except one about the commencement of our 
acquaintant‘e. If there were any i>ossible con- 
veyance, I would send you a perusal of iny 
book. 

R. B. 


CCCXXI I. 

Zo ^lannbrv Jfinblalcr, 

SUI’ERVISUR OF EXCISF, DUMFRIES. 

(The iwrsiin Xo \\ lioin this letter Isaildrosscd. is the same who lately 
dciiusi that Huriibuas harthlj tisisl by thr Hoard iif ICxciw: but 
tb'iv, ntiil tlwy arc mati\ , who bulicvc what the poet wrote to En*. 
kuie, ijt Mar, caiuiota^-c with Mr. Findlater.] 

• 

Sir, 

ICkclosed are the two schemes. I would not 
liave troubled you with the collector's one, but 
for susiacion lest it bo not right. Mr, Erslcine 
promised mo to make it I'igbt, if you will have 
the goodness to show him how. As I have no 
coj»y of the scheme for myself^ and the altera- 
tions being very considerable from what it was 
formerly, J hope tliat J shall have access to this 
scheme 1 send you, w'hen I come to face up iny 
new books. So much for schemes . — And that no 
scheme to betray a friend, or mislead a stuax- 
GEB ; to seduce a young giri., or rob a hen- 
roost ; to subvert liberty, or bribe an ex- 
ciseman; to disturb tlic general assembly, 
or annoy a gossipping ; to overthrow the credit 
of ORTHODOXY, or the authority of old songs ; 
to oppose your wishes, or frustrate my hopes — 
MAY PROSPER — is tlic Sincere wish and prayer of 

R. B. 



CCCXXJII. 

^0 t|e Stiitoi of ib* iWonihis CTfitonitle. 


fCrmnck sayi. when a ndghhonr complaiued that Us copy of the 
Morning Chronide was not regularly delivered to him ITomthc 
post-offior, the poet wrote the following indignant letter to Perry on 
aleaf of his excise-book* but before it went to the post he reflected and 
tecaUedii.] 


Duntfries, 1705. 


Sir, 

You will SCO by your subscribers* list, that I 
have been about nine months of that number. 

I am sorry to inform you, that in that time, 
seven or eight of your papers either have never 
been sent me, or else have never reached me. 
To be deprived of any one number of the first 
newspai)er in Great Britain for information, 
ability, and independence, is what I can ill brook 
and bear ; but to be deprived of that most ad- 
mirable oration of the Marquis of Lansdownc, 
when he made the great though ineffectual 
attempt (in the language of the poet, I fear too 
true,) “ to save a sinking state” — this was a 
loss that I neither can nor will forgive you. — 
That paper. Sir, never reached me ; but I de- 
mand it of you. I am a Briton ; and must be 
interested in the cause of liberty : — 1 am a 
MAN ; and the rights of human nature can- 
not be indifferent to me. However, do not let 
me mislead you : 1 am not a man in that situa- 
tion of life, which, as your subscriber, t;an Tie of 
any consequence to you, in the eyes of those to 
whom situation of life alone is the criterion 
of man. — I am but a plain tradesman, in tliis 
distant, obscure country town : hut that hum- 
ble domicile in which I shelter my wife and 
cliildren is the Castellum of a Briton ; and 
that scanty, hard-earned income which supports 
them is as truly my property, as the most mag- 
nificent fortune, of the most puissant member 
of your HOUSE of nobles. 

These, Sir, are my sentiments ; and to them 1 
subscribe my name : and were I a man of ability 
and consequence enough to address the public, 
with that name should they appear. 

1 am, &C. 


CCCXXIV. 

to 

OF HERON. 


[Of Patrick Hemn, of Kcrrougbtrec, something has been said in 
the notes on the Ballads which bear his nam&J 


Sir, 


Dumfries^ 179^9 or 1795. 


I ENCLOSE you some copies of a couple of 
political ballads ; one of which, 1 believe, you 
have never seen. Would to Heaven 1 could 


make you master of as many votes in the Stew« 
artiy — but — 

Who does the utmost that he can* 

Does wdl* acts nobly* angels could no more.’* 

In order to bring my humble efforts to bens 
with more effect on the foe, I have privately 
printed a good many copies of both ballads, and 
have sent them among friends all about the 
country. 

To pillory on Parnassus the rank reprobation 
of character, the utter dereliction of all principle, 
in a profligate junto which has not only out- 
raged virtue, but violated common decency; 
which, spurning even hypocrisy as paltry ini- 
quity below their daring; — to unmask their 
fiagitiousness to the broadest day — to deliver 
such over to their merited fate, is surely not 
merely innocent, but laudable ; is not only pro- 
priety, but virtue. You have already, as your 
auxiliary, the sober detestation of mankind on 
the heads of your opponents ; and I swear by 
the lyre of Thalia to muster on your side all the 
votaries of Jionest laughter, and fair, candid 
ridicule ! 

I am extremely obliged to you for your kind 
mention of my interests in a letter which Mr. 
Syme showed me. At present my situation in 
life must be in a groat measure stationary, at 
least for two or three yeai*s. The statement is 
this— I am oil the supervisors’ list, and as wo 
come on there by precedency, in two jor three 
years 1 shall be at the bead of that list, and 
be appointed of coui'sc. Then, a friend miglit 
be of service to me in getting me into a 
place of the kingdom wliich 1 would like. A 
supervisor’s iiicoino varies from about a hun- 
dred and twenty to two hundred a year; 
but the Imsiness is an inci'ssant drudgery, 
and would be nearly a complete bar to every 
species of literary pursuit. The moment I am 
ap 2 >ointod supervisor, iii the common routine, T 
may bo nominated on the collector’s list ; and 
tliis is always a business purely of political pa- 
tronage. A collectorship varies much, from 
better than two hundred a year to near a thou- 
sand. They also come forward by precedency 
on the list ; and have, besides a handsome in- 
come, a life of complete leisure. A life of lite- 
rary leisure with a dc*cent competency, is tho 
summit of my wislies. It would be the prudisli 
afi’ectation of silly pride in me to say that I do 
not need, or would not be indebted to a political 
friend ; at the same time. Sir, 1 by no means lay 
my affairs before you thus, to hook my depen- 
dant situation on your benevolence. If, in my 
progress of life, mi opening should occur whero 
the good offices of a gcntk?man of your public 
character and political consequence might bring 
me forward, 1 sliall petition your goodness with 
the same frankness as I now do myself the ho- 
nour to subscribe myself, 

ILIS. 
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cccxxv. 

^0 iWtS. iI9unlop» 

IK LONDON. 

[In the rorrespondenoc of the poet with Mra. Dunlop he tardy 
mentlonR Thonuon'e Collection of SongSf though hln heart was set 
mudi upon it : in the Dunlop library there are many letcere from the 
poets it is said, which have not been published. J 

Dumfries, 20th December, 1795. 

I HAVE been prodigiously disappointed in tliis 
London journey of yours. In the first place, 
when your last to me reached Dumfries, I w^as 
in the country, and did not return until too late 
to answer your letter; in the next place, I 
thought you would certainly take this route; 
and now I know not what is become of you, or 
whether this may reach you at all. God grant 
that it may find you and yours in prospering 
health and good spirits ! Do let me hear from 
you the soonest possible. 

As I hope to get a frank from my friend Cap- 
tain Milhir, I shall every leisure hour, take up 
the pen, and gossip away whatever comes first, 
prose or poetry, sermon or song. In this last 
article I have abounded of late. I have often 
mentioned to you a superb publication of Scot- 
tish songs whicii is making its appearance in 
your great metropolis, and where I have the 
honour to preside over the Scottish verse, as no 
less a personage than Peter Pindar does over 
the English. 

December 29/A. 

Since I began this letter, I have been ap}ioiiited 
to act in the capacity of supervisor here, and I 
assure you, what wdth the load of business, and 
what with that business being new to me, I could 
scarcely have commanded ten minute's to have 
.si>okeii to you, had you been in town, much less 
to have written you an (‘pistic. This ap})oint- 
ineiit is only temporary, and during the illness 
of the present incumbent ; but I look forward to 
an early period when 1 shall bo appointed in full 
form ; a consummation devoutly to be wished ! 
My political sins seem to be forgiven me. 

This is the season (New-year’s-day is now my 
date) of w'ishing ; and mine are most fervently 
offered up for you 1 May life to you be a positive 
blessing while it lasts, for your own sake ; and 
that it may yet be greatly prolonged, is my wish 
for my own sake, and for the sake of the rest of 
your friends! What a transient business is 
life ! Very lately 1 was a boy ; but t’other day 
1 was a young man ; and I already begin to feel 
the rigid fibre and stiffening joints of old age 
coming fast o’er my frame. With all my follies 
of youth, and I fear, a few vices of manhood, 
btill I congpntulate myself on having had in 
early days religion strongly impressed on my 
itiind. I have nothing to say to any one as to 
'J’hich sect he belongs to, or what creed he be- 
lieves ; but I look on the man, who is firmly 


persuaded of infinite wisdom and goodness, su- 
perintending and directing every circumstwee 
that can happen ‘in his lot — 1 felicitate such a 
man as having a solid foundation for his mental 
enjoymout ; a firm prop and sure stay, in the 
hour of difficulty, trouble, and distress ; and a 
never-failing anchor of hope, when he looks be- 
yond the grave. 

January \2th. 

You will have seen our worthy and ingenious 
friend, the Doctor, long ere this. I hope he is 
well, and beg to be remembered to him. I have 
just been reading over again, I dare say for the 
hundred and fiftieth time, liis View of Society and 
Manners ; and still I read it with delight. Ills 
hupiour is perfectly original — ^it is neither the 
humour of Addison, nor Swift, nor Sterne, nor 
of any body but Dr. Moore. By the bye, you 
have deprived me of Zeluco, remember tW, 
when you are disposed to rake up the sins of my 
neglect from among the ashes of my laziness. 

He has paid me a pretty compliment, by quot- 
ing me in his last publication.' 

« « * lit * « 

B.B. 


CCCXXVI. 

ADDRESS OF THE SCOTCH DISTILLERS 

^0 tfie ?l?on. mWMarn 


[This ironical letter to the prime minister was found among the 
papers of Burns.] 


While pursy burgesses crowd your gate, 
sweating under tlie weight of heavy addresses, 
permit us, the quondam distillers in that part 
of Great Britain colled Scotland, to approach 
you, not with venal approbation, but with fra- 
ternal condolence ; not as what you are just 
now, or for some time have been; but as what, 
in all probability, you will shortly be. — We 
sliall have the merit of not deserting our 
friends in the day of their calamity, and you 
will liave the satisfaction of perusing at least one 
lionest address. You are well acquainted with 
tlie dissection of human nature; nor do you 
need the assistance of a fellow-creature’s bosom 
to infoiTuyou, that man is always a selfish, often 
a perfidious being. — This assertion, however the 
Inisty conclusions of supeificiol obsm’ation may 
doubt of it, or the raw inexperience of youth 
may deny it, those who make the fatal experi- 
ment we have done, will feel. — You are a states- 
man, and consequently are not ignorant of the 
traffic of these corporation compliments. — ^The 
little great men who drives the borough to 
market, and the very great man who buys the 
borough in that market, they two do the whole 


> Sdwwtf. 
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business; and you well know they, likewise, 
have theis price. With that sullen disdain 
which you can so well assume, rise, illustrious 
Sir, and spurn these hirelin" efforts of venal 
stupidity. At best they are the coinplimeiita of a 
man's friends on the morning of his execution : 
they take a decent farewell, resign you to your 
fate, and hurry away from your approaching 
hour. 

If fame say true, and omens be not very much 
mistaken, you are about to make your exit from 
that world where tlie sun of gladness gilds the 
paths of prosperous man : permit us, great Sir, 
with the sympathy of fellow-feeling to hail your 
passage to the realms of ruin, 

AVJjcther the sentiment proceed from the 
selfishness or covrardice of mankind is immate- 
rial ; but to point out to a child of misfortune 
those who are still more unhappy, is to give him 
some degree of positive enjoyinent. In this 
light, Sir, our downfall iiiay be agjtin useful to 
you ; — though not exactly in the same vray, it 
is not pcrfiaps the first time it has gratified 
your feelings. It is true, the triumph of your 
evil star is exceedingly despiteful. — At an age 
when others are the votaries of pleasure, or un- 
derlings in business, you had attained the high- 
est wish of a British stat<‘STiian ; and with the 
ordinary date of human life, what a prospect was 
before you ! Deeply rooted in Royal favour, you 
overshadowed the land. The birds of passage, 
which follow ministerial sunshine through every 
clime of political faith and manners, floekcd to 
your branches ; and the beasts of the field (the 
lordly possessors of hills and valleys) crowded 
under your shade. “ But behold a watcher, a 
holy one, came down from heaven, and cried 
aloud, and said thus : Hew down the tree, and 
cut ofi' his branches ; shake off his leaves, and 
scatter his fruit ; let the befists get away from 
under it, and the fowls from his brandies !” A 
blow from an unthought-of quarter, one of those 
terrible accidents w-hich peculiarly mark the 
hand of Omnipotence, overset your career, and 
laid all your fancied honours in the dust. But 
turn your eyes. Sir, to the tragic scenes of our 
fate : — an ancient nation, that for many ages 
had gallantly maintained the unequal struggle 
for independence witli her much more powerful 
neighbour, at last agrees to a union whidi should 
ever after make them one people. In consi- 
deration of certain circumstances, it was cove- 
nanted that the former should enjoy a stipulated 
alleviation in her share of the public burdens, 
particularly in that branch of the revenue called 
tlie Excise. This just privilege has of late 
given great umbrage to some interested, power- 
ful individuals of the more potent part of the 
empire, and they have sjiared no wicked pains, 
under insidious pretexts, to subvert what they 
dared not openly to attack, from the dread which 
they yet entertained of the spirit of their ancient 
enemies. 

In this conspiracy we fell ; nor did we alone 
suffer^ our country was deeply wounded. A 


number of (we will say) respectable individuals, 
largely engaged in tr^e, where we were not 
only useful, but absolutely necessary to our 
countiy in her dearest interests; wo, with all 
that was near and dear to us, were sacrificed 
without remorse, to the infernal deity of politi- 
cal expediency ! We fell to gratify the wishes 
of dark envy, and the views of unprincipled am- 
bition! Your foes, Sir, were avowed; were 
too bravo to take an ungenerous advantage; 
you fell in the face of day. — On the contrary, 
onr enemies, to complete our overthrow, con- 
trived to make their guilt appear the villany of 
a nation. — Your downfall only drugs with you 
your private friends and partizans : in our mi- 
sery are mere or less involved the most nume- 
rous and most valuable part of the community — 
all those who immediately dei)end on the culti- 
vation of the soil, from the landlord of a pro- 
vince, down to his lowest hind. 

Allow us, Sir, yet further, just to hint at 
another rich vein of comfort in the dreaj*y 
regions of adversity ; — the gratulatioiis of an ap- 
proving conscienco, lit a certain great assoni- 
hly, of whicli you arc a distinguished meiiiber, 
paueg^^ries on your private virtues have so often 
wounded your delie.'W'y, that we shall not dis- 
tress you with anything on the subject. '^Pbere 
is, however, one part of your pnldic conduct 
ivbich our feelings will not permit us to pas.s in 
silence: our gratitude must tiespass on your 
modesty ; wc in('an, worthy Sir, your whole be- 
haviour to the Scots Distillers. — In evil hours, 
“wlnm obtrusive recolleetion pn'sses bitterly on 
the sense, let that. Sir, come like an healing* 
angel, and speak the j>eaco to your soul w’hich 
the world <*an n<*itlier give nor talco away. 

We have the lioiiour to be. 

Sir, 

Your sympathizing fellow-suflerei-s. 

And grat(*ful bumble Servants, 

doiiM Barleycohn — P rut'ses. 


cccxxvir. 

C^ountil of Bumfricis. 

[The Provoit and Bailies complied at once with the uiodcHt tv- 
quese of the jKict : both .lackwiti and Staig. who were heads of ttie 
town by turns, were men of taste and feclins.] 


Gektlemen, 

TirE literary taste and liberal spirit of your 
good town has so ably filled the various dejiai’t- 
mt'iits of your schools, as to make it a very grt'at 
object for a parent to have liis childroni educated 
in them. Still, to me, a stranger, with my largo 
family, and very stinted income, to give my 
young ones that education 1 wish, at the high- 
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ftcliool foes which a stranger pays, will hear haid 
upon me. 

Some years ago your good town did me the 
lion our of making me an honorary burgess.— 
Will you allow me to request that this mark of 
distinction may extend so far, as to put me on a 
footing of a real freeman of the town, in the 
schools ? 

If you are so veiy kind as to grant my re- 
quest, it will certainly be a constant incentive to 
me to strain every nerve where I can officially 
serve you ; and will, if possible, increase that 
grateful respect with which I have the honour 
to be, 

Gentlemen, 

Your devoted humble Servant, 

CCCXXVIIT. 

[Mni« ltu]d«'l wMi like Uitn a, h well>\vishcr to the great cause of 
human lilierty , and lamented ’ dth him the excesses of tlie French 
Uevtilutinn.] 

Dumfries j 20th January^ 1796. 

I CAKNOT express my gratitude to you for al- 
lowing me a longer pei-usal of “ Anacharsis.” 
In fact, 1 never met with a book that hcwitclied 
1110 so much ; and I, as a momber of the library, 
must warmly feel the obligation you have laid 

^ under. Indeed to me the obligation is 
stronger tlian to any other individual of our 
society; as “ Anach arsis’* is an indispensable 
desideratum to a son of the muses. 

The health you wished me in your morning’s 
card, is, 1 tliink, flown from me for over. I 
liavo not been able to leave my bod to-day 
till about an hour ago. These wickedly uu- 
hicky advertisements I lent (I did wrong) to a 
friend, and I am ill abic to go in quest of him. 

TJie muses have not quite forsaken me. The 
following detached stanza I intend to interweave 
in some disastrous talc of a shepherd. 

E.a 


cccxxix. 

^0 19unlop. 


ritaecmstbat Mrs. Dunlcip regarded the conduct of Banis« for some 
nioiitbs, with displeasure, and withheld or delayed her usu^ kind and 
cliarming communicatiiuns.] 

Durnffies^lst January^ 1796. 

These many months you have been two 
packets in my debt — what sin of ignorance 1 


liavc committed against 8ohighly»valued aJViend 
1 am utterly at a loss to guess. Alas ! Madam, ill 
can 1 afibrd, at this time, to he deprived of any of 
the small remnant of my pleasures. 1 have 
lately drunk deep in the cup of aifliction. The 
autumn robbed me of my only daughter and 
darling child, and that at a distance too, and so 
rapidly, as to put it out of my power to pay the 
last duties to her. I had scarcely begun to re- 
cover from thatshock, when I became myself the 
victim of a most severe rheumatic fever, and long 
the die spun doubtful ; until after many weeks 
of a sick bed, it seems to have turned up life, 
and I am beginning to crawl across my room, 
and once indeed have been before my own door 
in the street. 

** When pleasure faadnatea the mental sighc. 

Affliction purifies the visual my. 

Hcllgion hails tbedrar, the untried night. 

And riiuts, for ever shuts ! UfeTs douhtftd day.” 

B.B. 

CCCXXX. 

^Ibom^on. 

[Cromek informed me, on the authority of Mrs. Burns, that the 
*' handsome, elegant present” mentioned in this letter, was a common 
wonted shawL ] 

February, 1796. 

Many thanks, my dear Sir, for your hand- 
some, elegant present to Mrs. Bums, and for 
iny remaining volume of P. Pindar. Peter is a 
deliglitful fellow, and a first favourite of mine. 
1 am much pleased with your idea of publishing 
a collection of our songs in octavo, with etchings. 
I am extremely willing to lend every assistance 
in my power. The Irish airs I shall cheerfully 
undertake the task of finding verses for. 

1 have already, you know, equipt three with 
w^ords, and the other day 1 strung up a kind of 
rhapsody to another Hibernian melody, which 1 
admire much. 

Aw^a’ wi’ your witchcraft o’ beauty’s alarms. 

If this wiU do, you have now four of my Irisli 
engagement. In my by-past songs 1 dislike 
one thing, the name Chloris — 1 meant H as the 
fictitious name of a certain lady : hut, on second 
thoughts, it is a high incongruity to have a 
Greek appellation to a Scottish pastoral ballad. 
Of this, and somo things else, in my next: 
I have more amendments to propose. What 
you once mentioned of “ flaxen locks” is just: 
tliey cannot enter into an elegant description of 
beauty. Of this also again—God bless you ! * 

B. B. 

I SongCCIXVl. . . 

9 Our poet never explained what name be wodd bate tabBtitutfid 
for Chlorii.— M r. Thomsom. 
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CCCXXXI. 

^0 iWr. 


CCCXXXIII. 
^0 ^(om^on. 


llelsiddomthat palntlnff speaks In the spirit of poetry: Burns 
pouelved some of the blemishes of Allan's illustrarions : hut at that 
time little nature and less dqgance entered into the embellishments 
of book!.] 

April, 1796. 

Alas ! my dear Thomson, 1 fear it will be 
some time ere I tune my lyre a^;ain! "By 
Babel streams I have sat and wept’* almost ever 
since I wrote you last ; I have only known ex- 
istence by the pressure of the heavy hand of 
sickness, and liave counted time by the reper- 
cussions of pain ! Rheumatism, cold, and fever 
have formed to me a terrible combination. 1 
close my eyes in misery, and open them without 
hope. 1 look on the vernal day, and say with 
poor Fergusson, 

** Say wherefore has an all-indulgent heaven 
Light to the comfortless and wretched {^ven 

This will be delivered to you by Mrs. Ilyslop, 
landlady of the Globe Tavern here, which for 
these many years has been my howff, and 
where our friend Clarke and 1 liave had many a 
merry squeeze. I am highly delighted with 
Mr. Allan’s etchings. " Woo’d an’ married an’ 
a’,” is admirable I The grouping is beyond all 
praise. The expression of the figures, confonn- 
able to the story in the ballad, is absolutely 
faultless perfection. I next admiro " Turnim- 
spike.” What I like least is " Jenny said to 
Jockey.” Besides the female being in her ap- 
pearance * * * *, if you take her stooping into 
the account, she is at least two inches taller 
than her lover. Poor Cleghom! I sincerely 
sympathise with him. Happy I am to think 
that he yet has a weU-ground^ hope of health 
and enjoyment in this world. As for me — but 
that is a sad subject I 

R.B. 

CCCXXXII. 

[Tbe genius of the poet triumphed over pain and want«— his last 
songs are as tender and as nucasaiiy of his early oomporitions.] 

Mr DEAB, Sir, 

I ONCE mentioned to yon an air which I have 
long admired — " Here’s a health to them that’s 
awa, hiney,” but I forget if you took any notice 
of it. I have just been trying to suit it with 
verses, and 1 beg leave to recommend the air to 
your attention once more. I have only begun it. 

[Hem follow the fine duee stansas oftheaong, beginnins* 

Here’s a health to ane I loe dear, 

ttaafiNurih was found among tbe poeTsMSS. after his death.] 

B.B. 


[John LewaiSf whom the poet Introduces to Thomson, was a 
brother gaugtsr, and a kind, warm-heaned gentleman ; Jessie Lewan 
wu his sister, and at this dme but in her teens.] 

This will be delivered by a Mr. Lewars, a young 
feUow of uncommon merit. As he will be a day 
or two in town, you wiU have leisure, if you 
choose, to write me by him: and if you have a 
spare half-hour to spend with him, I shall place 
your kindness to my account. 1 havedio copies 
of the songs I have sent you, and 1 have 
taken a fancy to review them all, and pos- 
sibly may mend some of them; so when you 
have complete leisure, I will thank you for either 
the originals or copies.* I had rather be the 
author of five well-written songs than of ten 
otherwise. I have great hopes that the genial 
influence of the approaching summer will set 
me to rights, but as yet I cannot boast of re- 
turning health. I have now reason to believe 
tliat my complaint is a flying gout — a sad busi- 
ness ! 

Do let me know how Cleghorn is, and remem- 
ber me to him. 

Tills should have been delivered to you a 
month ago. I am still very poorly, but should 
like much to hear from yon. 

R. B. 

CCCXXXTV. 

Who had desired him logo to the Birth-Day Assembly 
on that day to show his loyalty, 

fThuU the Uut letter which the poet wrote to this accoInpl 1 ^tl( ii 
lady.] 

J>wmfries,AAh June, 1706. 

I AM in such miserable health as to be utterly 
incapable of showing my loyalty in any way. 
Hackt as I am with rheumatisms, I meet every 
face with a greeting, like that of Balak to 
Balaam — " Gome curse me Jacob ; and come defy 
me Israel ! ” So say 1 — Gome curse me tliat east 
wind ; and come defy me the north ! Would 
you have me in such circumstances copy you 
out a love-song ? 

I may perhaps see you on Saturday, but I will 
not bo at the balL — Why should 1 ? " man de- 
lights not me, nor woman either !” Can you 
supply me with the song, " Let us all bo unhappy 
together ?” — do if you can, and oblige, lepauvre 
mUerahh 

B.B. 


1 ** It li needless to SKffSbsx tbbfwtelUnnii did not live to 
form."— CVARis. 


1 SongCCLXTlf. 
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CCCXXXV. heavy on me ! Personal and domestic affliction 

have almost entirely banished that alacrity and 
iWr. life with which I used to woo the rural muse of 

Scotia. In the meantime let us finish that we 


SCHOOL MASTE B, FOBFAR. 


'WhoM^ll aay. after niding the following diitmalng letter, lately 
mile to light. thatUumji did not die In great poverty.] 


Dumfries, 26<h June, 1796. 

My deab Clarke, 

Still, stiU the victim of affliction ! Were you 
to see the emaciated figure who now holds the 
pen to you, you would not know your old 
fnend. Whether I shall ever get about again, 
is only known to Him, the Great Unknown, 
whose creature 1 am. Alas, Clarke ! 1 begin 
to tear the worst. 

As to my individual self, 1 am tranquil, and 
would despise myself if I were not ; but Burns’s 
poor widow, and half-a-dozen of his dear little 
ones — helpless orphans ! — there I am weak as a 
woinan^s tear. Enough of this ! *Tis half of m^ 
disease. 

I duly received your last, enclosing the note. 

It came extremely in time, and I am much 
obliged by your punctuality. Again I must re- 
quest you to do me the same kindness. Bo so 
very good as, ’ ^ .etum of post, to enclose me 
another note. I trust you can do it without in- 
convenience, and it will seriously oblige me. If 
1 must go, I shall leave a few friends behind roc, 
whom I shall regret w'hile consciousness re- 
mains. I know 1 shall live in their remem- 
brance. Adieu, dear Clarke, that I shall over 
see you again, is, I am afraid, higlily improba- 
ble. 

B.B. 

CCCXXXVI. 

EDIKBVRGH. 

r '• (n thil humble and delicate mannered poor BurMask foracopy 
of a work of which he was principally the founder, and to which he had 
contributadgTBtuifuousilp nut less than one hundred and eighty-four 
orifanal, ailorsd, and eotferfeii songs ! The editor has seen one hun- 
dred and eighty svansciibed by his own hand, for the * Museum.”*— 
(’•ROMKK. WiU it be believed that this *« humble request'* of Bums 
uas not comput’d with ! The work was intended as a present to 
Jessie X«wais.J 


have so well begun. 

* ♦ ♦ * 

You are a good, worthy, honest fellow, and 
have a good right to live in this world— because 
you deserve it. Many a merry meeting this 
publication has given us, and possibly it may 
give us more, though, alas ! I fear it. This pro- 
tracting, slow, consuming illness which hangs 
over me, will, I doubt much, my ever dear 
friend, arrest my sun before he has well reached 
his middle career, and will turn over tho poet to 
other and far more important concerns than 
studying the brilliancy of wit, or the pathos of 
sentiment ! However, hope is the cordial of the 
human heart, and I endeavour to cherish it as 
well as 1 can. 

Let me hear from you as soon as convenient. 
— ^Your work is a g^eat one ; and now that it is 
finished, I see, if we wore to begin again, two or 
three things that might he mended ; yet I will 
venture to prophecy, that to future ages your 
publication will be the text-book and standard 
of Scottish song and music. 

I am ashamed to ask another favour of you, 
because you have been so very good already ; 
hut my wife has a very particular friend of hejs, 
a young lady who sings well, to whom she 
wishes to present the “ Scots Musical Museum,” 
If you have a spare copy, will you he so obliging 
as to send it by the very firstly, as I am anxious 
to have it soon. 

The gentleman, Mr, I^ewai-s, a particular 
friend of mine, will bring out any proofs (if 
they are ready) or any message you may have, 
I am extremely anxious for your work, as in- 
deed I am for everything concerning you, and 
your welfare. 

Farewell, K. B. 

P.8. You should have had this when Mr. 
Lewars called on you, but his saddle-bags mis- 
carried. 


CCCXXXVII. 

^0 0lr. ^unningliam. 


fFew of the last requests of the poet were efibetual: Clarto. U la 
believed, did not send the second note he wrote for* Johnson did nee 
■end thecopy of the Museum which he requested, and the Commis. 
Noners of Exclae refused the contbiuance of his foil salair.J 


Dumfries, 4th July, 1796. 

How are you, my dear friend, and how comes 
on your fifth volume ? Y ou may probably thitik 
tliat for some time past I have neglected you 
and your work; but, alas ! the hand of pain, and 
soiTow, and core baa these many months lain 


Brow, Sea-hathing quarters, *lih July, 1796 

My dear Cubnikoham, 

I RECEIVED yours here this moment, and am 
indeed highly flattered with the approbation of 
the literary circle you mention; a literary 

5 H 
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circlo inferior to none in thctivo kingdoms. 
Alas ! my friend, 1 fear the voice of the burd 
will soon be heard among yon no more ! For 
these eight or ten months I have been ailing, 
sometimes bedfast and sometimes not; but these 
last three months I have been tortured with an 
excruciating rheumatism, which has reduced me 
to nearly the last stage. You actually would 
not know me if you saw me. — Pale, emaciated, 
and BO feeble, as occasionally to need help from 
my chair — my spii'its fled! fled ! but 1 can no 
more on the subject — only the medical folks tell 
me that my last and only chance is bathing and 
country-quarters, and riding. — The deuce of the 
matter is this ; when an exciseman is off duty, 
his salary is reduced to 35/. instead of 50/. — 
What way, in the name of thrift, shall I main- 
tain myself, and keep a horse in country quarters 
— with a wife and five children at home on 36/.? 
1 mention this, because 1 had intended to beg 
your utmost interest, and that of all the friends 
you can muster, to move our commissioners of 
excise to grant me the full salary ; I dare say 
you know them all personally. If they do not 
grant it me, I must lay my account with an exit 
truly en polite, if I die not of disease/ I must 
perish with hunger. 

I have sent you one of the songs; the other 
my memory does not serve me with, and I have 
no copy here; but I shall he at homo soon, when 
1 will send it you. — Apropos to being at home, 
Mrs. Bums threatens in a week or two, to add 
one more to my paternal charge, which, if of tlio 
right gender, 1 intend shall be introduced to tbe 
world by the i*espectable designation of Aleaander 
Ounninpham Bums, My last was James GIcti- 
cairn, so you can have no objection to the com- 
pany of nobility. Farewell. 

H. B. 


CCCXXXVllT. 

^0 iillr* Silhert )3ttrn$. 


fThis letter contained heavy newt for Gilbert Bums : the loss of a 
brother whom he dearly loved and admired, was not all, though 
the worst.} 

10/A July, 1796. 

Dear Brother, 

I T will bo no very pleasing news to you to be 
told that I am dangerously ill, and not likely to 
get better. An inveterate rheumatism has re- 
duced me to such a state of debility, and my ap- 
petite is so totally gone, that I can scarcely stand 
on my legs. 1 have been a week at sea-lathing, 
and 1 will continue there, or in a friend's house 
in the county, all the summer. God keep my 
wife and children: if 1 am taken from their 
head, they will he poor indeed. 1 have con- 
tracted one or two serious debts, partly from 


my illness these many months, partly from too 
much thoughtlessness as to expense, when I came 
to town, that will cut in too much on the little 
I leave them in your liands. Bemember me to 
my mother. 

Yours, B. B. 


CCCXXXIX 

^0 garnet; ^tmouv, 

HASOK, MAUCHLIXE. 


[The original letter is now in a safe sanctuary, fhe hands of tha 
poet’s son. Major Janies Glencalm Burns.] 

Julp, lO/A [1796.J 

For Heaven’s sake and as you value the we[l]- 
faroofyour daughter and my wife, do, my dearest 
8ir, write to Fife, to Mrs. Armour to come if pos- 
able. My w'ife thinks she ciin yet reckon upon 
a fortnight. The medical people order me, 
as / value my existence, to fly to sea-bathing and 
country-quarters, so it is ten thousand chances 
to one that I shall not be within a dozen miles 
of her when her hour comes. What a situa- 
tion for her, poor girl, without a single friend 
by her on such a serious moment. 

I have now been a W'eck at salt-water, and 
though I think I have got some good by it, yet 
I have some secret fears that this business will 
be dangerous if not fatal. 

Your mo.st afiectionatc son, 

B.B. 

t;ccxL. 

^0 ii^urnis. 

[Sea iMilhiiig, T have heard skilful men say, uas Injudicious: tut 
it was felt that Bums was on his way to thcKravr, anti as he desired 
to try tbe influence uf sea-water, as wdl as sea-air, his wishes were 
not opposed.] 

Brow, Thursday, 

My DEAREST Love, 

I DEi.AYED writing ifntil Icould tell you what 
effect sea-bathing was likely to produce. It 
would be injustice to deny that it has eased my 
pains, and 1 think has strengthened me; but 
my appetite is still extremely bad. No flesh 
nor fish can I swallow; porridge and milk 
are the only things I can taste. I am very happy 
to hear, by Miss Jess Lewars, that you are all 
well, i&y very best and kindest compliments to 
her, and to all the children. I will see you on 
Sunday. 

Your affectionate husband, 

ILB. 
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CCCXLI. 

^0 iWT0. Bunrop. 


[*• The poet had the pleasure of reel ing a satlstaitory cxplanadon 
of this lady’s silenoe/' savs ihirriet *' and assurance ot tliecontinu* 
unoe of her friendship to his widow and chlldFen.”] 


Brow^ Saturday ^\2th July, 173C. 

Madam, 

I HAVE written you so often, without receiv- 
ing any answer, that I would not trouble you 
again, but for the circumstances in which I am. 
An illness which has long hung about me, in all 
probability will speedily send me beyond that 
houm whence no traveller returns. Your friend- 
ship, witli which for many years you honoured 
me, was a friendship, dearest to iny soul. Your 
conversation, and especially your coiTospon- 
dence, were at once highly entertaining and in- 
structive. With what pleasure did I use to 
break up the seal! The remembrance yet 
adds one pulse more to ray poor palpitating 
heart. 

Farewell ! ! ! 

K a 


CCCXLII. 

To i'Hr. TSoni^on. 


f Thomson Instanfly aniiplKiMvuli the dMiig mpu-st, ftud 
Tiaii*inirud tliei^arr sumn'lixli he ri'ijui-suil, m/. five |KtuiicIs. hv 
Tttiirnof post: lie \wts atraHl of utri’iuliiiK tlu- inulcor Ihmis, otlitx- 
« ise he woiihl, lie sn\ s, ha\ e sent <■ liirfjcr sum. lie has not, how t\ or, 

w h-ri clc'.itlt hail leleaseU him fn h 11 dread uf tin po iiidigni 


Brow, on the Solway-frth, \WiJuly, 17!)fi. 

Ai’TFii all my boasted indopendenco, cui>t 
necessity compels me to iiiiploi'e you for live 
pounds. A cruel ‘wretch of a haberdasher, to 
whom 1 owe an account, takiug it into his head 
tluit ] am dying, has commenced a process, 
and will infallibly put me into jail. Do, for 
flod’s sake, send mo that sum, and that liy re- 
turn of post. Forgive me tliis earnestness, but 
the li errors of a jail liavo made me half dis- 
tracted. T do not ask all this gratuitously; 
tor, upon returning liealth, I hereby promise 
*»'d engage to furnish you with five pounds* 
^orth of the neatest song-genius you luivc seen. 
I tried my liand on “ llotheimirehe” this moni- 
’ng. The measure is so difiieult tliat it is iip- 


possible to infuse much genius into the lines; 
they are on the other side. Forgive, forgive 
me ! 

Fairest maid on Devon’s banks. ‘ 

R. B. 


cccxLiir. 

To idutnefts, 

wniTER, XOlfTROSE. 


[The good, the wann>heftfted Jamn Bumen wnt hin courin ten 
pound! on the 2f)th of July— he lent live pound! afterwards to die 
family, and offered to take one of the boys, and educatt- him in 
hi! own profession of a writer. AU this was unknown to the V'urld 
till lately.] 


Brow, \2th July, 

My dear Cousiw, 

Whee you offered me money assistance, little 
did 1 think I should want it so soon. A rascal 
of a haberdasher, to whom I owe a considerable 
bill, taking it into his head that I am dying, has 
commenced process against me, and will infalli- 
bly put my emaciated body into jail. W ill you be 
so good as to accommodate me, and that by return 
of post, with ten pounds ? O James ! did you 
know the pride of my heart, you would feel 
doubly for me! Alas! I am not used to heg ! 

I The w'orst ot ji is, my liealtli w'as coming about 
finely; you know, and my physician assured me, 
tliat melancholy and low spirits are half iny dis- 
ease; guess tlien my horrors since this business 
began. If I had it settled, I would be, I tliink, 
quite well in a manner. How shall 1 use the 
language to you, O do not disappoint me ! but 
strong necessity’s curst command. 

J Jiavc been thinking over and over my bro- 
ther's jiffairs, and I fear I must cut him up ; but 
on this I will correspoml at another time, par- 
ticularly as I shall [require] your advice. 

Forgive me for once more mentioning by 
return of post; — save me from the horrors of a 
jail ! 

My compliments to niy friend James, and to 
all the rest. 1 do not know wliat I have writ- 
ten. The subject is so horrible 1 dare not look 
it over again. 

FarewelL 

R.B. 


I ScngCCLXVlU. 
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CCCXLIV, 

Vo 3(aine0 Grade, £oq. 


[Jamei Onde wUf tat mna dine* a bankar InDnmfrlei : hli eld- 
est ann, a fine* b|gh-qdilteil yoatn, lUl bf a rifle-ball in America, 
when leading the trw^ to the atndi on Washington. J 


have derived great benefits from it already , 
but, alas ! my loss of appetite still continues. I 
shall not need your kind offer thu weeh, and I 
return to town the beginning of next week, it 
not being a tide-week* I am detaining a man in 
a burning huny. 

So God bless yon. 

R.B. 


Bfdw, Wednesday JHomtfi^, lOtft Ju/i/, 17M. 
My dear Sin, 

It would [be] doing high t^Justioe to this 
place not to acknowledge tliat niy rheumatisms 
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SCOTTISH SONGS AND BALLADS. 


r 1 HE following Sbieturn on Soottisli Sung exist In the handwriting of Barns* In the Interleaved copy of Johnson’s Bitisical Museum* 
wnich the poet presented tetCapodn Riddel, nf Friar’s Carse; on the death of Mrs. Riddel, these precious volumes passed into the hands of 
her ndoe, Rlisa Bayley, of Manchester, who kindly permitted Mr. Cromek to transcribe and publish them in the Keliques.) 


THE HIOHLAVD atJEElf. 

This Highland Qncon, music and poetry, was 
lomposcdby Mr. M‘ Vicar, purser of thoSolehay 
man-of-war. — This I had from Dr. Blacldock. 


BESS THE GAWKIE. 

This song shows that the Scottish muses did 
not all leave ns when we lost Ramsay and Os- 
wald, as I have good reason to believe tliat the 
verses and music are both posterior to the 
clays of these two gentlemen. It is a beautiful 
tong, and in the genuine Scots taste. We have 
iew pastoral compositions, I mean the pastoral 
of nature that arc equal to this. 


on, OPEX THE DOOR, LORD GREGORY. 

It is somewhat singular, tliat in Lanark, Ren- 
frew, Ayr, Wigton, Kirkcudbright, and Dum- 
fi'ies-shires, there is scarcely an old song or tune 
which, from the title, &c. can he guessed to be- 
long to, or be the production of these countries. 
Tills, 1 conjecture, is one of these very few ; as 
the Mlad, which is along one, is called, both by 
tradition and in printed collections, The lass 
Lochroyan,’’ wdiicli I take to be Lochroyan, in 
Galloway. 


THE BANKS OF TllS TWEED. 

Tins song is one of tlie many attempts that 
Knglish composers have made to imitate the 
Bcottish manner, and which 1 shall, in these 
strictures, beg leave to distinguish by the ap- 
pellation of Aiiglo-Scottibh productions. Tlic 


music is pretty good, but the verses are just 
above contempt. 


THE BEDS OF SWEET ROSES. 

This song, as far as 1 know', for the first time 
appears here in print. — When I was a boy, it 
was a very popular song in Ayrshire. 1 re- 
member to have heard those fanatics, the Bu- 
ehanites, sing some of their nonsensical rhymes, 
which they dignify with the name of hymns, to 
this air. 


ROSLIN CASTLE. 

These beautiful verses were the produc- 
tion of a Richard Hewit, a young man that 
Dr. Blacklock, to whom 1 am indebted for 
tlic anecdote, kept for some years as an amanu- 
ensis. I do not know who is the author of the 
second song to the tune. Ty tier, in his amusing 
histoi-y of Scots music, gives the air to Oswald ; 
but in Oswald's own collection of Scots tunes, 
where he affixes an asterisk to those he himself 
composed, he docs not make the least claim to 
the tunc. 

SAW TE JOHXKIE CUMMIN? QUO’ SHE. 

This song, for genuine humour in the verses, 
and lively ori^naRty in the air, is unpardlded. 
I take it to be very old. 


CLOUT THE CALDRON. 

A TRADITION is mentioned in the 
that the second Bishop Chisholm, of JDunblane^ 
used to say, that if he were going to be liangedi 

h 1 
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nothing woiild soothe 'his mind so much by the 
way as to hear “ Clout the Caldron'* played. 

1 liave met with another tradition, that the 
old song to this tune, 

•* Hae yc onle pots or pans, 

Oroule broken clianlei»i’* 

was composed on one of the Kenmure family, in 
the cavalier times ; and alluded to an amour he 
liad, while under hiding, in the disguise of an 
itinerant tinker. Tlie air is also known by 
the name of 

The blacksmith and his aprun,” 

which from the rhythm, seems to have been a 
line of some old song to the tunc. 


SAW YE »IY PEGGY. 

This charming song is much older, and indeed 
superior to Ramsay’s verses, “ The Toast,” as 
he calls them. There is another set of the 
w'ords, much older still, and which 1 take to 
be the original one, but though it lias a very 
great deal of merit, it is not quite ladies* read- 
ing. 

The original words, for they can scarcely be 
called verses, seem to be as follows ; a song fa- 
miliar from the cradle to every Scottish car, 

*• Saw ye my Maggie, 

Saw ye my Maggie, 

Saw yc my Maggie 
Linkin o’er Uic lea ? 

High kilted was she. 

High kilted nas she. 

High kilted was she, 

Her coat abmni her Knee. 

What mark has your Maggie, 

What mark has your Magg'e, 

What mark has }nur Mag:<iu, 

That ane may ken her be I" 

Though it by no means follows that the silliest 
verses to an air must, for that reason, be the 
original song; yet 1 take this ballad, of wiiicli I 
have quoted part, to he old verses. The two 
songs in Ramsay, one of them evidently liis own, 
are never to be met w'ith in the fire-side circle 
of our peasantry ; while that which 1 take to 
he tlie old song, is in every sliepherd’s mouth. 
Ramsay, 1 suppose, had thought the old verses 
unworthy of a place in his collection. 


THE FLOWEBS OF EDINllUllGII. 

This song is one of the many effusions of 
Scots Jacobitism. — The title li’iowers of 
Edinburgh,** has no manner of connexion with 
tho present verses, so T sus]>oct there has been 
an older set of words, of which the title is all 
that remains. 

By the bye, it is singular enough that the 
Scottish muses were all Jacobites. — I luive 
paid more attention to every description of Scoia 


songs than perhaps any body living has done, and 
1 do not recollect one single stanza, or even the 
title of the most trifling ^ots air, which has the 
least panegyrical reference to the families of 
Nassau or Brunswick ; while there are hundreds 
satirizing them. — This may be thought no pane- 
gyric on the Scot's Poets, but I mean it os such. 
For myself, 1 would always take it as a com- 
pliment to have it said, that my heart ran be- 
fore my head, — and surely the gallant though 
unfortunate house of Stewart, the kings of our 
fathers for so many heroic ages, is a theme * 


JAMIE GAY. 

Jamie Gay is another and a tolerable Anglo- 
Scottish piece. 

MY DEAR JOCKIE. 

Another Anglo-Scottish jiroduction. 


FVE, GAE RUB HER C)*ER W'l’ STRAE. 

It is self-evident that the first four lines of 
this song are i»ai*t of a song more ancient 
than Ramsay's beautiful verses w hich are an- 
nexed to them. As music is tliu language of 
nature; and jjoetry, piirtieularly songs, are al- 
w’uys less or more localized (if I may bo allow'(*(l 
the verb) by some of the modiflealions of tiinti 
an<l place, this is the reason w hy so inuTiy oi 
our Scots airs have outlived their origiual, and 
perhaps many subsequent sets of verses ; exee]>t 
a .single name or phrase, or sometimes one or 
two lines, sinqdy to distinguish the tunes }»y. 

To tins day among pt'ople wdio know iioLhing 
of Ramsay’s versi*s, the following is the song, 
and all tlie song that ever 1 heard : 

Gill yemerta boniiif li«?lp, 

Gie her a kisa and let her gae t 

But gin ye meet a dirty lir/zie, 

Fye, gac nib hai o'er wi’ itr; i>. 

Fye, gae rub her, rub her, rub her, 

Fye, gae rub her o’er wi‘ atrae: 

An’ gin yc meet a dirty hizzic, 

Fye, gae rubber o’ei ui’ atrae.” 


THE EASS o’ LIVISTON. 

The old song, in three eight-line stanzas, js 
well known, and lias merit as to wdt and hnmour; 
hut it is rather unfit for insertion. — It bc^gins, 

*' The Bonnie last o’ Livistfm, 

Her name ye ken, her name yc ken* 

And the hat written in liei runtract, 

'i'o lie her lane, to lie her laoc.” 

Ac. Ac. 
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the last time I CAME O'ER THE MOOR. 

Bamsay found the first line of this song, wliich 
had boon preserved as the title of the cliarming 
air, and then composed the rest of the versos to 
suit that line. This has always a finer effect 
ilian composing English words, or words Avith an 
idea foreign to the spirit of the old title. Where 
old titles of songs convey any idea at all, it will 
generally he found to be quite in the spirit of 
the air. 


JOCKIE’s GUAY BUEEKS. 

Though this has certainly every evidence of 
being a Scottish air, yet there is a well-known 
mo and song in the North of Ireland, called 
“ 1'he Weaver and his Shuttle O,’* which, though 
sung much quicker, is every note the very tune. 


THE HAPPY MARRIAGE. 

Anotiieii, but A'cry pretty Anglo-Seottish 
j)ioce. 


THE LASS or patie’s mill. 

In Sinclair's Statistical Account of Scotland, 
this song is loealizoa (a A’crb 1 must use for 
want ol‘ another to «‘xpress iny idea) somewhere 
in the north of Scotland, and likewise is claimed 
hy Ayrshire. — TJio following anecdote 1 had 
liom the prcs(*nt Sir William Cunningham of 
llohertlaiid, who had it from the last John, Earl 
of Loudon. 'J'he thou Earl of Loudon, and fatlier 
fo Earl .loll n before mentioned, had Kamsiiy at 
J.oiidou, and one day walking together by the 
banks of Irvine water, near New-iMills, at a 
place called Patie’s Mill, they were struck with 
the .nppoaraTiee of a beautiful country girl, llis 
lordshi}) observed that she would be a fine theme 
for a song. — Allan lagged behind in returning to 
Jioudon Castle, and at dinner produced tliis 
identical soug. 


THE TURNIMSPIKE. 

There is a stanza of this oxccllent song for 
local humour, omitted in this set — * Where 
I iiave placed the asterisms. 

“ They »k thehorsie then by tc head. 

And cere tey inak her scan’, man ; 

Me tell t -m. me hac seen ceday, 

Tey no had siccnnmian’, man.” 


HIGHLAND LADDIE. 

As this was a favourite theme Avith our later 
hjottish muses, there are several airs and songs 


of that name. That Avhich I take to be the old- 
est, is to bo found in the “ Musical Museum,'* 
beginning, “ I hae been at Crookie-tlcn,** One 
reason for my thinking so is, that Oswald has it 
in his collection, by tlie name of “ The auld 
lligliliiud Jjaddie." It is also known hy the 
name of ‘‘.liiiglan .rohnie,” whicli is a avcII- 
known sung of four or five stanzas, and seems 
to be an earlier song tJian Jacobite times. Asa 
proof of this, it is little known to the peasantry by 
the name of Highland Laddie;** while every 
body knows " JingUin Johnie.” The song be- 
gins 

** Jinfchm John, the mciekk* man. 

He met tvi’ a lass was blythe and bonle.” 

Another “ Uighland Laddie** is also in the 
" Museum/** vol. A^, which I take to be Ramsay*s 
original, as lie has borrow’od the chorus — ** O 
my hunio ilighland lad,** &c. It consists of 
three stanzas, besides the chorus ; and has hu- 
mour in its composition — it is an excellent, but 
somewhat liiiontious sung. — It begins 

** As I Cruno'er ('>urn(>y mount. 

And down auoiif; the hlouuiing heather.” 

This air, and the common " Highland Laddie,** 
only to be different sets. 

Another “ Ilighland Laddie,** also in the 
“ Miiseiiin,’* vol. v., is the tune of several .Jaco- 
bite fragments. One of these old songs to it, 
only exists, us far as I knoiv, in these four 
lines — 

*♦ W'hcre hac ye been a’ dav, 

Runic laddie. Highland laddie? 

Down tkcbaii o’ Bell’s brae, 

Courtiii Maggie, cuurtiii Maggie.” 

Another of this name is Dr. Arne’s beautiful 
air, called the new " Ilighland Laddie.** 


THE GENTLE SWAIN. 

To sing such a beautiful air to such execrable 
verses, is doAvnright prostitution of common 
sense ! The Scots verses indeed are tolerable. 


HE STOLE MV TENDER HEART AWAY. 

Tins is an Anglo-Scottish production, but by 
no means a had one. 


FAIREST OF THE FAIR. 

It is too barefaced to take Dr. Percy’s charm- 
ing song, and by means of transposing a few 
English words into Scots, to offer to pass it fora 
Scots song. — 1 Avas not acquainted with the 
editor until the first A^olume was nearly finished, 
else, had I known in time, I would have pre- 
vented such an impudent absurdity. 
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THE BLAITHRIE 0*T. 

The foUowing is a set of this song^ which was 
the earliest song 1 remember to have got by 
heart. When a child, an old woman sung it to 
me, and 1 picked it up, every word, at first 
hearing. 

** O Willy wed I mind, I lent yoa my hand 
To dng you a song which you did mecommand ; 

But my memory's so bad 1 had almost forgot 
That you called it the gear and the blaithric o’t.— 

Ill not dng about confusion, dduaion or pride, 

1*11 idng about a laddie Avas for a virtuous bride; 

Foi virtue is an ornament that time will never rot. 

And preferable to gear and tlie blaithiie o't.— 

Tho' my lassie hae nae scarlets or silks to put on, 

Wc envy not the greatest that rits upon the throne : 

1 wad rather hae my lassie, tho’ she cam in her smock. 

Than a princess wi’ the neur and the blaichrle o’L— 

Tho* we hae nae horses or mensies at comnuind. 

We will toil on our foot, and we’ll work wi* our hand ; 

And when wearied without rest, we’ll find it sweet in any spett. 
And well value not the gear and the blaitliric o’t. — 

If we hae ony baldes, we’ll count them as lent ; 

Hae we less, hae we nuur, we will ay be content ; 

For the\' say they hae mair pleastire that wins but a groat. 

Than the miser wi* his gear and the blaithrie o’U— 

ril not meddle wi* th* affairs of the kirk or the queen ; 

They’re nac matters for a sang, let them sink, let them SAvim ; 

On your kirk Ml ne’er encroach, but I’ll hold it still remote, 

Sae tak this for the gear and the blaithrie d*u** 


MAY EVE, OR KATE OF ABERDEEK. 

“ Kate of Aberdeen’* ia, I believe, the work 
of poor Cunningham the player ; of wliom the 
following anecdote, though told before, deserves 
a recital. A fat dignitary of the church coming 
{fast Cunningham one Sunday, as the poor poet 
was busy plying a dSshing-rod in some stream 
near Durham, his native country, his reverence 
reprimanded Cunningham very severely for 
such an ocenpation on such a day. The poor 
poet, with that inoffensive gentleness of man- 
ners which was his peculiar characteristic, re- 
plied, that he hoped God and his reverence 
would forgive his seeming profanity of that 
sacred day, ^as he had no dinner to eat, but vihat 
lay at the bottom of that poolP' This, Mr. Woods, 
the player, who knew Cunningham well, and 
esteemed him mucli, assured me was true. 


TWEED SIDE. 

In Ramsay's Tea-table Miscellany, he tells us 
that about thirty of the songs in that publication 
were the works of some young gentlemen of his 
acquaintance ; which songs are marked with the 
letters D.C.&c. — Old Mr. Ty tier, of Woodhouse- 
lee,tho worthy andabledefenderof the beauteous 
Queen of Scots, told me that the songs marked 
C, in the Tea-table, were the composition of a 


Mr. Crawfurd, of the house of Achnamei^ who 
was afterwards unfortunately drowned coming 
from France. — As Tytler was most intimately 
acquainted with Allan Ramsay, 1 think tho an- 
ecdote may he depended on. Of consequence, 
the beautiful song of Tweed Side is Mr. Craw- 
furd’s, and indeed does great honour to his poet- 
ical talents. He was a Robert Crawfurd ; the 
Mary he celebrates was a Mary Stewart, of the 
Castle-Milk family, afterwards married to a 
Mr. John Ritchie. 

1 have seen a song, calling itself the original 
Tweed Side, and said to have h^n compost by 
a Lord Yester. It consisted' of two stanzas^ of 
which I still recollect the first — 

When Maggy and I was acquaint, 

1 carried my noddle fu* hie ; 

Nae llntwhlte on a’ the green plain. 

Nor goAvdspink sae happy as me : 

But 1 saw her sae fair and 1 lu’cd : 

I woo’d, but I came nae great speed ; 

So now I maun wander abioad. 

And lay my banes far fine the TAvoed.**— 


THE POSY. 

It appears evident to me that Oswald com- 
posed his Roslin Castle on the modulation of this 
air. — In the second part of Oswald’s, in the 
three first bars, he has either hit on a wonderful 
similarity to, or else ho has entirely borrowed 
the three first bars of the old air ; and the closo 
of both tunes is almost exactly the same. Tho 
old verses to which it w’hs sung, when I took 
down the notes from a country girl’s voice, had 
no great merit. — The following is a specimen ; 

** There was a pretty May, and a tnilkln she went ; 

W'l* her red rosy cheeks, and her anl black hair ; 

And she has meta young man a oomin o'er the bent, 

With a double and adieu to tliec, fair May. 

O where are ye gnin, my oin pretty May, 

Wi’ thy red rosy cheeks, and thy coal-black hair f 

Unto the yowes a milkin, kind sir, she says. 

With a double and adieu to thee, fair May. 

What if I gang olangAvith thee, my idn pretty May* 

Wi’ thy red rosy cheeks, and thy coal-black hair; 

Wad 1 be aught the worse o* that, kind sir, shesaya. 

With a double and adieu to tliee, fair May* 


MARY'S DREAM, 

The Mary here alluded to is generally sup- 
posed to he Miss Mary Macghie, daughter to 
the Laird of Airds, in Galloway. Tho poet was 
a Mr. John Lowe, who likewise wrote another 
beautiful song, called Porapey’s Ghost. — I have 
seen a poetic epistle from him in North Ame- 
rica, where he now is, or lately was, to a lady in 
Scotland. — By the strain of the verses, it ap* 
peared that they allude to some love affair* 
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THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS. 

BV MR. DVDORON. 

This Dudgeon is a respectable farmer’s son 
in Berwicksl^e. 

I WISH MY X.OVE weue in a mibe. 

I NEYEK heard more of the words of this old 
siong than the title. 


ALLAN WATEB. 

This Allan Water, wluch the composer of the 
music has honoured with the name air, I 

have been told is Allan Water, in Strltliallan. 


TlIEllE's NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 

I'kis is one of the most beautiful songs in the 
Scots, or any other language. — The two lines, 

** And will I see his face ARain* 

And will I hear him speak ?** 

as well as the two preceding ones, are unequalled 
almost by any thing I ever beard or read : and 
the lines, 

** The present moment is our ain« 

The ndat we never saw.”-~- 

s re worthy of the first poet. It is long posterior 
to Ramsay’s days. About the year 1771, or 72, 
it came first on the streets as a ballad ; and 1 
suppose the composition of the song was not 
much anterior to that period. 


TARRY woo. 

This is a very pretty song ; but I fancy that 
the first half stanza, as well as the tune itself, 
are much older than the rest of the words. 


GRAMACHREE. 

The song of Gramachree was composed by a 
Mr. Poe, a counsellor at law in Dublin. This 
anecdote I had from a gentleman wlio knew the 
Ihdy, the “Molly,” who is the subject of the 
Bong, and to whom Mr. Poe sent the first mar 
nuscript of his most beautiful verses. I do not 
femember any single line that has more true 
pathos than 

" How am the break that honot bean that wears her in its core 

But as the song is Irish, it had nothing to do 
in this collection. 


THE collier's BONNIE LASSIE. 

The first half stanza is much older than iiie 
4ays of Ramsay*'— The old words began thus ; 


* The collier has a dochter, and, O, thefs wonder honnie ! 

A laird he was that sought her, rich baith In lands and moncf. 
She wad na hae a laird, nor wad she be a lady. 

But she wad hae a collier, the colour o' her daddie.” 


MY AIN KIND DEARIE — O. 

The old words of this song are omitted hero^ 
though much more beautiful than these inserted; 
which were mostly composed by poor Fergiisson, 
in one of his merry humours. The old words 
began thus : 

•* m rowe thee o’er the lea-iig. 

My ain kind dearie, O, 
ni rowe thee o’er the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O, 

Altho* the night were ne^er saa wat. 

And 1 were ncTer sae weary, O ; 

111 rowe thee o'er the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O." — 


MARY SCOTT, THE FLOWER OP YARROW. 

Mr. Robertson, in his statistical account of 
the parish of Selkirk, says, that Maiy Scott, the 
Flower of Yarrow, was descended from the Dry- 
hope, and married into the Harden family. Her 
daughter was married to a predecessor of the 
present Sir Francis Elliot, o^tobbs, and of the 
late Lord Hoathfield. 

There is a circumstance in their contract of 
marriage that merits attention, and it strongly 
marks the predatory spirit of the times. The 
father-in-law agrees to keep his daughter for 
some time after the marriage ; for which the 
son-in-law binds himself to give him the profits 
of the first Michaelmas moon ! 


DOWN THE BURN, DAVIE. 

I HAVE been informed, that the tune of 
“Down the bum, Davie,’’ was the composition 
of David Maigh, keeper of the blood slough 
hounds, belonging to tlie Laird of Riddel, in 
Tweeddale. 


BLINK o'er THE BURN, SWEET BETTIB. 

The old words, all that I remember, are, — 

** Blink over the bum, sweet Betty, 

It is a cauld winter nightt 
It rains, it hails, it thunden. 

The moon she gies nae light: 

It^s a’ for the sake o' swoct Betty* 

That ever I tint my way ; 

Sweet, let me lie beyond thee 
Unul it be break o’ day.— 

O, Betty will bake my bread. 

And Betty 'will brew my ale. 

And Betty will be my love. 

When I come over the dale: 

Blink over the bum, sweet Betqr* 

Blink over the bum to nus 
And while I hae life, dear kuilet 
My Mn sweet Betty thoa'ebe." 


5 K 
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THE BLITHSOME BRIDAL. 

I riKD the ^^BUthsoine Bridal” in James 
Watson’s collection of Scots poems, printed at 
Edinburgh, in I7O6. This collection, the pub- 
lisher says, is the first of its nature which iuis 
been published in our own native Scots dialect — 
it is now extremely scarce. 


JOHK HAT S BONNIE LASSIE. 

John Hay’s “Bonnie Lassie’’ was dauglitor 
of John Hay, E*arl or Miirqiiis of Twoeddalo, and 
late (’ouiitoss Dowager of Roxburgh. — She died 
at Broomhinds, near Kelso, some time between 
the years 17*20 and 1740. 


THE BONIE BRUCEET LASSIE. 

The two first lines of this song arc all of it 
that is old. 'J’he rest of the song, as well as 
those songs in the JMuseum marked T., are the 
works of an obscure, tippling, but extraordinary 
body of the name of 'J'ytler, commonly known 
by the name of Balloon Tytler, from his haiung 
projected a balloon i a mortal, who, though he 
drudges about Edinburgh as a common ]>rinter, 
witli leaky shoes, a sky-lighted hat, and kneo- 
buckles as unlike as tieorge-hy-tlio-grace-of-God, 
and Solomon-the-son-of-Davul ; yet tliat same 
unknown drunken mortal is author and eomj)iler 
of three-fourths of Elliot’s pom;)ous Encyclope- 
dia Brituiinica, which he comxtosed at lialf a 
guinea a week ! 


SAE SIEBliy AS WE TWA HA’e BEEN, 

Tins song is beautiful. — 'I’he chorus in parti- 
cular is truly pathetic. I nevei: could learn any 
thmg of its author. 

'* Sae merrj- as sve twa haV Tie-n, 

Sac ruerry as w«? t\\ a ha’<? Ijccii ; 

My heart )s like f(ir to tm-ak, 

Wlicn I think <m the we lia’e » 


THE BANKS OF FORTH, 

This air is Oswald s. 


THE BUSH ABOON TRAQUATR. 

This is another beautiful song of Air. Craw- 
furd’s composition. In the neiglibourliood of 
Tjaquair, tradition still shows the old “ Bnsli 
which, wlien I saw it, in the year 171’7> was com- 
posed of eight or nine ragged birdies. The 
Earl of Traqiiair lias planted a clump of trees 
near by, which he calls “The new Bush.” 


cbomlet’s lilt. 

The following interesting account of this 
plaintive dirge w'as communicated to Mr. Rid- 
del by Alexander Fraser Tytler, Esq. of Wood- 
houscloc. 

“ In the latter end of the sixteenth century, 
tlie Cliisolms were proprietors of the estate of 
Cromlecks (now possessed by the Drummonds), 
The eldest son of that family was very much 
attaclied to a daughter of Sterling of Ardocli, 
commonly known by the name of Fair Helen of 
Ardoch. 

“ At that time tlie oxiportunitics of meeting 
betwixt the sexes were more rare, consequently 
more sought after tlian now ; and the Scottish 
ladies, far from priding themselves on extensive 
literature, were thought sufficiently book-learned 
if they could make out the Scrijituros in tlieii* 
mother-tongue. Writing was entirely out of 
the line of female education. At that jieriod 
tlie most of our young men of family sought a 
fortune, or found a gr.ave, in France. Cronilus, 
ho went abroad to the ivar, was obliged to 
leave the management of his coiTCspondonce 
with his mistress to a l.'iy-brother of tJie monas- 
tery of Dumldain, in the immediate neighbour- 
hood of Cromleck, and near Ardoch. This man, 
unfortunately, was deejily sensible of Helen’s 
charms. lie artfully projiossessed her with 
stories to the disadvantage of Cronilus ; and by 
misintiTxm'ting or keeping up the letters and 
message's intrusted to his can*, lie entirely 
irritated lioth. All connexion was broken oiF 
betwixt them : Helen ivas inconsolable, and 
Cromlus has left beliind him, in the ballad called 
‘Cromlet’s Lilt,’ a jiroof of the elegance of his 
genius, as well as the steaelinoss of his love. 

“ When the artful monk thought time had 
sufficiently softened Helen’s sorrow, heprojiosed 
himself as a lover: Helen was olidurate : hut at 
hist, overcome by the persuasions of her brother, 
witli whom she lived, and who, having a family 
of thirty-one children, was prohsxbly very wt'll 
jileased to get her off liis luuids— she submitted, 
r;ither than consented to tlie ceremony; but 
there her comj^Uance ended ; and, wdieii forcibly 
jait into bed, she started quite iiuntic from it, 
screaming out, that after three gentle taps on 
the w'aiiiscot, at the bed-head, she heard Croni- 
lus’s voice, crying, ‘ Helen, Ilclen, mind me !’ 
Cromlus soon afti'r coming home, the trcaclicry 
of the confidant was discovered, — her marriage 
disannulled, — and Helen became Lady Croiu- 
Iccks.” 

N. B. Marg. Murray, mother to these thirty- 
one cliildri'ii, was daught(;r to Murray of Strewn, 
one of the seventeen sons of Tullybardiiie, and 
w'hose youngest son, commonly called the Tutor 
of Ardocli, died in the year 1715> aged 111 
yc'urs. 


MV HE All IK, IF THOU DIE. 

Anoiiier beautiful song of Crawfurd’s. 
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RKE ROSE AND I.OOT ME IN. 

The old set of this song, wliich is still to bo 
found in printed colloctioiis, is much prettier 
than this ; but somebody, I believe it was Ram- 
say, took it into his head to clear it of some 
seeming indelicacies, and made it at once more 
chaste and more dull. 


OO TO THE EWE-BUGHTS, MARION. 

I AM not sure if this old and charming air be 
of the South, as is commonly said, or of the 
North of Scotland. ^I’here is a song, apparently 
as ancient as “ Ewe-biights,Mjirioii,” wliieh sings 
to tlie same tune, and is evidently of the North. 
— It begins thus : 

The Lord o’ (JnrtloT liad thiw* (lochterii, 
id .lean. 

The}' wad im sur, Iidiiiu Castle (hudoiii 
Hut HWft to AhtT 


LEWIS GOttOON. 

This air is a proof liow one of our Sheets tunes 
(‘(Sines to be composed out of another. I have 
OIK* of the earlie:-.! copies ol' tin* s(jiig, and it has 
prefixed, 

“ 'I'lmc of Tarrj Woo."— 

Of which tniK* a different s('t has insensibly 
Nariod into a different air.-- To a bcots critic, 
the patlios oftlu^ lin<*, 

** 'nui’ hsv hajk he at the w a’," 

— must be very striking, ft needs not a Ja- 
cobite prejudice* to he affected with this song. 

M'lic supjiosed aiitlior of ‘^l/enis Clordon" was 
II Air. (leddes, priest, at Shenval, in the Ainzie. 


O HONE A KIE. 

Dr. Blaeklock informed me tliat this song 
was eom 2 )used on the infamous massacre of 
lileiicoe. 


I’LL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 

This is another of Craw'fnrd’s songs, but 1 do 
not think in his hapi>iest manner. — What an 
absurdity, to join such names as Adonis and 
Mary together ! 


TORN RIGS ARE BONIE. 

All the old words that ever J could meet to 
this air were tlie following, wliich seem to have 
hceii an old chorus : 

•* O ci'i n an«l r}’C 

A ikI ivln'ii’’er } u meet a bo 
Ticuii u[i her c okernoti}.' 


THE MUCKING OP OEORDIE'S BYRE. 

The chorus of this song is old; the rest is 
the work of Balloon Tytler. 


BIDE YE YET. 

There is a beautiful song to this tune, begin- 
ning, 

** AlaXi my son. you little know.*— 

which is the composition of Miss Jenny Graham, 
of Dumfries. 


WAUKIN O* THE FAOLD. 

There are two stanzas still sung to this tune, 
w'hieh I take to be the original song whence 
Ramsay comjiosed his beautiful song of that 
iiiime in the Gentle Shei>herd. — It begins 

** O w ill ye E{irak at our town, 

As ye come true the fauld.” 

I regret that, as in many of our old songs, tlie 
delicacy of this old fragment is not equal to its 
wit ami humour. 


TRANENT -MUIR. 

“Twanent-Muir,” was composed by a Air. 
Skirving, a very worthy resjx'ctahlo fanner near 
Jladdiugtoii. 1 have heard tlie anecdote often, 
that JJeut. Smith, whom he iiientioiis in the 
ninth stanza, came to Haddington after the 
jmhlicalion of tlie song, and s(*iit a challcni^e to 
Skilling to ni(*et him at Haddington, and an- 
swer fur the unworthy ma-iiiier in which he had 
noticed him in his song. ‘•'Gang aw'ay hack,'*’ 
said the honest farmer, “and tell Mr. ISmith 
tliat I hae nae leisure to come to Haddington ; 
but tell him to come here, and i'll talt a look 
o’ him, and if I think I’m fit to fecht him, Til 
fecht him ; and if no, I’ll do as ho did — 77/ rin 
cwa.” — • 


TO the weavers cik ye go. 

The chorus of this song is old, the rest of it 
is min<‘. Here, once for all, let me apologize 
for many silly compositions of mine in this work. 
A! any beautiful airs Avanted words ; in the huriy 
of other avocations, if I could string a pai’cel of 
rhymes together anything n(*ar tolerable, I was 
fain to let them pass, lie must be an excellent 
poet indeed whoso cAvry performance is excel- 
lent. 


rOLWARTH ON THE GREEN. 

The author of “ Polw-arth on the Green” 
Ca}>t. .Tohn Druinmond M‘Gregor, of the fam 
uf iloelialdie. 
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sthephon and i.ydia. 

The following account of this song I had from 
Dr. Hlaoklock. 

Tlie Streplion and Lydia mentioned in the 
song were perhaps the loveliest couple of their 
time. The gentleman was commonly known by 
the name of Beau Gibson. The lady was the 
“ Gentle Jean,*' celebrated somewhere in Ham- 
ilton of Bangour’s poems. — Having frequently 
met at public places, they had formed a recipro- 
cal attachment, which their friends thought 
dangerous, as their resources were by no means 
adequate to their tastes and habits of life. To 
elude the bad consequences of such a connexion, 
Streplion was sent abroad with a commission, 
and perished in Admiral Vernon’s expedition to 
Carthagena. 

TJie author of this song was William Wallace, 
Esq. of Cairnhill, in Ayi^ire. 


I’m o’er young to marry yet. 

The chorus of this song is old. The rest of 
it, such as it is, is mine. 


M*P11E1!S0N*S TAREWELl.. 

INlTiitRsoN, a daring robber, in the begin- 
ning of tins century, was condeiimcd to be banged 
at the assizes of Inverness. He is said, w'hen 
under simtence of dc‘uth, to have composed this 
tune, which he called his owm lament or fare- 
well. 

Gow has published a variation of this fine 
tune as his own composition, which he calls 
“ The Princess Augusta.” 


MY JO, JANET. 

Johnson, the publisher, with a foolish deli- 
cacy, refused to insert the last stanza of this 
humourous ballad. 

* * * Mit ^ if 

THE SHErilERD'S COMPLAINT. 

The words by a Mr. K. Scott, from the town 
or neighbourhood of Biggar. 


the birxs of aberfeldy. 

I COMPOSED these stanzas standing under the 
falls of Aberfeldy, at or near Moness. 


the highland LASSIE, O. 

This was a composition of mine in very early 
life, before 1 was known at all in the M’orld. My 


Highland lassie was a warm-hearted, dumnbig 
young creature os ever blessed a man with 
generous love. After a pretty long tract of the 
most ardent reciprocal attachment, we met by 
appointment on the second Sunday of May, in a 
sequestered spot by the banks of Ayr, where 
we spent the day in taking a farewell before she 
should embark for the West Highlands, to 
arrange matters among her fnends for our pro- 
jected change of life. At the close of autumn 
following she crossed the sea to meet me at 
Greenock, where she had scarce landed when 
she was seized with a malignant fever, which 
hurried my dear girl to the grave in a few days, 
before I could even hear of her last illness. 


FIFE, AND a' the LANDS ABOUT IT. 
Tins song is Dr. Blacklock’s. He, as well ns 
I, often gave Johnson verses, trilling enough 
perhaps, but they served as a vehicle to tJio 
music. 


WERE NA MY HEART LIGHT I WAD DIE. 

Lord Hailes, in the notes to his collection of 
ancient Scots poems, says that this song was the 
composition of a Lady Grissel Baillle, dauglitei 
of the first Earl of Alarchmont, and wife of 
George Buiiiie, of Jerviswood. 


THE YOUNG MAN’S DREAM. 

This song is the composition of Balloon Tytlcr 


STRATHALLAN*S LAMENT. 

Tins air is the composition of one of the 
worthiest and best-hearted men living — Allan 
Masterton, schoolmaster in Edinburgh. As ho 
and I were both sprouts of Jacobitism wc agreed 
to dedicate the words and air to that cause. 

To tell the matter-of-fact, except when my 
passions were heated by some accidental cause, 
my Jacobitism was merely by way of vive 
bagatelle, 

DP IN THE MORNING EARLY. 

The chorus of this is old ; the two stanzas 
are mine. 


THE TEARS OP SCOTLAND. 

Dr. Blacklock told mo tliat SmoUett, who wftS 
at the bottom a great Jacobite, composed these 
beautiful and pathetic verses on the infamous 
depredations of the Duke of Cumberland after 
the battle of CuUoden. 
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WHAT WILL 1 DO OlH MY nOOOli: DIE. 

Diu Walker, who was mmister at Moffat in 
1772» and is now (1791,) Professor of Natural 
History in tlie University of Edinburgh, told 
the following anecdote concerning this air. — 
He said, that some gentlemen, riding a few years 
ago through Liddesdale, stopped at a hamlet 
consisting of a few houses, called Moss Platt, 
when they were struck with tliis tune, which 
an old woman, spinning on a rock at her door, 
was singing. All she could tell concerning it 
was, that she was taught it when a child, and it 
was called “ What will I do gin my Hoggie die ?" 
No person, except a few females at Moss Platt, 
knew this fine old tune, which in all probability 
would have been lost had not one of the gentle- 
men, who happened to have a flute with him, 
taken it down. 


1 DAEAM'd 1 LAY WHEUE FLOWERS WERE 
SPRINOIMG. 

These two stanzas I composed when 1 was 
seventeen, and are among the oldest of my 
printed pieces. 


AH ! THE POOR SHEPHERD'S MOURKFUL FATE. 

Tune — ** GallashieW 

The old title, “ Sour Plums o’ Gallashicls,** 
probably was the beginning of a song to this air, 
which is now lost. 

The tune of Gullashicl# was composed about 
the beginning of the present century by the 
Laird of GaHasliiel’s piper. 


THE BANKS OF THE DEVON. 

These verses were composed on a cliarming 
girl, a Miss Cliarlottc Hamilton, who is now 
married to James M'Ki trick Adair, Esq., phy- 
sician. She is sister to my worthy friend Gavin 
Hamilton, of Mauchline, and was born on the 
banks of the Ayr, but was, at the time I wrote 
these lines, residing at Uerveyston, in Clack- 
mannanshire, on the romantic banks of the little 
river Devon. I first heard the air from a lady 
in Inverness, and got the notes taken down for 
this work. 


MILL, MILL O. 

The original, or at least a song evidently 
prior to Ramsay’s, is still extant. — It runs thus, 

'•The mill, mill O, and theldU, kill O, 

And the cqggin o’ Peggy*a wheel O, 

The sack and the sieve, and a’ she did leave. 

And danc’d the miller's reel O.— 


As 1 earn down yon waterdd^ 

Aofl by yon shelUn-hiU O, 
lliere I spied a bmie bonie lam. 

And a lass that 1 lov'd riffhe wed O."— 


WE RAN AND THEY RAN. 

The author of We ran and they ran’’ — was 
a Rev. Mr. Murdoch McLennan, minister at 
Grathie, Dee-side. 


WALT, WALT. 

Ik the west country 1 have heard a different 
edition of the second stanza. — ^Instead of the 
four lines, beginning with, ‘‘ When cockle-shdUs, 
&c.” the other way ran thus : — 

" O wherefore need I busk my head. 

Or wherefore need I kame my hair. 

Sin my fauae luve has me forsook. 

And says, hell never luve me nialr.* 


DUNCAN GRAY. 

Dr. Blacklock informed me that he had often 
heard the tradition, that this air was composed 
by a carman in Glasgow. 


DUMBARTON DRUMS. 

This is the last of the West Highland airs ; 
and from it over the whole tract of country to 
the confines of Tweed-side, there is hardly a 
tune or song that one con say has taken its 
origin from any place or transaction in that part 
of Scotland. — The oldest Ayrshire reel, is Stew- 
arton Lasses, which was made by the father of 
tlie present Sir Walter Montgomery Cunning- 
liain, alias Lord Lysle ; since which period there 
has indeed been local music in that country in 
great plenty. — Johnie Faa is the only old song 
which I could ever trace as belonging to the ex* 
tensive county of Ayr. 


CAULD KAIL IN ABERDEEN. 

This song is by the Duke of Gordon.~The 
old verses are, 

'■ There’! cauld kail In Aberdeen, 

And cassock! in Strathboigie; 

When ilka lad maim hae his laa. 

Then fye, gia me my cogi^ 

CRORV8. 

My coggie. Sin, my cnggle, Sint, 

I cannot want my ooggle; 

I wadna gle my thice-^ini'd oap 
For e’er a quenc on Bogle.-. 

There’s Johnie Smith has got a wife. 

That scrimps him o* his cc^e. 

If she weir mine, upon my life 
1 wad douk her in a bogie * 

5 L 
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roil LAK'B OF GOLO. 

Tlie country girls in Ayrshire, instead of the 
line — 


say, 


** She me frinook for a groat duke, 

* For Atholc'a duke she me forsook ;** 


which 1 take to be tlie original reading. 

Tliese were composed by tlio late Dr. Austin, 
physician at Edinburgh. — He luul courted a 
lady, to whom he was shortly to luivo boon 
married ; but the Duke of Athole Iiaving seen 
her, became so much in love witli lu'r, that lie 
made proposals of marriage, Avliich were accepted 
of, and she jilted the doctor. 


iiehe's a health to my true love, &c. 

This song is Dr. Blacklock’s. lie told me that 
tradition gives the air to our James IV. of Scot- 
land. 


HEY tutti taitt. 

I HAVE met tlie tradition universally over 
Scotland, and particularly about Stirling, in the 
neighbourhood of the scene, that this air was 
Robert Bruce’s march at the battle of Bannock- 
burn. 


HAVING WINDS AROUND HEll BLOWING. 

I COMPOSED these ver-ses on ]\li.ss Isabella 
]M‘Leod, of liaza, alluding to licr feelings on 
the doatli of her sister, and the still more ineJaii- 
choly death of her .sister’s husband, tlie late Earl 
of Loudon ; who shot himself out of sheer heart- 
break at some mortifications be suffered, owing 
to the deranged state of ins finances. 


TAR YOUll AirLD CLOAK ABOUT YE. 

A PAKT of this old song, according to the 
English set of it, is quoted in bhakspeure. 


YE GODS, WAS STREPHON'S PICTURE BLEST ? 

Tune—** Fourteenth of Octol'er.” 

The title of this air sliows that it alludes to 
the famous king Crispian, the patron of the ho- 
nourable corporation of slioemakers. -- St. CVis- 
pian's day falls ou the fourteenth of October old 
Style, as the old prov erb tells : 

On the touriernth of Ortober 

W ait iiiVr a tutor toher.” 


SINCE nOBDD OF ALL THAT CHAUM’D MY 
VIEWS. 

The old name of tliis air is, the Blossom o’ 
the Raspberry. ’’ The song is Dr. Blacklock’a. 


YOUNG DAMON. 

Tins air is by Oswald. 


KIRK WAD LET ME BE. 

Tradition in tlie western parts of Scotland 
tells, tliat tliis old song, of which there are still 
three stanz.Ts extant, once saved a covenanting 
*»crape. It w^as a little j>ri in- 
to the revolution, a period W’heii being a {Scots 
covenanter was being a felon, that one of thi-i?* 
clergy, who was at that very time hunted by tlu* 
merciless soldier)’', fell in, by accident, with a 
party of the military. The soldiers were not 
exjietly acquainted with the person of the re^'e- 
rend gentleniau of wdioin they were in search ; 
but, from suspicious circumstances, they fiuicied 
tluit thf‘y bad got one of that cloth and opjiro- 
brious persuasion among them in tbi* pm-sou of 
this stranger. “Mass .John” to extricate Jiiui- 
self* assumed a freedom of manners, very iinliUe 
the gloomy strictness of his f*ect; and anioiig 
other con\ivial exhibitions, sung (and some 
traditions say, composed on tiic spur of tlie oc- 
casion) “Kirk wad let me be,” with such effect, 

that the soldiers swore he was a d d honest 

fellow, and tli.at it w'as impo.ssiMo he -could be- 
long to tIio*-e hellish cdiiventiclcs ; and so gave 
lii.ni hi.*-' liberty. 

Tfie first stanza of tliis song, a little altered, 
is a favourite kind of dramatic interlude .Tcti‘d 
at country wcdding.s, in the south-w<‘st parts of 
the Kingiiom. A young’ fellow i.s dressiHl iiji liki 
an olfi beggar; a peruke, commonly made o1 
carded tow, rejireseiits hoary locks ; an old bon- 
net ; a ragged plaid, or surtout, bound wdth a 
straw rope for a girdle ; a pair of old slioes, witli 
straw ropes twisted round his ancle.s, as is done 
by sliephcrds in snowy w'oatlier : Iiis face they 
disguise as like wretched old age as they can : 
in this plight lie is brought into the wedding- 
house, frequently to the astonishment of strau- 
gera, who are not in tho secret, and begins to 
sing— 

■* O, I Am A silly Auld man, 

My name it is auld Glenae,'* &c. 

Tie is asked to drink, and by and bye to daiice, 
which after some uncouth excuse's he isiircvailed 
on to do, the fiddler playing the tune, which 
hero is commonly called "Auld Glenae in 
short he is all the time so plied with liquor that 
he is understood to gf*t intoxicated, and with all 
the ridiculous gesticulations of an old drunken 
beggar, lie dances and staggers until lie falls on 
fbe floor ; yet still in all his riot, nay, in Ins 
rolling and tumbling: on tlie floor, with some or 
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otlier drunken motion of liis body, he beats time 
to tiie music, till at last lie is sui)posed to bo 
caiTied out dead dinnk. 


MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

I COMPOSED these verses out of compliment 
to al^trs. IVL^jacblan, whose husband is an officer 
in the East Indies. 


BLYTHE WAS SUE. 

I COMPOSED tlu'sc verses while 1 stayed at 
Oehiertyre w'itli Sir William Muntiy. — '1 ho 
Luly, vho Mas abo at Ochtertyro at the sum' 
timi', was tlu* Avcdl-kiioM'ii toast, INliss Knjdioiu'ji 
IMuriay, of l-fontrost*, she W'as called, and Aery 
justl), “ The b'lower of Strathmore.’’ 

.lOIlNXy FAA, OR THE GYPSIE LADDIE. 

The jieople in Ayrshire beg’iii this song — 

**Th<* j'l cam to my Lcit'l CnssUxs* jCU" — 

'riu‘v have a great many more stanzas in this 
song than I ever yet saw' in any printed co])y. — 
The ciuUe is still remaining at May bole, where 
his ioid.sliip shut up bis wayAvard spouse, and 
kept her for life. 

TO DAUNTON ME. 

The tAvo following old stanzas to this tunc 
have some merit : 

“To <lauiitoM me, ro daiinton me, 

0 Kcii > V w hat It ih that’ll clatmtnn me ? — 

'J’heie's uii^hty-viKlitatiil eiKhty-iuiic, 

And a’ that I iiac hnrnc sins\ nr. 

Tin re's ir.s. ai’d iin".vand Picslntrie, 

1 tliitik It will dri nit'iUlclor tci dauntun iiu*. 

hut to uaiitoit me, to wan inn me, 

O kcii } c w hat it is ili.it v ad wanton me — 

To see mnlr rorn iijhiii ilie riH:s, 

And hHiiishineiitainnn^' the AVliitts, 

And iikIu restor’d wliere ri^fht sud he, 

T think it vi ould do uieiklv lor to wanton me.” 


THE BONNIE LASS MADE THE RED TO ME. 

“The Boimio Lass made the Bod to me,” 
^as eomjiosed on an amour of Charles II. when 
fiU Hiking in the North, about Aberdeen, in the 
tune of the usurpation. He formed vne petite 
ffffairc Avitli a daughter of the liouso of Portle- 
tliarii, Avlvo Avas the “ lass that made the bed to 
liiin — two verses of it arc, 

** I ki'*sVJ her lips rae ro^y red, 

Aft: the rear sumxI hlinkin in her e'e 
1 said mr lassie diiina cry, 

Fur jre Mail make ttie bed to mb 


She took her mltheFs hoUand sheets. 
And made them a’ in sarks to met 
Blythe and merry may she be, 

The lass that made the bed to mb” 


A SONG in the manner of Shenstone. 

This song and air are both by Dr. Blacklock. 


I HAD A HORSE AND I HAD NAE MAIR. 

Tins story is founded on fact. A John 
Hunter, ancestor to a very respectable farming 
family, Avho live in a place in the parish, 1 think, 
of CJal&ton, called Bar-mill, was the luckless 
hero that “ had a horse and had nao mair.” — 
For some little youthful follies he found it ne- 
cessary to make a retreat to the West-High- 
lands, Avhere “he feed himself to a Highland 
Laird,” lor that is the expression of all the oral 
editions of the song I ever heard. — Tlic present 
Mr. Hunter, Avho told me the anecdote, is tho 
gi’eat-grandchild of our hero. 


UP AND WARN A* WILLIE. 

This edition of the song I got from Tom Niel, 
of lacetious fame, in Kdinburgh. The expres- 
sion “ Up and Avarn a’ Willie,” alludes to the 
Crantara, or warning of a Highland clan to arms. 
Not understanding this, tho Lowlaiiders in tho 
Avest and south say, “ Up and waur them aV* 


A nOSE-RUD BY MY EARI.V WALK. 

This song I composed on l^Iiss Jenny 
CiTiikslumk, only 'fchild of my Avorthy friend 
Mr. William Cruikshank, of tho liigh-SSehool, 
Kdinburgh. This air is by a David Siliar, 
quondam merchant, and noAv schoolmaster in 
Irvine. He is the Davie to Avhom 1 address my 
pniited poetical epistle in the measure of the 
Cherry and the Slae. 


AULD ROR MORRIS. 

It is remark- worthy tliat the song of “Ilooly 
and Fairly,” in all the old editions of it, is called 
“ The Drunken Wife o’ Galloway,” which local- 
izes it to that country. • 


RATTLIN, ROARIN WILLIE. 

The last stanza of this song is mine; it was 
composed out of compliment to one of the Avor- 
thiest fidloAvs in the AA^orld, William, Dunbar, 
F.sq., Avriter to the signet, Kdinburgh, and 
Colonel of tlie Ci’ochallaii Corps, a club of Avits 
’Who took that title at the time of raising the 
fcnciblc regiments* 
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WHERE BRAVIKO ANGRY WINTER STORMS. 

This song I composed on one of the most ac- 
complished of women, Miss Peggy Chalmers, 
that was, now Mrs. I^wis Hay, of Forbes and 
Co.’8 bank, Edinburgh. 


TIBBIE I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 

This song I composed about the age of seven- 
teen. 


nancy's ghost. 
This song is by Dr. Blacklock. 


TUNE YOUR FIDDLES, &C. 

This song was composed by the Rev. John 
Skinner, nonjuror clergyman at Linshart, near 
Peterhead. He is likewise author of “ Tulloch- 
gorum,” ‘‘Ewie wi’ the crooked Horn,” ‘‘John 
o’ Badenyond,” &c., and what is of still more 
consequence, he is one of the worthiest of man- 
kind. He is the author of an ecclesiastical his- 
tory of Scotland. The air is by Mr. Marshall, 
butler to the Duke of Gordon ; the first com- 
poser of strathspeys of the age. 1 have been 
told by somebody, who had it of Marshall him- 
self, that he took the idea of his three most 
celebrated pieces, The Marquis of Huntley’s 
Reel,” his ** Farewell,” and Miss Admiral Gor- 
don’s Reel,” from the old air, ^'The German 
Lairdie.” 


GTL moricE. 

This plaintive ballad ought to have been 
called Child Maurice, and not Gil Maurice. In 
its present dress, it has gained immortal honour 
from Mr. Home’s taking from it the ground- 
work of his fine tragedy of Douglas. But I am 
of opinion that the present ballad is a modem 
composition ; perhaps not much above the age 
of the middle of the last century; at least 1 
should be glad to see or hear of a copy of the 
present words prior to 1650. That it was taken 
from an old ballad, called Child Maurice,” 
now lost, I am inclined to believe ; but the pre- 
sent one may be classed with ^ Hardyknute,” 
‘‘Kennethf’ "Duncan, the Laird of Wood- 
houselie,” “Lord Livingston,” Binnoric,” "The 
Death of Monteith,” and many other modem 
productions, which have been swallowed by 
many readers as ancient fragments of old poems. 
This beautiful plaintive tune was composed by 
Mr. M*Gibbon, the selector of a colloction of 
Scots tunes. 

R.R. 

In addition to the observations on Gil Morice, 


I add, that of tlio songs which Capt. Riddel 
mentions, "Kenneth” and "Duncan” are ju- 
venile compositions of Mr. McKenzie, " The Man 
of Feeling.” — McKenzie’s father showed them 
in MS. to Dr. Blacklock, as the productions of 
his son, from which the Doctor rightly prognos- 
ticated that the young poet would make, in his 
more advanced years, a respectable figure in the 
world of letters. 

This 1 had from Blacklock. 


TIBBIE DUNBAR. 

This tune is said to be the composition of 
John McGill, fiddler, in Girvan. He called it 
after his own name. 


WHEN I UPON THY BOSOM LEAN. 

This song was the work of a very worthy 
facetious old fellow, John Lapraik, late of Dal- 
fram, near Muirkirk ; which little property he 
was obliged to sell in consequence of some con- 
nexion as security for some persons concerned 
in that villanous bubble, the ayr bank. He 
has often told me that he composed this song 
one day when his wife had been fretting o’er 
their misfortunes. 


MY harry was a GALT 
Time.—** Highlander's La 

The oldest title I ever heard to this air, was, 
"The Highland Watch’s Farewell to Ireland.” 
The chorus I picked up from an old woman in 
Dumbiane ; the rest of the song is mine. 


THE HIGHLAND CHARACTER. 

This tune was the composition of Gen. Reid, 
and called by him "The Highland, or 42nd 
Regiment’s March.” The words are by Sir 
Harry Erskine. 


LEADER ICAUGUS AND YARROW. 

There is in several collections, old song 
of" Leader Haughs and Yarrow.” It seems to 
have been the work of one of our itinerant min- 
strels, as he calls himself, at the conclusion of 
his song, "Minstrel Bum.” 


THE TAILOR FELL THRO’ THE BED, THIMBLE 
AN* A,’ 

This air is the inarch of the corporation of 
tailocB. The second, and fourth stanzas ore 
mine. 
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BEWARE O* BONNIE ANN. 

I COMPOSED this song out of compliment to 
I^Iiss Ann Masterton, the daughter of my friend 
Allan Masterton, the author of the air of Strath- 
llan*B Lament, and two or three others in this 
work. 


THIS IS NO MINE AIN HOUSE. 

The first half-stanza is old, the rest is Ram- 
Buy’s. The old words are — 

** This is no mine aiti house, 

Xly ain house, my ain house; 

This is no mine ain house, 

J ken by tltu bigBin o’t. 

Bread and chccsc arc iny door-cheekt. 

My door-ched£s, my doorchecks; 

Bread and cheese are tny door-cheeks. 

And pancakes the rigjjin o’c. 

This is no my am wean ; 

M y am wean, luy am tveait ; 

This IS no my am wean, 

1 ken by Uie greede u't. 

1*11 tak the cnrcliic a/T my head, 

Aif my heail, ai¥ my head ; 

I'U tak the cuflIuc ail my head. 

And row’t about the feetic u't.*' 

The tune is an old Highland air, called 
* Shuiiu trulsh williffhan.'* 


LADDIE, LIE NEAR HE. 

This song is by Blacklock. 

THE GARDENER Wl’ HlS PAIDLE. 

Tins air is the “Gardener’s Marcli.’* The 
title of the song only is old ; the rest is mine. 

THE DAT RETURNS, HY BOSOM BURNS. 

Tun& — •* Screnth of November.” 

1 COMPOSED this song out of compliment to 
)no of the happiest and worthiest married cou- 
itlcb in the world, Robert Riddel, Ksq., of Glen- 
|•uld<'l, and his lady. At their fire-side I have 
enjoyod more pleasant evenings than at all the 
Iioiises of fashionable peoph' in this country put 
together ; and to their kindness and hospitality I 
«ni indebted for many of the happiest hours of 
hiy life. 


THE GABERLUNZIE HAN. 

The “ Gaberlunzie Man” is supiiosed to coin- 
iiu'inorate an intrigue of James the Fifth. JMr. 
^'sdlander, of Craiglbrth luiblished some years 
an edition of “ Christ’s Ivirlc on the Green,” 
•uid the “ Gaberlunzie Man,” with notes critical 
•Old historical. James the Fifth is said to have 
i>oen fond of Gosford, in Aborbidy parish, and 
diat it was suspected by Ijis cotemporaries, tliat 


in his frequent excursions to that part of the 
country, he had other purposes in view besides 
golfing and archery. Three favourite ladies, 
Bandilands, Weir, and Oli pliant, (one of them 
resided at Gosford, and the others in the neigh- 
bourhood,) were occasionally visited by their 
royal and gallant admirer, which gave rise to 
the following advice to lus majesty, from Sir 
David Lindsay, of the Mount, Lord Lyon. 

"Sow not your seed on Sandylands, 

Spend not your stmigth in Weir, 

And ride noton an Kliphant, 

Fop gawing o’ your gear.” 

MY BONNIE MART. 

This air is Oswald’s ; the first lialf stanza of 
the song is old, the rest mine. 

the BLACK EAGLE. 

This song is by* Dr. Fordyce, whose merits as 
a prose writer ai‘e well known. 

JAMIE, COME TRY ME. 

This air is Oswald's ; the song mine. 


THE LAZY MIST. 

This song is mine. 


JOHKIE COPE. 

This satirical song was composed to comme- 
rate General Cope’s defeat at Preston Puns, in 
1745, wlien ho marched against the Clans. 

The air was the tune of an old song, of which 
T Imvc heard some verses, but now only remem- 
ber the title, whicli was, 

** Will ye go the coala in the morning.” 


I LOVE MY JEAN. 

This air is by Marshal ; the song I composed 
out of compliment to Mrs. Burns. 

N.B. It w’os during the honeymoon. 


CEASE, CEASE, MY DEAR FRIEND, TO 
EXPLORE. 

The song is by Dr. Blacklock ; I believe, but 
am nut quite certain, that the air is his too. 
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AULD ROBIK GRAY. 

This air was formerly called, “Tlie Bride- 
groom greets when the Sun gangs down.” The 
words are by Lady Ann Lindsay, of the Balcarras 
family. 


DONALD AND FLORA. 

This is one of those fine Gaelic tunes, pre- 
served from time immemorial in the Ilcbrides ; 
they seem to be the ground-work of many of 
our finest Scots pastoral tunes. The words of 
this song were written to commemorate the un- 
fortunate expedition of General Burgoyne in 
America, in 1777. 


O WEUE I ON PARNASSUS' HILL. 

This air is Oswald’s; the song I made out 
of compliment to Mr.s. Burns. 


THE CAPTIVE ROBIN. 

This air is called “ Itobie donna Gorach.” 


there’s a YOUTH IN THIS CITY. 

This air is claimed by Noil Gow, who calls it 
his lament for his brother. The first half-stanza 
of the song is old; the rest mine. 


MY heart’s in THE HIGHLANDS. 

The first half-stanza of this song is old; the 
rest is mine. 


CA’ the ewes AND THE KNOWE.S. 

This beautiful song is in true old Scotch 
taste, yet I do not know tliat either air or w'ords 
Were in print before. 


THE BRIDAL O’T. 

This song is the work of a Mr. Alexander 
Boss, late selioolinastcr at Lochlee ; and aiitlior 
of a beautiful Scots x>oem, called “ The Fortu- 
nate Shepherdess.” 

** They say tnat Jockey *11 speed weel o'c, 

Thev >iay that Jockey *11 speed weel o't. 

For grows brawer Jlka day, 

1 hope weHl har a bridal o’t : 

For yesternight nae farder gane. 

The backhouse at the side wa' o’t, 
lie diere wd' Meg was mirden seen, 

J hope u'e'11 hat- a brjilal ri’u 


An' we bad but a taidal O't, 

An’ we had hut a bridal o’t. 

We’d leave the rest unto gude liick« 

Althn’ there should bcUde ill o’t : 

For bridal days are merry times. 

And young folks like the coming o't. 
And scribblers they bang up their rliyinaa. 
And pipers they the humming o’t. 

The lasses like a hriilal o’t. 

The lasses like a bridal o’t, 

Their brawsmaun be in rank and Ale, 
Altbo* they should guide ill o't : 

The b<Mldom o’ the kist is then 
Turn'd up into the inmost o’t. 

The end that held the kecks saeckaut 
Is now become the teeinest o’L 

The liangster at the threshing eftp 
The bangster at the thmhl^ 

Afore it comes is lidgin faLi, 

And ilka da> 's a clashing o*t : 

He’ll s(‘ll his jerkm ior a gmat. 

His Under for ariithcr o’t, . 

And e’er he want to clear his ihot. 

His sark'U pay the tither o’t. 

The pipers and the Addlert o’t, 

'J'he |>i])ers and the Addlcrs n't. 

Can siueU a bridal unco’ far. 

And like to l>c the rniddlcrs (/t ; 

Fan 1 thick and threefold they convene. 

Ilk aric ciiiies the nther o’t. 

And wlslics nune but him alanc 
May c\ cr see anither o’t 

Fan they hae done wi’ eating o’t. 

Fail they hae done wi* eating o’t. 

For dancing the} gae to tlicgn'cu. 

And Hiblin*> to the beating o’t: 

He dances best that dances fust. 

And luu)>s at ilka recsiiig o't. 

And claps liis hands frac iumgh to hough. 
And furls aliuut the f cezings o’u” 


TODLEN UASIE» 

This is perhaps the first bottle song that 
ever was conix>oscd . 


HIE BRAES o’ BALLOCIIMYLE. 

This air is the composition of luy fiioiid 
Allan Mastertoii, in Edinburgh. I coiniiosotl tho 
verses, on the amiable and excellent I’ainily of 
Whitefoords leaving liallocliniyle, when Sir 
John’s misfortunes had obliged him to sell the 
estate. 


THE RANTIN DOG, THE DADDIE O’T. 

I COBIPOSED this song pretty early in life, and 
sent it to a young girl,a veiy particular acquaint- 
ance of mine, who was at that time under a 
cloud. 


THE siiepherd’s preference. 

This song is l>r. Blacklock’s. — I don't know 
how it came by the name, but the oldest appfl- 
lation of the air was, “ Wliistle and I'U come to 
you, my lad.” 

It has little affinity to the tune commonly 
known by that name. 

i FVm, when— the dialect of Angus. 
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THE BONIS BANKS OF AYR. 

I conrposKD this song as I conveyed my chest 
so far on tlie road to Greenock, where I was to 
tunhark in a few days for Jamaica. 

1 meant it as my farewell dirge to my native 
land. 


JOHN O* BADENYON. 

This excellent song is the composition of my 
worthy friend, old Skinner, at Linshart. 

When fine 1 cam to be A nun 
Of twenty yean or m, 

I thous;ht myself a handsome youth. 

And fain Ute world would Know; 

In best attire 1 steirt abroad, 

With spirits brisk and gay. 

And here and tliere and everywhere, 

Was like a mom in 'May ; 

No care had I nor fear of want, 
liu tram bird up and down, 

And for a Inau I mih'ht have pass’d 
ill country or in town ; 

] still was pleas’d where’er I went, 

And when I was alone, 

I tun'd my pipe and pleas’d myself 
Wi’ John 0 * Uadenyon. 

Now in the days of youthful prime 
A mistress 1 must find. 

Tor hue, I heard, gave one an air. 

And cv’n improved the mind ; 

On IMiillis fair above the rest 
Kind fortune fi\t my eyes, 

Her piercing beauty struck my heart. 

And she became my choice ; 

To Cupid now with heart} prayer 
1 olfcr’d many a sow; 

And danc’d and sung, and sigh'd, and swore 
As other lovers do ; 

Uut, u’heii at last I brcatli’d my flame, 

1 found her cold as stone ; 

1 left the jilt, and tun’d niy pipe 
To John o’ lladcnyon. 

When hivehml thus my heart beguil'd 
With fiiolish hopes and vain 1 
'Vofriontluhip’s port I steer’d my oounc, 

A nd laugh’ll at lovci’s pain ; 

A friend I got by lucky chance, 

’Tu as something like dh ine. 

An honest fiiend's a precious gift, 

A lid such a gift was mine. 

And now whatei'cr might betide, 

A happy man was I, 

In any strait I knew to svliom 
I freely miglitapply ; 

A stiBitstHincanic: iiiy friend I try'd; 

lie heonl, and spurn'd niy moan ; 

1 hy'd me humcj and tun’d mv pi]ic 
To John o’ Ba cny ii. 

Aletliought I should lie wiser iie\t 
And would a jKitrittt turn. 

Began to doat on Johnny Wilks, 

And cry up I’arson Horne. 

Thyir manly sp’rit I admir’d. 

And prais’d thiir noble Keal, 

Who hud witli flaming tongue atid|pcii 
kfaiiitaia’d the pulilicueal , 

Uute'er a month or two hod past, 

1 found myself betra} 'd, 

’Twas «e//and partijaitev all. 

For a’ the stii they iniule; 

At last 1 saw the laettous knaves 
Insult the very thmne, 

I curs'd tlicm a’, and tun’d my PHu 
To John o Badciiyon.” 


A WAVKRIPE MINNIE. 

I PICKED up this old Bong and tune from a 
countiy girl in Nithsdale. — I never met with it 
elsewhoro in Scotland. 

Wharc are you gtiiin, my bonielaas, 

Wliarcarcyou gaun, my hiiinie. 

She answer’d me right saudlie. 

An errand for my minnfe. 

O whare live ye, my bonie lass, 

O whare live ye, my hinnie, ^ 

By yon burn-side, gin yc maun keOf * 

In a wee house wi’ my mlnnie. 

But I foot up theglen at e’en. 

To sec my lionlc lassie; 

And larig before the gray mom cam. 

She was na bauf sa sacie. 

O wearv fa’ the waukrife cock. 

And the foumart lay his cravrin t 

He wauken'd the auld wife ftae her sleep, 

A wee blink or tlic dawin. 

An angry wife I watshc raise, 

And o’erthe bed she brought her ; 

And wi‘ a inioklchasle rung 
She madchci a weel i>ay ddochter. 

O fare thee weel, my bonie lass ! 

O larc tliee wed. my hinnie ’ 

Thou art a gay and a bonie lass. 

But thou hast a waukrife minnie." 


TULLOCHOORUM. 

This 6rst of songs, is the master-piece of my old 
friend Bkinner. lie was passing the day, at the 
town of Cullen, I tliink it was, in a friend's house 
whose name was Montgomery. Mi-s. Mont- 
gomery observing, en pcissant, that the beauti- 
ful reel of Tullochgorum wanted words, she 
bogged them of Mr. Skinner, who gratified her 
wishes, and the wishes of every Scottish song, in 
this most excellent ballad. 

Tliese particulars 1 had from the author’s son. 
Bishop Skinner, at Aberdeen. 


FOR A’ THAT AND A’ THAT. 

This song is mine, all except the chorus. 


AULD LANG SINE. 

Bamsay here, as usual with him, has taken 
the idea of the song, and the first line, from the 
old fnogment which may be seen in the “ Mu- 
seum,” vol. V. 


WILLIE brew’d a peck O’ HAUT. 

This air is Mosterton’s ; the song mine. — 
The occasion of it was this ; — Mr. W. Nicol,of 
the Jligh-School, Edinburgh, during the autumn 



412 


REMARKS ON SCOTTISH SONG. 


vacation being at MofFat, honest Allan, who 
was at that time on a visit to Dalswinton, and 1 
went to pay Nicol a visit. — We had such a joyous 
meeting tluit Mr. Masterton and I agn’eed, each 
in our own way, that we should celebrate thebu* 
sin ess. 


KILT.I£CaAKKIE. 

The bat|^e of Killiecrankic was the last stand 
made by the clans for James, after his abdication. 
Here the gallant Lord Dundee fell in the mo- 
ment of victory, and with him fell the hopes of 
the party. General Mackay, when he found the 
Highlanders did not pursue his flying army, said, 
“ Dundee must be killed, or he never would 
have overlooked this advantage.” A great 
stone marks the spot where Dundee fell. 


THE EWIE Wl' THE CROOKED HORN. 

Another excellent song of old Skinner's. 


CRATGIE-BURN WOOD. 

It is remarkable of this air that it is the con- 
fine of that country where the greatest part of 
our Lowland music (so far as from the title, 
words, &c., we can localize it) has been com- 
j)Osed. From Craigie-buni, near Moflat, until 
one reaches the West Highlands, we have 
scarcely one slow air of any antiquity. 

The song was composed on a passion which a 
Mr. Gillespie, a particular friend of mine, had 
for a Miss Lorimer, afterwards a Mrs. Whelp- 
dale. This young lady w’as born at Cnugie-bnrn 
Wood. — ^Tlie chorus is part of an old foolish 
ballad. 

FRAE the friends AND LAND I LOVE. 

I ADDED the four last lines, by way of giving a 
turn to the theme of the poem, such as it is. 


HUGHIE GRAHAM. 

There are several editions of this ballad. — 
This, here inserted, is from oral tradition in 
Ayrshire, where, when I was a boy, it was a 
popular song. — It originally, had a simple old 
tune, which I have forgotten. 

“ Our lords arr tn the mountains gane, 

A hunting o’ the fallow deer, 

And thqr have gri]]et Hughie Graham, 

For stealing o’ the bishop's mare. 

And they have tied hton band and foot, 

A nd led him up, thro’ Stirling town ; 

The lads and lasses met him then. 

Cried, Hughie Graham thou art a loun. 


0 lowse my right hand finoe, he says. 

And put my braid swonl in the samci 

He’s no in Stirling town this day. 

Dare tell the tale to Hughie Graham. 

1 p then bespake the brave Whitefoord, 

As he sat by the bishop's knee. 

Five hundred u’hite stots 1*11 gie you. 

If ye'll let Hughie Graham gae free. 

O baud your tongue, the bishop says. 

And wi' your pleading let me be ; 

For tho’ ten Grahams were in his coat, 
Hughie Graham this day shall die; 

Up then bespake the fair Whitefoord. 

As she sat by the bishop’s knee ; 

Five hundred white pence 111 gie you. 

If ye’U gie Hughie Graliam to me. 

O baud your tongue now, lady fur. 

And wi’ your pleading let it be ; 

Altlio’ ten Grahams were in his coat. 

It’s for my honour he maun die. 

They’ve ta’cn him to the gallows kuowe* 

He looked tnthcgaUows tree. 

Yet never colour left his cheek. 

Nor ever did he blink his e’e. 

At length he looked round about. 

To sec whatever he could spy : 

And there he saw his auld father. 

And he was weeping bitterly. 

O baud your tongue, my father dear. 

And tri’ your weeping let it be ; 

Thy weeping’s sairer on my heart. 

Than a’ that tiiey can do to me. 

And ye may gie my brother .fohn. 

My sword tliat's bent in the middle dear 
And let hinMediiic at twelve o’clock. 

A nd sec me imy t)ie bishop’s mare. 

And ye may gie my brother James, 

M y sword that's bent in the middle brown } 
And liid him come at four o’ clock, 

And see his bniiher Hugh cutdown. 

Remember me to Maggy my wife. 

The ncist time yegang o’erthe moor. 

Tell her she staw the bishop’s mare. 

Tell her she was the bishop's whorb 

And ye may tell my kith and km. 

I never did disgrace their iikxsl ; 

And when clicy meet the bishop’s cloak 
To mak it shorter by the hood." 


A SOUTHLAND JENNY. 

This is a popular Ayrshire song, though the 
notes were never taken down before. It, as 
well as many of the ballad tunes in this collec- 
tion, was written from Mrs. Burns's voice. 


MY tocher’s the JEWEL. 

This tune is claimed by Nathaniel Gow. — It 
is notoriously taken from “ The muck in o 
Gordie’s byre.^'-— It is also to be found long 
prior to Nathaniel Gow’s era, in Aird’s Selection 
of Airs and Marches, the first edition under tlio 
name of “ The Highway to Edinburgh,’* 
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THCK, GUID WIPE, COUWT THE IAWIN’. 

The chorus of this is part of on old song, no 
stanza of wliich 1 recollect. 


there'll never BB peace till JAMIE 

COMES HAME. 

This tune is sometimes called “ There’s few 
glide fellows when Willie’s awa.” — But I never 
]iavc been able to meet with anything else of 
the song than the title. 


I DO CONFESS THOU ART 8AE FAIR. 

This song is altered from a poem by Sii* 
Robert Ay ton, private secretary to Mary and 
Ann, Queens of Scotland. — The poem is to be 
found in James Watson’s Collection of Scots 
rooms, the earliest collection printed in Scot- 
land. 1 think that I have improved the simpli- 
city of the sentiments, by giving them a Scots 
dress. 


THE SODGEU LADDIE. 

The first verse of this is old ; the rest is by 
Ramsay. The time seems to be the same with a 
slow air, called Jacky Ilun|tt's Lament"’ — or, 
“ The lloUin Buss” — or, “ yo what Meg o* 
the Mill has gotten ?” 


WHERE WAD JIONNIE ANNIE LIE. 

The old name of this tune is, — 

** Wliarc’ll our gudctnati lie.” 

A silly old stanza of it runs thus — 

O whareTl ourgudcinan lie. 

Gudeman lie, guacmaii lie, 

O uharc’ii our jfudcinan lie, 

Till he shute «/cr the suuiaer t 

U|> ainanK tlir hen-bawks, 
i'he taen-bawks, the hen-bawks, 

Up amang tlie hen-bawks, 

Atnaiig the ntten tuiuncar.” 


GALLOWAY TAM. 

I HAVE seen an interlude (acted at a wedding) 
to this tunc, called “ Tho Wooing of the 
Maiden.” These entertainments are now much 
worn out in this part of Scotland. Two are 
Ptill retained in Nithsdale, viz. “ Silly Pure 
Auld Glenae,” and this one, « The Wooing of 
the Maiden.” 


AS 1 CAM DOWN BY YON CASTLE WA*. 

This is a very popular Ayrshire song. 


LORD RONALD MY SON. 

This air, a veiy favourite one in Ayrshire, is 
evidently the original of Lochaber. In this 
manner most of our finest more modern airs 
have had their origin. Some early minstrel, or 
musical shepherd, composed the simple, artless 
original air ; which being picked up by the more 
learned musician, took the improved form it 
bears. 


o’er the MOOR AMANG THE HEATHER. 

Tins song is the composition of a Jean Glover, 
a girl who was not only a whore, but also a thief ; 
and in ono or other character has visited most 
of the Correction Houses in the West. She was 
born I believe in Kilmarnock, — I took the song 
down from her singing, as she was strolling 
through the country, with a slight-of-hand 
blackguard. 


TO THE ROSE BUD. 

This song is the composition of a John- 

son, a joiner in the neighbourhood of Belfast. 
Tho tune is by Oswald, altered, evidently, from 
“ Jockic’s Gray Breeks.” 


YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

This tune is by Oswald. The song alludes to 
ar part of my private history, which it is of no con- 
scipience to tho world to know. 

it is NA, jean, thy BONNIE FACE. 

These vrero originally English verses: — I 
gave them the Scots dress. 

EPPIE M‘NAB 

The old song with this title has more wit than 
decency. 

WHA IS THAT AT MT ROWER DOOR. 

This tune is also known by the name of “ Lass 
an I come near thee.” The words are mine. 
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THOU ART OAXE AWA- 

This tune is the same with Hand awa frae 
me, Donald.’’ 


THE TEARS I SHED MUST EVER FAIL. 

This song of genius was composed by a Miss 
Cranston. It wanted four lines, to make all the 
stanzas suit the music, which I added, and ai'e 
the four first of the last stanza. 

** No cold ftpproiich, no alter’d mieni 
Jutt what would make caspicion start; 

No pause the dire extremes between. 

He made me blcst-and broke my heart !” 


THE BOKIE WEE THING. 

Composed on my little idol the charmiBg, 
lovely Davies.'* 


THE TITHER MORN. 

This tune is ori^ally from the Highlands. 
I have heard a Gaelic song to it, which I was 
told was very clever, but not by any means 
a lady’s song. 


A MOTHER S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH OF 
HER SON. 

This most beautiful tune is, 1 tliink, the hap- 
piest composition of that bard-born genius, 
John Riddel, of the family of Glencarnock, at 
Ayr. The words wx*re composed to commemo- 
rate the much-lamcntod and premature death of 
James Ferguson, Esq., jun., of Craigdarroch. 

DAINTIE DAVIE. 

This song, tradition says, and the composition 
itself coniinns it, was composed on the Rev. 
David Williamson’s begetting the daughter of 
Lady Cherrytrees w’ith child, while a party of 
dragoons were searching her house to appre- 
hend him for being an adherent to the solemn 
league and covenant* The pious woman liad 
put a lady*s night-cap on him, and had laid him 
u-bed with her owt dauglitcr, and passed him 


to the soldiery as a lady, her daughter’s bed- 
fellow. A mutilated stanza or two are to be 
found in Herd’s collection, but the original song 
consists of five or six stanzas, and were their 
delicacy equal to their mt and humour^ they 
would merit a place in any collection, Tho 
first stanza is 

Deing pursued by the diagoons. 

Within my bed he was laid down ; 

And Areel I wat he was worth his nom» 

Fur he was my dainde Davie.” 

Ramsay's song, Liickie Nansy,” though be 
culls it an old song with additions, seems to 
be all his own, except the chorus : 

** I was a telling you, 

Luckie Nansy, Luckie Nansy, 

Auld springs wad ding tbenew, 

But ye wad never trow me.” 

Which I should conjecture to be part of a song 
prior to the afiair of Williamson. 


BOB 0* DUMBLANE. 

Ramsay, as usual, has modernized this song. 
TJie original, wiiich I learned on the spot, from 
iny old hostess in the principal inn there, is— 

Lassie, lend mt your braw hnnp heckle 
^ And Til lend you my thnpplui-kame ; 

M y heckle is broken, it uaniia be gotten, 

And we^ljppU! dance the bob o’ Dumblanc. 

Twa gaed to the wood, to t)ic wood, to the wood, 

T\\ a good to the w ood— three tame liaine ; 

An’ It be na wcel bobbit, weel bobbit, weel bobbit, 

An’ it be na wed boljbit, we’ll bob it again.” 

1 insert this song to introduce tho following 
anecdote, which 1 have heard well authenti- 
cated. In the evening of the day of the battle 
of Duinblane,(blicrifi'Muir,)when the action was 
over, R Scots ofiicer in Argyll’s anny, observed 
to His Grace, that he was afraid the rebels would 
give out to the world that Ifiey had gotten tlio 
victory. — “Weel, w’eel,” returned his Grace, 
alluding to the foregoing ballad, “ if they think 
it be nae wed bobbit, we ll bob it again.” 
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Left Edinhurgh (May 6, 17«7)—Lammor- 
imiir-Jiills iiiis<‘rubly droaiy, bnt Jit times veiy 
])ictiirosqiio. Lanton-edgc, a glorious view of 
the Mcrse-'-Ilesich Berry well— old Mr. Ainslie 
!in uncommon character ; — bis hobbies, agricul- 
ture, natural philoso])hy, and politics.— In the 
iii'st ho is unexceptional )ly the ch*arest-headed, 
b('st-infomied man I ever met with; in the 
ollu‘r two, very intelligent As a man of buii- 
nesH he has uncommon merit, and by fairly de- 
serving it lias made a very decent indopondenco. 
Mrs. Ainslie, an excelhmt, sensible, ehoerfiil, 
iiiniablo old woman.— Miss Ainslie— her person 
a little emhmhointy but liandsomc ; her fact*, par- 
ticularly her eyes, full of sweetm'ss and good 
liumour— she unites throe qualities rarely to be 
found together; keen, solid penetration; sly, 
witty obscirvation and remark ; and the gentlest, 
most unaffected fomalo modesty— Douglas, a 
clever, fine jiromising young fellow'. — The 
family-meeting with their brother; my cowi- 
pujiwn de voyayc, very charming; particularly 
the sister. Tho whole family remarkably at- 
tached to their menials — Mrs. A. full of stories 
of the sagac.ity and simse of the little girl in tlic 
kitchen.— Mr. A. high in the praises of an Afri- 
can, his house-servant — all his people old in his 
service— Douglas’s old nurse caim‘ to Berry well 
y('sterday to remind them of its being his birth- 
day. 

A Mr. Dudgeon, a poet at times,' a worthy 
remarkable character— natural penetration, a 
great deal of information, some genius, and ex- 
treme mod(«ty. 

Went to church at Dunse^ — Dr. 


• The author of that fine soojr. 'I'he MaU that tends the (loats.” 

* *' During the disoourao Rums piuiluoed a neat Impromptu, con- 
v<ying an elegant compliment to M iss Aiuslkv Dr. R. hiul selected a 

of Scripture that contamnl a heavy denuneiarion agaiiut obsti- 
nate sinners. In the course of the sermon I {iinib oliftervcd the young 
hidy tiirnliig over thelcamof her Rihlei with imich ('•1rncsrl1^ss in 
’“'aali of the text. He took out a slip of paper, and with a jieiicil 


Bowmakcr a man of strong lungs and pretty 
judicious remark ; but ill skilled in propriety, 
and altogether unconscious of his want of it. 

AToiK/fly.— Coldstream— went over to England 
—Comliill— glorious river Tw'oed— clear and 
majestic— fine bridge. Dine at Coldstream with 

Mr. Ainslie and Mr. Foreman— beat Mr. F 

in a dispute about Voltaire. Tea at Lend 
House with Mr. Brydone— Mr. Brydone a most 
excellent heart, kind, joyous, and benevolent ; 
but a good deal of the French indiscriminate 
complaisance— from his situation past and pre- 
sent, an admirer of every thing that beai’S a 
splendid title, or tliat possesses a large estate — 
3Irs. Brydone a most elegant woman in her per- 
son and manners; tlie tones of her voice re- 
markably sweet— my reception extremely flat- 
tering— sleep at Coldstream. 

Breakfast at Kelso— charming situ- 
ation of Kelso— fine bridge over the Tweed — 
enchanting view's and prospects on both sides of 
the river, particularly tlie Scotch side; intro- 
duced to Mr. Scot of the Royal Bank — an excel- 
lent, modest fellow— fine situation of it— ruins 
of Roxburgh Castle — a holly-bush growing 
where .lanu's II. of Scotland wan accidentally 
killed by tlie bursting of a cannon. A small old 
religious ruin, and a fine old garden planted by 
the religious, rooted out and destroyed by an 
Knglisli hottentot, a mature d'hotcl of the duke’s, 
a Mr. Cole — climate and soil of Borw'ickshirc, 
ami even Roxburghshire, superior to Ayrslure— 
bad roads. Turnip and sheep husbandry, their 
great improvements— Mr. M‘Dow'al, at Caver- 


rrotc the fullowlrig lines on it, which he immeiiUtdy proKnlod ro 

ICC, 

* Fail uiiud, you need not take the hlAb, 

Nor idle texte pursue 
"Tu'as guilty mne^s that he meant, ^ 

Not angels such as you. 

I'KUUKi;, 
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ton Mill, a friend of Mr. Ainslie’s, with whom 
I dined to-day, sold Ids sheep, ewe and lamb 
together, at two guineas a jdece — wash their 
sheep before shearing — seven or eight pounds 
of washen wool in a fleece — ^low markets, con- 
sequently low rents — fine lands not above six- 
teen shillings a Scotch acre — ^magnificence of 
farmers and farm-houses — come up Teviot and 
up Jed to Jedburgh to lie, and so wish myself a 
good night. 

Wednesday. — Breakfast with Mr. in Jed- 
burgh — a squabble between Mrs. , a 

erased, talkative slattern, and a sister of her’s, 
an old maid, respecting a relief minister — 
]Miss gives Madam the lie ; and Madam, by way 
of revenge, upbraids her that she laid sn<arcs to 
entangle the said minister, then a widower, in 
the net of matrimony — go about two miles out 
of Jedburgli to a roiq) of parks — ^mcet a polite, 
soldier-like gentleman, a Captain Rutherford, 
who had been many years through the wilds 
of America, a prisoner among the Indians — 
charming, romantic situation of Jedburgli, with 
gardens, orchards, &c. intermingled among the 
houses — ^fine old ruins — a once magnificent ca- 
thedral, and strong castle. All the towns here 
have the appearance of old, rude grandeur, but 
the people extremely idle — Jed a fine romantic 
little river. 

Dine with Capt. Rutherford — the Captain a 
polite fellow, fond of money in his farming 
way ; showed a particular respect to my hard- 
ship — his lady exactly a proper matrimonial 
second part for him. Miss Rutherford a beau- 
tiful girl, but too far gone woman to expose 
so much of a fine swelling bosom — lier fiice 
veiy fine. 

Return to Jedburgh — ^walk up Jed with some 
ladies to be shown Love-lane and Blackburn, 
two fairy scenes. Introduced to Mr. Potts, 
writer, a very clever fellow ; and Mr. Somer- 
ville, the clergyman of the place, a man, and 
a gentleman, but sadly addicted to punning. — 
The walking party of ladies, Mrs. — and 
Miss — her sister, before mentioned. — N. B. 
These two appear still more comfortably ugly 
and stupid, and bore me most shockingly. Two 

Miss , tolerably agreeable. Miss ITope, a 

tolerably pretty girl, fond of laughing and fun. 
Miss Lindsay, a good-humoured, amiable girl ; 
rather short et embonpoint, but handsome, and 
extremely graceful — beautiful hazel eyes, full 
of spirit, and sparkling with delicious moisture 
— ^an engaging face un tout ensemble that speaks 
her of the first order of female minds — her 
sister, a bonnie, strappan, rosy, sonsic lass. 
Shake myself loose, after several unsuccessful 
efforts, of Mrs. and Miss , and some- 

how or other, get hold of Miss Lindsay’s arq;i. — 
My heart is thawed into melting pleasure ^ter 
being so long frozen up in the Greenland bay of 
indifference, amid the noise and nonsense of 
Edinburgh. Miss seems very well pleased with 
my hardship's distinguisliing her, and after 


some slight qualms, which I could easily maik, 
she sots the titter round at defiance, and 
kindly allows me to keep my hold ; and when 
parted by the ceremony of my introduction to 
Mr. Somerville, she met me h^f, to resume my 

situation. Nota Bene — The poet within a 

point and a half of being d-ranably in love — 
I am afraid my bosom is still neai’ly as much 
tinder as ever. 

The old, cross-grained, whiggish, ugly, slan- 
derous Miss • ■ ■, with all the poisonous spleen 

of a disappointed, ancient maid, stops me vtuy 
unseasonably to ease her bursting breast, by 
falling abusively foul on the Miss Lindsays, par- 
ticuh^ly on my Dulcinea; — I hardly refrain 
from cursing her to her face for daring to mouth 
her calumnious slander on one of the finest 
pieces of the workmanship of Almighty Excel- 
lence ! Sup at Mr. ’s ; vexed th.it the 

Miss Lindsays are not of the supper-party, as 

they only are wanting. Mrs. and Miss 

still improve infernally on my hands. 

Set out next morning for Wauehope, the seat 
of my correspondent, ^Irs. Scott — breakfast by 
the way witJi Dr. Elliot, an agreeable, good- 
hearted, climate-beaten old veteran, in the 
medical line; now retired to a romantic, but 
rather moorish place, on the baiil<s of the Roole 
— he aecoinpanies us almost to Wauehope — 
we traverse the country to the top of Bo- 
ehester, the scene of an old encampment, and 
Woolce Hill. 

Wauehope — Mr. Scott exactly the figure and 
face commonly given to Sancho Paiica — very 
shrewd in his farming matters, and not uiifre- 
quently stumbles on wdiat may be called a 
strong thing rather than a good thing. Mrs. 
Scott all the sense, taste, intrejiidity of face, 
and bold, critical decision, which usually dis- 
tinguish female authors. — Sup with Mr. Potts 
— agre(>able party. — Breakfast next morning 
wdth Mr. Somerville — the bruit of Miss Lindsay 
and my hardship, hy means of the invention 
and malice of Miss — ■■■—. Mr, Somerville 
sends to Dr. Lindsay, begging him and family 
to breakfast if convenient, but at all events to 
send Miss Lindsay; accordingly Miss Lindsay 
only comes. — I find M iss Lindsay would soon phiy 
the devil with me — I met with some little fiat- 
teiing attentions from her. Mrs. Somerville an 
excellent, motherly, agreeable woman, and a 

fine family. — Mr. Ainslic and Mrs. S Junrs. 

with Mr. , Miss Lindsay, and myself, go to 

see Ksther, a very remarkable wonum for recit- 
ing poetry of all kinds, and sometimes making 
Scotch doggerel herself — she can repeat hy 
heart almost every thing she has ever read, 
particularly Pope’s Ilomer from end to end— 
has studied Euclid hy herself, and, in short, 
is a woman of very extraordinary abilities.— 
On conversing with her I find her fully equal to 
the character given of her.* — She is very mucli 

1 *' Tb» extranrdiiuiry woman then moved \n a very humble walli 
of life;— Che wife of a comoion working icardencr* SheiiMillUvlBg 
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flattered that I send for her, and that she sees 
a poet who has put out a book, as she says. — 
She is, among other things, a great florist — and 
is rather past the meridian of once celebrated 
beauty. 

I walk in Esther* 8 garden with Miss Lindsay, 
and after some little chit-chat of the tender 
land, I presented her with a proof print of my 
Kob, which she accepted witli something more 
t(!iider than gratitude. She told me many little 

stories which Miss had retailed concerning 

her and me, with prolonging pleasure — God 
bless her ! Was w'aited on by the magistrates, 
and presented with the freedom of the biirgh. 

Took farewell of Jedburgh, with some melan- 
choly, disagreeable sensations. — Jed, pure be 
thy crystal streams, and hallowed tliy sylvan 
banks ! Sweet Isabella Lindsay, may peace 
(lwc‘ll in thy bosom, uninterrupted, except by 
tlie tumultuous throbbings of rapturous love ! 
That love-kindling eye must beam on another, 
not on me ; that gnicefiil form must bless anz 
other’s arms ; not mine ! 

Kelso. Dine with the farmers’ club — all 
gentlemen, talking of high matt(?rs — each of 
flicm keeps a hunter from thirty to fifty pounds 
valiuj, and attends the fox-huntings in the 
country — go out with Mr. Ker, one of the club, 
and a friend of Mr. AinsUc’s, to lie — !Mr. Kcr a 
most gentlemanly, clever, handsome fellow, a 
widower with some fine children — his mind and 
^ manner astonishingly like my dear old friend 
Robert Muir, in Kilmarnock — every thing in 
Mr. Ker’s most elegant — ho offers to accompany 
ra(i! in niy English tour. Dine with Sir Alex- 
, ander Don — a pretty clever fellow, but far from 
i being a match for his divine lady. — A very wet 
I « « « — Sleep at Stodrig again ; and set 

)ut for Melrose — visit Dryburgli, a fine old 
'uined abbey — still bad weather — cross Loader, 
ind come up Tweed to Melrose — dine there, 
ind visit tliat far-famed, glorious ruin — come 
.0 Selkirk, up Ettrick; — the whole country 
iicrcabout, both on Tweed and Ettrick remui’k- 
ihly stony. 

Monday , — Come to Tnverleitliing, a famous 
ihaw, and in the vicinity of the palace of Tra- 
quair, where having dined, and drank some 
(jalloway-whey, I here remain till to-morrow — 

I saw Elibanks and Elibraes, on the other side of 
the Tweed. 

Tuesday, — Drank tea yesternight at Pirn, with 

I Mr. Horseburgh. — Brea^asted to-day with Mr. 
ballantyne of Hollowlee — Proposal for a four- 
horse team to consist of Mr. Scott of W a^hope, 

I h'ittieland ; Logan of Logan, Fittiefurr : Ballan- 
tyne of Hollowlee, Forewynd : Horsburgh of 
llorsburgh. — Dine at a country inn, kept by a 
Aiillcr, in Plarlston, the birth-place and I'csidencc 

if I atn rightly Infbnned, her time is princlpelly occupied in her 
^tientioim to a Bttle day>ieho6i» which not hdng sufficient for her 
■'ibslstcnce, she is obliged to soiidt the charity of her benevolent 
‘•klhbours. * Ah, who would love the lyre !’ " Cromkk. ^ 


of the celebrated Thomas a Rhymer— -saw tho 
ruins of his castle — come to BerryweU. 

Wednesday, — Dine at Dunsc with the farmers* 
club-company — ^impossible to do them justice — 
Kev, Mr. Smith a famous punster, and Mr. 
Mciklc a celebrated mechanic, and inventor of 
the tlireshing-mills. — Thursday, breakfast at 
BerryweU, and walk into Dunse to see a famous 
knife made by a cutler there, and to be pre- 
sented to an Italian prince. — A pleasant ride 
with my friend Mr. Robert Ainslie, and liis 
sister to Mr. Thomson’s, a man who has newly 
commenced farmer, and has married a Miss 
Patty Grieve, formerly a flame of Mr. Robert 
Ainslie’s. — Company — IMiss Jacky Grieve, an 
amiable sister of Mrs. Thomson’s, and Mr. 
Hood, an honest, worthy, facetious farmer, in 
the iieiglibourliood. 

Friday, — Ride to Berwick — An idle town, 
iiidely picturesque. — Meet Lord Errol in walk- 
ing round the walls. — Ilis lordship’s flattering 
notice of me. — Dine with Mr. Cluuzie, mer- 
cliant — nothing particular in company or con- 
versation. — Como up a bold shore, and over a 
wild country to Eyemouth — sup and sleep at 
Mr. Gri eve’s. 

Saturday, Spend the day at Mr. Grievo’s — 
made a royal arch mason of St. Abb’s liodge.^ — 
Mr. William Grieve, the oldest brother, a joy- 
ous, warm-hearted, jolly, clover fellow — takes a 
hearty glass, and sings a good song.— Mr. Robert, 
his brother, and partner in trade, a good fellow, 
but says little. Take a sail after dinner. P*ish- 
iiig of all kinds pays tithes at Eyemouth. 

Sunday, — A Mr. Robinson, brewer at Ednam, 
sets out with us to Dunbar. 

The Miss Grieves very good girls. — hly hard- 
ship’s heart got a brush from ^liss Betsey. 

Mr. WilUam Grieve’s attaeshmeut to the 
family-circle, so fond, tliat when he is out, 
which by the bye is often the case, he cannot 
go to bed till he see if all his sisters are sleeping 

well Pass the famous Abbey of Coldingham, 

and Pease-bridge. — Call at Mr. Sheriff’s, where 
Mr, A. and I dine. — Mr. S. talkative and con- 
ceited. 1 talk of love to Nancy the whole even- 
ing, while her brother escorts home some com- 
panions like himself. — Sir James Hall of Duiig- 

> The entry made on this occasion in the Lodge-iiooka of Sc A\Af% 
Is honourable to 

** The brethren ot the mystic lex'eL” 

« Ejfctnmtih, IWh Mav, 17fi7. 

** At a general encampment hrid this day, the following brethren 
were made royal arch maaous, via. Robert Burnt, from the Lodge of 
Sc James’!, Tarbolton, Ayrshire, and Robert Ainslie, from the 
Lodge oC St. Luke's, Edinburgh, by James Carmichael, Wm. Giievc, 
Daniel Dow, John Clay, Robert Grieve, &c. Ac. Robert Ainslia 
pud one guinea admission dues; baton account of R. Burns s re- 
markable poetical genius, the encampment unanimously agreed to 
admit him gratis, and considered themsrives honoured bv having a 
man ef such shining abilities for one of their companions.” 

Extracted from tlic Minute Book ot the I.c)dge by 

'1 MOM AS BOWKILL. 

5 o 
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lass, having lieai*d of my being in the neiglibour* 
hood, comes to Mr. Sheriff's to breakfast — 
takes me to see his fine scenery on the stream 
of Dunglass — ^Dunglass the most romantic, sweet 
place I ’ever saw — Sir James and his lady a 
pleasant happy coiiide. — lie points out a walk 
for which he has an uncommon respect, as it 
was made by an aunt of his, to whom he owes 
inucli. 

hliss will accompany mo to Dunbar, by 

way of making a parade of me as a sweetheart 
of hers, among her relations. She mounts an 
old cart-horse, as huge and as loan as a house ; a 
rusty old side-saddle without girth, or stirrup, 
but fastened on with an old pillion-girth — her- 
self as fine as hands could make licr, in croam- 
coloiired riding clothes, hat and feather, &c. — 
1, ashamed of my situation, ride like the devil, 
and almost shake her to pieces on old Jolly — 
get i*id of her by reJusiiig to call at her uncle's 
with her. 

Past through the most glorious com-coimtry 
I ever saw, till I reach Dunbar, a neat little 
town. — Dine with Provost Fall, an cinineiit 
merchant, and most respectable character, but 
iindescribable, as ho exhibits no inaiked traits. 
Mrs. Fall, a genius in painting; fully more 
cle\er in the fine arts and sciences than my 
friend Lady Wanchope, without her consuin- 
inato assurance of her own abilities. — Call with 
lilr. Robinson (who, by the bye, I find to be a 
worthy, much respected man, very modest; 
w’ann, social heart, which with less good sense 
than his would be perhaps \\ ith the children of 
prim precision and pride, rather inimical to that 
respect which is man’s due from man) with him 
I call on ]Miss Clarke, a maiden in the Scotch 
j»hrase, “Quid enough, but ?io brent new:” a 
cl(wer woman, with tolerable pieteiisions to 
remark and wit; while time bad blown tlie 
blushing bud of bcasliful modesty into the flower 
of easy confidence. She wanted to see what 
sort of raree shotv an author was ; and to let him 
know, that though Dunbar was but a little town, 
yet it was not destitute of people of parts. 

IJreakfast next morning at Skateraw, at Mr. 
Lee's, a farmer of great note. — Mr. Lee, an ex- 
cellent, hospitable, social fellow, rather oldish ; 
warm-hearted and chatty — a most judicious, 
sensible fanner. Mr. Lee detains me till next 
morning. — Company at dinner. — My Rev. ac- 
quaintance Dr. Bowmaker, a reverend, rattling 
old fellow. — Two sea lieutenants ; a cousin of 
tlie landlord's, a fellow whose looks are of that 
Kind w'liich deceived me in a gentleman at 
Kelso, and has often deceived me : a goodly 
hundcoinc figure and face, which incline one to 
give tliem credit for parts which they have not. 
Mr. Clarke, a much cleverer fellow, but whose 
looks a little cloudy, and his appearance rather 
ungainly, with an every-day observer may pre- 
judice the opinion against liim. — Dr. Brown, a 
medical young gentleman from Dunbar, a fellow 
whose face and manners are open and engaging. 
— licave Skateraw for Dunsc next day, ^ong 


with collector , a lad of slender abUities 

and bashfully diffident to an extreme. 

Found Miss Ainslie, the amiable, the sensible, 
the good-humoured, the sweet Miss Ainslie, all 
alone at Berrywell. — Heavenly powers who 
know the weakness of human hearts, support 
mine ! What happiness must I see only to re- 
mind me that I cannot enjoy it ! 

Lammer-miiir Hills, from East Lothian to 
Dunse very wild. — Dine with the farmers* club 
at Kelso. Sir .Tohn Hume and Mr. Linnsden 
there, but nothing worth remembrance w'hon 
the following circumstance is considered — I 
walk into Dunse before dinner, and out to 
Berrywell in the evening with Miss Ainslie — 
how well-bred, how frank, how good she is ! 
CJiariuing Rachael ! may thy bosom never bo 
wrung by the evils of this life of son'ows, or by 
the villainy of this world's sons ! 

Thursday. — Mr. Ker and I set out to dine at 
Mr. Hood's on our way to England. 

1 am taken extremely ill with strong feverish 
symptoms, and take a servant of Mr. ITood’s to 
watch me all night — emhitt('ring remorse scares 
iny fancy at the gloomy forebodings of death. — 
I am determined to live for the future in such a 
manner as not to bo scared at the approach of 
death — I am sure I could meet him with indil- 
fercnce, but for ‘‘The something beyond the 
grave." — Mr. Hood agrees to accompany us to 
England if w-e will wait till Sunday. 

Friday . — I go with Mr. Hood to see a roup of 
an unfortunate farmer’s stock - rigid economy, 
and decent industry, do you presf‘rve me from 
being the principal dramatis itersona in such a 
scene of horror. 

Meet my good old friend IVIr. Ainslie, who 
calls on Mr. ilood in the evening to take fare- 
well of my hardship. This day I feel myself 
W'arm with sentiments of gi’atitude to the Great 
Preserver of men, who has kindly restored iiio 
to health and strength once more. 

A pleasant walk with iny young friend Dou- 
glas Ainslie, a sweet, modest, clever young fellow. 

Sunday, 27th May . — Cross Twreed, and traverse 
tlie moors through a wild country till I reach 
Alnwick — Alnwick Castle a seat of the Duke of 
Northumberland, furnished in a most princely 
manner. — A Mr. "Wilkin, agent of His Grace’s, 
show's us the house and policies. Mr. Wilkin, 
a discreet, sensible, ingenious man. 

Monday. — Come, still through by-ways, to 
Warkworth, where we dine. — Hermitage and 
old castle. Warkworth situated very picturesque, 
w'itli Cfoquet Island, a small rocky spot, the sf‘ut 
of an old monastery, facing it a little in the sea; 
and the small but romantic river Coquet, run- 
ning through it. — Sleep at Morpeth, a pleasant 
enough little town, and on next day to New- 
cjistle. — Meet with a very agreeable, sensibh* 
fellow, a Mr. Chattox, who show-s us a great 
many civilities, and w ho dines and sups with usi 
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Wednesday, — Loft Newcastle early in the morn- 
ing^, and rode over a fine country to Hexham to 
hrealtfast — from Hexham to Wardrue, the cele- 
brated Spa, where we slept. — Thursday — reach 
Lon^town to dine, and part there with my good 
friends Messrs Hood and Ker — A hiring day in 
Longtown — I am uncommonly happy to see 
so many young folks enjoying life. —I come to 
Carlisle. — (Meet a strange enough romantic ad- 
venture by the way, in falling in with a girl and 
her married sister — the girl, after some over- 
tures of gallantry on my side, sees me a little cut 
with the bottle, and offers to take mo in for a 
Gretna-green affair. — 1 not being such a gull as 
slie imagines, make an appointment with her, by j 


way of vive la hagatelUy to hold a conference on 
it when we reach town. — I meet her in town 
and give her a brush of caressing, and a bottle of 
cyder ; but finding herself wr* pen trompe in her 
man she sheers off.) Next day I meet* my good 
friend, Mr, Mitcliell, and walk with Iiim round 
the town and its environs, and through his print- 
ing-works, &c.— four or five hundred people em- 
ployed, many of them women and children. — 
Hine with Mr. Mitchell, and leave Carlisle. — 
Come by the coast to Annan. — Overtaken on 
the way by a curious old fish of a shoemaker 
and miner, from Cumberland mines. 

IHere the Manuscript abruptly terminates,] 
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%bth August^ 1787. 

I lEAVE Edinburgh for a northern tour, in com- 
pany with my good friend ]Mr. Nicol, wliose 
originality of humour promises me much enter- 
tainment, — Liulitligow — a fertile improved 
country— West Lothian. The more elegance 
and luxury among the farmers, I always observe 
in equal proportion, the rudeness and stupidity 
of the peasantry. This remark 1 have made all 
over the Lothians, Merse, Roxburgh, &c. For 
this, among other reasons, I think that a man of 
romantic taste, a “Alan of Feeling,” will be 
better pleased with the poverty, but intelligent 
minds of the peasantry in Ayrshire (peasantry 
tlK 7 are all below the justice of peiic;e) than tlm 
opulence of a club of Alerse farmers, when at 
the samotiinc,he considers the vandalism of their 
plough-folks, Ac. 1 carry this idea so far, tliat 
an uninclosed, half iraproven country is to me 
actually more agreeabh*, and gives me more 
pleasure as a prosj)(*ct, than a country cultivated 
like a garden. — Soil about Linlithgow light and 
thin.— The town carries the appearance of rude, 
decayed grandeur — charmingly rural, retired 
situation. The old royal palace a tolerably fine, 
but mehinclioly ruin — sweetly situated on a 
small elevation, by the brink of a loch. Shown 
the room where the beautiful, injured Mary 
Queen of Scots was born —a pretty good old 
Gotliic church. The infamous stool of re|>ent- 
ance standing, in the old Komisii way, on a 
lofty situation. 

What a poor, pimping business is a Presbyte- 
rian place of worship; dirty, narrow, and 
squalid ; stuck in a corner of old popish gran- 
deur such as Linlithgow, and much more, 
Melrose I Ceremony and show, if judiciously 
thrown in, absolutely necessary for the bulk of 
mankind, both in religious and civil matters. — 
Dine,— 6o to my friend Smith’s at Avon print- 
IBeld — find nobody but Mrs. Miller, an agreeable, 
sensible^ modest, good body; as useful but not 
i» ornamental as Fielding’s Miss Western— not 


rigidly polite d h Frinoait but easy, hospitable^ 
and housewifely. 

An old lady from Paisley, a Mrs. Ijawson, 
whom I promise to call for in Paisley— like old 

lady W and still more like Mrs, C , her 

conversation is pregnant w'ith strong sense and 
just remark, but like them, a certain air of s(*lf- 
iinportaiiceandarfMrmc in the eye, seem to indi- 
cate, as the Ayrshire wife obsen'od of lier coav, 
that “ she had a mind o* her ain.” 

Pleasant view of Dimferinliiie and the rest of 
the fertile coast of Fif(‘, as wc go down to thiU 
dirty, ugly place, Rorrowstoncs— see a horse- 
race and call on a friend of Mr. Nicors, a Bailie 
Cowan, of wdiom I know too little to attempt 
his portrait— Come through the rich carso of 
Falkirk to pass tlio night. Falkirk notliing re- 
markable except the tomb of Sir .John the Gra- 
liain, over which, in the succession of time, four 
stones have been placed.— Caiiudou, the ancient 
metropolis of the Piets, now” a small village in 
the neighbourhood of Falkirk. — Ci’oss the grand 
canal to Carron.— Come past Larbert and ad- 
mire a fine monument of cast-iron erected by 
Air. Bruce, the African traveller, to his wife. 

Pass Dimipace, a place laid out with fine biste 
— a channing amphitheatre bounded by Denny 
village, and plejisant seats down the way to Du- 
nipace.— The Carron running down the bosom 
of the whole makes it one of the most charm- 
ing little prospects 1 have seen. 

Dine at Auchinbowie— Air. Alonro an excel- 
lent, worthy old man— Miss Monro an amiable, 
sensible, sweet young woman, much resembling 
Mrs. Grierson. Come to Bannockburn— Shown 
the old house where James 111. finished so tra- 
gically his unfortunate life. The field of Ban- 
nockburn — the hole where glorious Bruce 
set his standard. Here no Scot can pass 
uninterested.—! fancy to myself that I see my 
gallant, heroic countrymen coming o’er the hiti 
and down upon the plunderers of their coun- 
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try, the murderers of their fathers ; noble re- 
venge, and just hate, glowing in every vein, 
striding more and more eagerly as they ap- 
proach the oppressive, insulting, blood-thirsty 
foe ! I sec them meet in gloriously-triumphant 
congratulation on the victorious field, exulting 
in their heroic royal leader, and rescued liberty 
and independence ! Come to Stirling. — Monday 
go to Harvieston. Go to see Caudron linn, and 
Itumbling brig, and Diel's mill. Return in the 
evening. Supper — Messrs. Doig, the school- 
master; Bell; and Captain Forrester of the 
castle — Doig a queerish figure, and something 
of a pedant — Bell a joyous fellow, who sings a 
good song. — Forrester a merry, swearing kind 
of man, with a dash of the sodger. 

Twsday Morning — Breakfast with Captain 
Forrester — Ochel Hills — Devon River — ^Forth 
and Tieth — Allan River — Strathallan, a fine 
country, but little improved — Cross to 

Crieff’ — Dine and go to Arbruchil — cold recep- 
tion at Arbnicliil — a most romantically pleasant 
ride up Earn, by Auchtertyre and Comrie to 
Arbruchil — Sup at Crieff. 

Wednesday Morning, — Leave Crieff — Glen 
Amend — Amend river — Ossian’s grave — Loch 
Fruoch — Glonquaich — I^andlord and landlady 
remarkable characters — Taymouth described in 
rhyme — ^Meet the Hon. Cliarles Tovmshend. 

Thursday. — Come down Tay to Dunkeld — 
Glenlyon House — Lyon River — Druid’s Temi>le 
— thi'ce circles of stones — the outer-most sunk 
— the second has thirteen stones remaining — tlie 
innermost has eight — two large detached ones 
like a gate, to the south-east — Say prayers in it 
— Pass Taybridge — Aberfeldy — described in 
rliyine — Castle Menzics — Inver — Dr. Stevrart — 
bup. 

Friday. — ^Walk w'ith !Mrs, Stewart and Beard 
to Biriiain top — fineprospect down 'lay — Craigie- 
burn hills — Hermitage on the Branwater, with 
a picture of Ossian — Breakfast with Dr. Stew- 
art— Neil Gow* plays — a shoi't, stout-built, hu- 

Anothpr northern bard has sketched this eminent miuician— 

** The blythc Strathsiiev springs up, reminding some 
Of nights when Guw’s old arm. (nor old the tale.) 

Unceasing, save when reeking cans went round. 

Made heart and heel leap light as hounding roe. 

Alas t no more shall we beliold that look 
So venerable, yel so blent with mirth. 

And lestive joy sedate; that ancient garb 
Unvaried, — tartan hose, and bonnet blue 1 
No more shall Beauty’s partial eye draw forth 
I'hefull Inunticationof his strain, 

Mallifluous, strong, exuberantly rich ! 

No more, amid the pauses of the dance. 

Shall he repeat tliose measures, that in days 
Of other years, could soothe a falling prince. 

And light Ids visage with atmnsientsinile 
Of melancholy joy,— like autumn sun 
OUdlng a sear tree with a passing beam ! 

Or play to sportive children on the gi-een 
Demdingat gloamin hour; on willing cheer 
Wifchiitrauis.unbouglii^tfaeshepherd’s bndal day.** 
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nest Highland figure, with his grayish hair shed 
on his honest social brow — on interesting face, 
marking strong sense, kind openheartedness, 
mixed with unmistrosting simplicity — ^visit his 
house — ^Marget Gow. 

Ride up Tummel River to Blair — Foscally a 
beautiful romantic nest — wild grandeur of the 
pass of Gillicrankic — visit the gallant Lord 
Dundee's stone. 

Blair- -Sup with the Duchess — easy and happy 
from the manners of the family — confirmed in 
my good opinion of my friend Walker. 

Saturday. — Visit the scenes round Blair — fine, 
but spoiled with bad taste — Tilt and Gairie 
rivers — Falls on the Tilt — Heather seat — Ride 
in company with Sir William Murray and Mr. 
Walker, to Loch Tummel — ineandrings of the 
Rannach, which runs through quondam Struan 
Robertson's estate from Loch Rannach to Loch 
Tummel — Dine at Blair — Company — General 

Murray Captain Murray, an honest Tar 

Sir William Murray, an honest, worthy man, 
but tormented with the hypochondria — Mrs. 
Graham, belle et aimahle — Miss Catchcort — 
Mrs. Murray, a painter — Mrs. King — Duchess 
and fine family, the Marquis, Lords James, 
Edward, and Robert — Ladies Charlotte, Emilia, 
and children dance — Sup — Mr. Graham of 
Fintray. 

Come up the Garrie — Falls of Bniar — Daldc- 
cairoch — Dalwhinnie — Dine — Snow on the hills 
17 feet deep — No corn from liOch-Gairie to 
Dalwhinnie — Cross the Spey, and come down 
the stream to Pitnin— Straths rich — les environs 
picturesque — Crm'gow hill — Ruthven of Ba- 
denoch — Barracks — wild and magnificent — 
Rotliemurche on the other side, and Gleumore 
— Grant of Rothcmurche's poetry — told me by 
the Duke of Gorrion — Strathspey, rich and ro- 
mantic — Breakfast at Aviemore, a wild spot — 
dine at Sir James Grant’s — Lady Grant, a sweet, 
pleasant body — come through mist and darkness 
to Dulsie, to lie. 

Tuesday, — Findhom river — rocky banks — 
come on to Castle Cawdor, where Macbeth 
murdered King Duncan — saw the bed in which 
King Duncan was stabbed — dine at Kilravock 
— RIrs. Rose, sen. a true chieftain’s wife — Fort 
George — Inverness. 

Wednesday, — Loch Ness — Braes of Ness — Ge- 
neral’s hut — Falls of S^ers — Urquhart Castle 
and Strath. 

Thursday. — Come over Culloden Muir — reflec- 
tions on the field of battle — breakfast at Kilra- 
vock — old Mrs. Rose, sterling sense, warm 
heart, strong passions, and honest pride, all in 
an uncommon degree — Mrs. Rose, jun. a little 
milder than the mother — this perhaps owing to 
her being younger — Mr. Grant, minister at 
Colder, resembles Mr. Scott at Inverleithing — 
Mrs. Rose and Mrs. Grant accompany us to 

i r 
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Kildrummle — two young ladies — Miss Bose, 
who sung two Gaelic songs, beautiful and lovely 
»Miss Sophia Brodio, most agreeable and ami- 
able — ^both of them gentle, mild ; the sweetest 
creatures on earth, and happiness be with them ! 
— Dine at Naim — ^fall in with a pleasant enough 
gentleman. Dr. Stewart, who had been long 
abroad with his father in the forty-five; and 
Mr. Falconer, a spare, irascible, warm-hearted 
Norland, and a Nonjuror — Brodie-house to 
lie. 

Friday, — Forres — famous stone at Forres — 
Mr. Brodie teUs me that the muir where Shake- 
speare lays Macbeth’s witch-meeting is still 
haunted — that the countryfolks won’t pass it by 
night. 

• • • » 

Venerable ruins of Elgin Abbey — A grander 
effect at first glance than Melrose, but not near 
so beautiful — Cross Spey to Fochabers — fine 
palace, worthy of the generous proprietor — Dine 
— company, Duke and Duchess, Ladies Char- 
lotte and MagdeUne, Col. Abercrombie, and 
Lady, Mr. Gordon and Mr.—, a clergyman, a 
venerable, aged figure — tlie Duke mokes me 
happier than ever great man did — noble, 
princely ; yet mild, condescending, and affable ; 
gay and kind — the Duchess witty and sensible 
— God bless them I 

Come to Cullen to lie — hitherto the country 
is sadly poor and unimproven. 

Come to Aberdeen — meet with Mr. Chalmers, 
printer, a facetious fellow — Mr. Boss a fine fol- 
low, like Professor Tytler, — IMr. IMarslial one of 
the poeta minories — ]Mr. Sheriffs, author of 
"Jamie and Bess,” a little dccripid body -with 
some abilities — Bishop Skinner, a nonjnror, son 
of the author of “ Tullochgorum,” a man whose 
mild, venei'ablc manner is the most marked of 
any in so young a man — Professor Gordon, a 
good-natured, jolly-looking professor — Aber- 
deen, a lazy town — near Stonhive, the coast a 
good deal romantic — meet my relations — Bobert 


Bums, wiiter, in Stonhive, one of those who love 
fiin, a gill, and a punning joke, and have not a 
bad heart — his wife a sweet hospitable body, 
without any affectation of what is called town- 
breeding. 

Tuesday, — Breakfast with Mr. Burns — lie at 

Lawrence Kirk — Album library — Mrs. u 

jolly, frank, sensible, love-inspiring widow — ■ 
Uowe of the Moarns, a rich, cultivated, but still 
uninclosed country. 

Wednesday. — Cross North £sk river and a 
rich country to Craigow. 

* * • * 

Go to Montrose, that finelyHsituated handsome 
town — breakfast at Muthie, and sail along that 
wild rocky coast, and see the famous caverns, 
particularly the Ghiiriepot — land and dine at 
Arbroath — stately ruins of Arbroath Abbey — 
come to Dundee, through a fertile country — 
Dundee a low-lying, but pleasant town — old 
Steeple — Tay frith — Broughty Castle, a finely 
situated min, jutting into the Tay. 

Friday. — Breakfast with the Miss Scots— Miss 
Bess Scott like Mrs. Greenfield — my hardship 
almost in love with her — come through the 
rich harvests and fine hedge-rows of the Curse 
of Cowrie, along the romantic margin of the 
Grampian hills, to Perth — ^fine, fruitful, hilly, 
woody country round Perth. 

Saturday Morning. — Leave Perth — come up 
Strathearn to Endcrmay — fine, fmitful, culti- 
vated Strath — the scene of " Bessy Bell, and 
Mary Gray,” near Perth — fine scenery on the 
biinks of the May — Mrs. Belcher, gawcic, frank, 
affable, fond of rural sports, hunting, &c. — Lio 
at Kinross — reflections in a fit of the colic. 

Sunday.— Pass through a cold, barren country 
to Queensfeny — dine — cross the ferry and on to 
Ediuburgli. 



THE POET’S ASSIGNMENT OF HIS WOEKS. 


Know all men by these presents that I llo]>ort Hums of Mossgiel : whereas I intend to leave 
Hcotiiitid and abroad, and having acknowledged myself the fatlier of a child named Elizabeth, 
begot ni»on Elizabeth Patou in Largiesido : and whereas Gilbert Burns in Mossgiel, ray brother, 
has become 1)ound, and hereby binds and obliges himself to aliment, clothe and educate iny said 
nntm*al child in a suitable manner as if she was his own, in case her mother chusc to part with her, 
and that until she arrive at tlie age of fifteen years. Therefore, and to enable the said Gilbert 
Burns to make good liis said engiigemcnt, wit ye me to have assigned, disponed, conveyed and 
made over to, and in favors of, the said Gilbert Burns, his heii*s, executors, and assignees, wdio are 
jilwavKS to be bound in like manner with himself, all and sundry goods, gear, corns, cattle, horses, 
xiolt, sheep, household furniture, and all other moveable effects of whatever kind that I shall leave 
behind me on my departure from this Kingdom, ai'ter allowing for my part of the conjunct debts 
duo by the said Gilbert Bums and me as joint tacksmen of the farm of MossgieL And particularly 
without prejudice of the foresaid generality, the profits that may arise from the publication of my 
poems presently in the press. And also, I hereby dispone and convey to him in trust for behoof of 
my said natural daughter, the copyright of said poems in so far as I can dispose of the same bylaw, 
afiter she arrives at the above age of fifteen yeans complete. Surrogating and substituting tho sold 
Gilbert Burns my hrotlior and his foresaids in my full right, title, room and place of the whole pre- 
mises, witli power to him to intromit witli, and dispose upon the same at pleasure, and in general to 
do every other thing in the premises tliat I could have done myself before granting liereof^ but 
always with and under tlic conditions before expressed. And I oblige myself to w^arrand this dis- 
})»>sition and assignation from iny own proper fact and deod allenarly. Consenting to the registra- 
tion hereof in the books of Council and Session, or any other Judges books competent, therein to 
remain for preservation, and constitute. 

Ih oculars, Ac. In witness wliereof I have wrote and signed these presents, consisting of this 
and the preceding page, on stainjxed paper, with my own hand, at the Mossgiel, the twenty- 
second day of July, one thousand seven hundred and eighty-six years. 

(Signed) ROBERT BURNa 


Upon the twenty-fourth day of July, one thousand seven hundred and eighty-six years, I, Wil- 
liam Chaliner, Notary Publick, past to the Mercat Cross of Ayr head Burgh of the Shcriffdomo 
tliereof, and tliercat 1 made due and lawful intimation of the foregoing disposition and assignation 
to liis Majesties lieges, that they miglit not pretend ignorance thereof by reading the same over in 
pj’csonce of a number of people assembled. Whereupon W^illiam Crooks, writer, in Ayr, as 
attorney for tlie before designed Gilbert Bums, protested that the same was lawfully intimated, 
imd asked and took instruments in my hands. Those things w^ere done betwixt the hours of ten 
apd eleven forenoon, before and in presence of William M‘Cubbin, and William Eaton, apprentices 
lo the Sheriff Clerk of Ayr, w'itnesses to the premises. 

(Signed) WILLIAM CHALMER, N. P. 

William M‘CuhniN, Witness. 

William Eaton, Witness. 




GLOSSARY 


“ Thk ch and gh have always the guttural sound. The sound of the English diphthong oo is commonly 
‘.pclled ou. The French w, a sound which often occurs in the Scottish language, is marked oo orvL The a, 
in genuine Scottish words, except when forming a diphthong, or followed hy an e mute after a single consonant, 
sounds generally like tlie bro^ English a in uali. The Scottish diphthong ae always, and ca very often, 
jiound like the French e masculine. The Scottish diphthong ey soundi like the Latin ei.” ‘ 


all. 

A/ktrIc, away, aloof, backwards. 
Ahcighy at a shy distance. 

Mtoou^ above, up. 

Ahread, abroad, in sight, to publish. 
AhrmI, in breadth. 

Ae, one. 

Ajh off. 

Aff-loof, ofF-hand, extempore, 
without premeditation. 

A fore, before. 

Aft, oft. 

/if ten, often, 

Af^ley, off the right line, wrong, 
awry. 

Aiidins, perhaps. 

AiOf own. 

Aim, iron, a tool of that metal, a 
mason's chisel. 

Airtest earnest money, 

Airl-penvui a silver penny given 
as cries or hiring money. 

Ant, quarter of the heaven, point 
of the compass, 

As^ee, on one side, 

A f tour, moreover, beyond, besides. 
Anh, an oath. 

A its, oats. 

Auer, an old horse, 

Aiz/e^&hot cinder, an ember of wood. 
A fide, alas. 

A/otie, alone. 

ALuatt, awkward, athwart. 

Amaist, almost. 

Afua , among. 

Ao\ and, if. 
dure, once. 

Ane, one. 

Anevt, overagainst. concerning 
about. 

AitUher, another. 

dir, ashes of wood, remains of a 
hearth fire. 

abroad, stirring in a lively 
manner. 


Aqueesh, between. 

Aught, possession, as “ in a’ my 
aught,” in all my possession. 
An Id, old. 

AuLd~j'urran , auld farrant, saga* 
clous, prudent, cunning. 

Am, at all. 

A wo, away, begone. 

Av'lu\ awful. 

Auld-shoon, old shoes literally, a 
discarded lover metaphori- 
cally. 

Aufuoi, gift to a beggar. 
AumosMiuh, a beggar’s dish in 
which the aumos is received. 
Awjt, the heard of barley, oats, 
&c. 

Awnie, bearded. 

Ayontf beyond. 

B. 

Ba\ ball. 

hahie~cbuis, child's first clothes. 
Backets, ash-boards, as pieces of 
backet for removing ashes. 
Baehtins, cornin’, coming back, 
returning. 

Back^yett, private gate. 

Baide, endured, did stay. 

Baggie, the belly. 

Bairn, a child. 

Bairu^time, a family of children, 
a brood. 

Baith, both. 

BalleU, haUanIs, ballads. 

Ban, to swear. 

Bane, bone. 

Bang, to beat, to strive, to excel. 
Bannock, flat, round, soft cake. 
Bardie, diminutive of bard. 
Barejit, barefooted. 

BarleyM ee, barley-broo, blood of 
barley, malt liquor. 

Biirmie, of; or like barm, yeasty. 
Batch, a crew, a gang. 

Batts, botts. 


Tiauckie-hird, the bat. 

Jhiudrons, a cat. 

Bait Id, bold. 

Baws*nt, having a white stripe 
down the face. 

Be, to let be, to give over, to cease. 

Beets, boots. 

Bear, barley. 

Jharded-hear, barley with its 
bristly head. 

Beaslie, diminutive of beast. 

Beet, heek, to add fuel to a tire, to 
bask. 

Beld, bald. 

Betj/ie, by and by, presently, 
quickly. 

Ben, into the spence or parlour. 

Benmosbbore, die remotest hole, 
the innermost recess. 

Bethankit, grace after meat. 

Beak, a book. 

Bicker, a kind of wooden dish, a 
short rapid race. 

Bickering, careering, hurrying 
with quarrelsome intent. 

Birnie, bimie ground is where 
thick heath has been burnt, 
leaving the birns, or uncon- 
sumed stalks, standing up 
sharp and stubley. 

Bie, or held, shelter, a sheltered 
place, the sunny nook of a 
wood. 

Bien, wealthy, plentiful. 

Big, to build. 

Biggin, building, a house. 

Biggit, built. 

Bili, a bull. 

Billie, a brother, a young fellow, 
a companion. 

Bing, a heap of grain, potatoes, 
&c. 

Birdie^cocks, young cocks, still be- 
longing to the brood. 

Birk, birch. 

Birkie, a clever, a forward con- 
ceited feilcw. 
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Birrinfty the noise of partridges 
when they rise. 

Birteg, bristles. 

Bit, crisis, nick of time, place. 

Bizz, a bustle, to buzz. 

Black's the grun', as black as the 
ground. 

Blastie, a shrivelled dwarf, a term 
of contempt, full of misdiief. 

Blttstit, blasted. 

hlate, bashful, sheepish. 

Blather, bladder. 

Blaud, a flat piece of anything, to 
slop. 

Blaudin-shower, a heavy driving 
rain ; a blauding signifles a 
beating. 

Blaw, to blow, to boast ; blaw 
i* my lug,** to flatter. 

Bleerit, bedimmed, eyes hurt with 
weeping. 

Bleer miy een, dim my eyes. 

Bleezing, bleeze, blazing, flame. 

Blellum, idle talking fellow. 

Blether, to talk idly. 

BlethWin, talking idly. 

Blink, a little while, a smiling 
look, to look kindly, to shine 
by fits. 

Blinker, a term of contempt : it 
means, too. a lively engaging 
girl. 

Blinkin*, smirking, smiling with 
the eyes, looking lovingly. 

Blirt and lUearie, out-burst of grief, 
with wet eyes. 

Blue-gown, one of those beggars 
who get annually, on the 
king's birth-day, a blue cloak 
or gown with a badge. 

Bluid, blood, 

Bliipe, a shred, a large piece. 

Bohbit, the obeisance made by a 
lady. 

Bock, to vomit, to gush intermit- 
tently. 

Backed, gushed, vomited. 

Bodle, a copper coin of the value 
of two pennies Scots. 

Bogie, a small morass. 

Bonnie, 01 bonny, handsome, beau- 
tiful. 

Bonnock, a kind of thick cake of 
bread, a small jannock or loaf 
made of oatmeal. See ban- 
nock. 

Boin d, a board. 

Biai'e, a hole in a wall, a cranny. 

Boor tree, the shrub elder, planted 
much of old in hedges of barn- 
yards and gardens. 

Boost, behoved, must needs, wil- 
fulness. 

Botch, blotch, an angry tumour. 

Bousing, drinking, making merry 
with liquor. 

Bowk, body. 

Bow-kail, cabbage. 

Bow-hought, out-kneedj, oooked at 
the knee joint. 

Bmot, bowkf bended crooked. 


Brackens, fern. 

Brae, a declivity, a precipice, the 
slope of a hill. 

Braid, broad. 

Braik, an instrument for rough- 
dressing flax. 

Brainge, to run rashly forward, to 
chum violently. 

Braingt, “the horse braing't,** 
plunged and fretted in the 
harness. 

Brak, broke, became insolvent. 

Branks, a kind of wooden curb for 
horses. 

Brankie, gaudy. 

Brash, a sudden illness. 

Brats, coarse clothes, rags, &c. 

Brattle, a short race, hurry, fury. 

Braw, fine, handsome. 

Brawlys, or brairlte, very well, 
finely, heartily, bravely. 

Braxies, diseased sheep. 

Breast ie, diminutive of breast. 

Breastit, did spring up or forward ; 
the act of mounting a horse. 

Brechatne, a horae-collar. 

Breckens, fern. 

Breef, an invulncmble or irresist- 
ible spell. 

Breeks, breeches. 

Brent, bright, clear; «a brent 
brow,” a brow high and 
smooth. 

Brewin', brewing, gathering. 

Bree, juice, liquid. 

Brig, a bridge. 

Bruvslane, brimstone. 

Brisket, the breast, the bosom. 

Brither, a brother. 

Brock, a badger. 

Brogue, a hum, a trick. 

Broo, broth, liquid, water. 

Broose, broth, a race at country 
weddings ; he who first reaches 
the bridegroom’s house on re- 
turning from church wins the 
broose. 

Browst, ale, as much malt liquor 
as is brewed at a time. 

Brvgh, a burgh. 

BrwUie, a broil, combustion. 

Brunt, did bum, burnt. 

Srust, to burst, burst. 

Buchun-bullers, the boiling of the 
sea among the rocks on the 
coast of Buchan. 

Buckskin, an inhabitant of Vir- 
ginia. 

Buff our beef, thrash us soundly, 
give us a beating behind and 
before. 

Buff and blue, the colours of the 
Whigs. 

Buirdly, stout made, broad built. 

Bunfclock, the humming beetle 
that flies in the summer even- 
ings. 

Bummin, humming as bees, buz- 
zing. 

Bummle, to blunder, a drone, an 
idle fellow. 


BummUr, a blunderer, one whose 
noise is greater than his work. 

Bunker, a window-seat. 

Bure, did bear. 

Bum, burnie, water, a rivulet, a 
small stream which is heud 
as it runs. 

Burniewin*, bum the wind, the 
blacksmith. 

Burr-thistle, the thistle of Scot- 
land. 

Buskit, dressed. 

Buskit-nest, an ornamented resi- 
dence. 

Bush, a bustle. 

Bui, bot, without. 

But and hen. the country kitchen 
and parlour. 

By himself, lunatic, distracted, be- 
side himself. 

Byke, a bee-hive, a wild bee-nest. 

Byre, a cow-house, a sheep-pen. 

C. 

Co*, to call, to name, to drive. 

Ca't, called, driven, calved. 

Cadger, a carrier. 

Cadie, or caddie, a person, a young 
fellow, a public messenger. 

Caff, chafT. 

Caird, a tinker, a maker of horn 
spoons and teller of fortunes. 

Cairn, a loose heap of stones, a 
rustic monument. 

Calf -ward, a small enclosure for 
calves. 

Caimanco, a certain kind of cotton 
cloth worn by ladies. 

Callan, a boy. 

Caller, fresh. 

Callet, a loose woman, a follower 
of a camp. 

Cannie, gentle, mild, dexterous. 

Cannalie, dexterously, gently. 

Cantie, or canty, cheerful, merry. 

Cantraip, a charm, a spell. 

Cap-stane, cape-stone, topmost 
stone of the building. 

Car, a rustic cart with or without 
wheels. 

Careerin', moving cheerfully. 

Castock, the stalk of a cabbage. 

Carl, an old man. 

Carl-hemp, the male stalk of hemp, 
easily known by its superior 
strength and stature, and 
being without seed. 

Carlin, a stout old woman. 

Cartes, cards. 

Caudron, a cauldron. 

Cauk and keel, chalk and red clay* 

Cuuld, cold. 

Caup, a wooden drinking vessel, s 
cup. 

Cavie, a hen-coop. 

Chanter, drone of a bagpipe. 

Chap, a person, a fellow. 

Chaup, a stroke, a blow. 

Cheek for chow, dose and united, 
brotherly, side by aide. 
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Ch§eMt, dieeked. 

Cheepf a diiip, to diivp.. 

Chiel, or cheat, a young fellow. 

Chimla, or chimiie, a fire-grate;, 
fire-place. 

Chimla-lug, the fire-side. 

Chirps, cries of a young bird. 

Chittering, shivering, trembling. 

Chorkin, dboking. 

Chow, to chew ; a quid of tobaccow 

Chnckie, a brood-henj 

Chv fpe, fat-faced. 

Clachan, a small village about a 
church, a hamlet. 

Claise, or clues, clothes. 

Claiih, cloth. 

Cluithhig, clothing. 

Clovers and havers, agreeable non- 
sense, to talk foolishly. 

Clapper^clapSf the clapper of a 
mill ; it is now silenced. 

Chp-ciaek, clapper of a mill. 

C Un tie, dirty, filthy. 

Chi Lit, wrote. 

Clash, an idle tale. 

Clatter, to tell little idle stories, 
an idle story. 

Claitght, snatched at, laid hold of. 

CUnit, to clean, to scrape. 

Clauied, scraped. 

Claw, to scTatch. 

deed, to clothe. 

Cleelf, hook, snatch. 

C leek in, a brood of chickens, or 
ducks. 

Clegs, the gad Hies. 

Clinkin, << clinking down,** sitting 
down hastily. 

Clinkuni’-beU, the church bell ; he 
who rings it ; a sort of beadle. 

Clips, wool-shears. 

Clishmaclaver, idle conversation. 

Clock, to hatch, a beetle. 

Clockiu, hatchin. 

CLoot, thehoofof acow, sheep, &c. 

ClaoUe, a familiar name for the 
devil. 

Clour, a bump, or swelling, afier 
a blow. 

Ctouiin, repairing with cloth. 

CliuL, douds. 

Clunk, the sound in setting down 
an empty bottle. 

Coaxin, wheedling. 

Cvhle, a fishing-boat. 

Cod, a pillow. 

Cojt, bought. 

Coo, and Coggie, a wooden dish. 

Coila, from Kyle, a district in 
Ayrshire, so called, saith tra- 
dition, from Coil, or Coilus, 
a Pictish monarch. 

Collie^ a general, and sometimes a 
particular name for country 
curs. 

CoUie^shangie, a quarrel among 
dogs, an Irish row. 

Comma un, command. 

Convoyed, accompanied lovingly. 

Coc/V iit her linens, cool'd in her 
death-shift. 


Good, the cud. 

Goof, a blockhead, a ninny. 

GookU, appeared and disappeared 

Gooser, a stallion. 

Coast, did cast. 

Coot, the ande, a species of water- 
fowl. 

Corbies, blood crows. 

Cootie, a wooden dish, rough-lt 
ged. 

Core, corps, party, dan. 

Cnni't, fed with oats. 

Cotter, the inhabitant of a cot- 
house, or cottage. 

Couth e, kind, loving. 

Cove, a cave. 

Cowe, to terrify, to keep under, to 
lop. 

Cowp, to barter, to tumble over. 

Cowp the cran, to tumble a full 
bucket or basket. 

Cowpit, tumbled. 

Cowrin, cowering. 

Cowle, a colt. 

Cobie, snug. 

Crabbit, crabbed, fretful. 

Creuhs, a disease of horses. 

Crack, conversation, to converse, 
to boast. 

Crackin'*, cracked, conversing, 
conversed. 

Craft, or croft, a field near a house, 
in old husbandry. 

Craig, craigie, neck. 

CraJxs, cries or calls incessantly, a 
bird, the corn-rail. 

Crambo-clink, or crambo-jingle, 
rhymes, doggrel verses. 

Crank, the noise of an ungreased 
wheel — metaphorically in- 
harmonious verse. 

Crankous, fretful, captious. 

Cranreuch^ the hoar-frost, called 
in Nithsdale frost-rhyme.’" 

Crap, a crop, to crop. 

Craw, a crow of a cock, a rook. 

Cl eel, a basket, to have one's wits 
in a creel, to be crazed, to be 
fascinated. 

Creshxc, greasy, 

Crood, or Croud, to coo as a dove. 

Croon, a hollow and continued 
moan ; to make a noise like 
the low roar of a bull; to 
hum a tune. 

Crooning, humming. 

Crouchie, crook-backed. 

Crouse, cheerful, courageous. 

Croushi, cheerfully, courageously. 

Crowdie, a composition of oatnical, 
boiled water and butter ; 
sometimes made from the 
broth of beef\ mutton, &c. £,c. 

Crowdie time, breakfast time. 

Crowlin, crawling, a deformed 
creeping thing. 

Crumnne's nicks, marks on the 
horns of a cow. 

Crummnek, Crvmmct, a cow' with 
aooked horns. 


Crummock driddU, walk slowly, 
leaning on a staff with a 
crooked head. 

Crump-crumpin, hard and brittle, 
spoken of bread ; frozen snow 
yielding to the foot. 

Crunt, a blow on the head With 
a cudgel. 

Cuddle, to clasp and^ress. 

Cummock, a short stuff, with a 
crooked head. 

Curch, a covering for the head, a 
kerchief. 

Curchie, a curtsey, female obei- 
sance. 

Curler, a player at a game on the 
ice, practised in Scotland, 
called curling. 

Curlie, curled, whose hair falls 
naturally in ringlets. 

Curling, a well-known game on 
the ice. 

Curmurring, murmuring, a slight 
rumbling noise. 

Curpitt, the crupper, the rump. 

Curple, the rear. 

Cushat, the dove, or wood-pigeon. 

Cutfv, short, a spoon broken in the 
middle. 

Cutty Stool, or, Creepie Chair, 
the seat of shame, stool of le- 
pentance. 

D. 

Daddie, a father. 

Daffin, merriment, foolishness, 
merry, giddy, foolish ; Dafl- 
buclcie, mad fish. 

Daimen, rare, now and then ; dai- 
men icker, an ear of corn oc- 
casionally. 

Dainty, pleasant, good-humoured, 
agreeable, rare. 

Dandered, wandered. 

Darklins, darkling, without light. 

Duud, to thrash, to abuse, Daiuiih- 
shinverb, rain urged by wind. 

Daur, to dare, Daint, dared. 

Daurg, or l)aark,a day's labour. 

Daur, daiirna, dare, dare not. 

Davoc, diminutive of Davie, as 
Davie is of David. 

Dawd, a large piece. 

Dau'in, dawning of the day. 

Dawiit, dawtet, fondled, caressed. 

Dearies, diminutive of dears, 
sweethearts. 

Dearthfu*, dear, expensive. 

Deave, to deafen. 

DeiUma-care, no matter for all 
that. 

Deleerit, delirious. 

Descrive, to describe, to perceive 

Dcuks, ducks. 

Dight, to wipe, to clean coni from 
chaff. 

Ding, to worst, to push, to 
pass, to excel. 

Dink, neat, lady-like. 

Dinna, do not. 
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Dirl, a dight tremulous stroke or 
pain^ a tremulous motion. 

^THstaiHy stain. 

jDissen, a dozen. 

Doehler, daughter. 

Doited^ stupified, silly from age. 

DoUy stupitied, crazed: also a fool. 

Donsiej unlucky, affectedly neat 
and triig, pettish. 

Doodle, to dandle. 

Dool, sorrow, to lament, to mourn. 

D(*oSf doves, pigeons. 

Dorty, saucy, nice. 

Douse, or douce, sober, wise, pru- 
dent 

Doucelif, soberly, prudently. 

Dnugh 't, was or were able. 

Dnupj backside. 

Doup-shelper, one that strikes the 
tail. 

Dour and din, sullen and sallow. 

Douser, more prudent. 

Dow, am or arc able, can. 

Dnwff, pithless, wanting force. 

Duivie, worn with grief, fatigue, 
&c. half asleep. 

Downa, am or arc not able, can- 
not. 

Doylt, wearied, exhausted. 

Dozen, stupified, the effects of age, 
to dozen, to benumb. 

Drab, a young female beggar ; to 
spot, to stain. 

Drop, a drop, to drop. 

Diapping, dropping. 

Draiuiting, drawling, speaking 
with a sectarian tone. 

Dreep, to ooze, to drop. 

Dreigh, tedious, long about it, lin- 
gering. 

Dribble, drizzling, trickling. 

Driddle, the motion of one who 
tries to dance but moves the 
middle only. 

Dtijl, a drove, a flight of fowls, 
snow moved by the wind. 

Droddum, the breech. 

Drone, part of a bagpipe, the 
chanter. 

Droop rumpl't, that droops at the 
crupper. 

DrouJdt, wet. 

Drouth, thirst, drought. 

Drucken, drunken. 

Drumly, muddy. 

D^ummock, or Drummock, meal 
and water mixed, raw. 

Drunt, pet, sour humour. 

Dub, a small pond, a hollow filled 
with rain water. 

Duds, rags, clothes. 

Duddie, ragged. 

Dung-dung, worsted, puidied, 
stricken. 

Dun ted, throbbed, beaten. 

Dtuh-dnnsh, to push, or butt as 
a ram. 

Dusht, overcome with superstitious 
fear, to drop down suddenly. 

Dffvor, bankrupt, or about to be- 
come on& 


E. 

Ec’, the eye. 

Een, the eyes, the evening. 

Eebree, the eyebrow. 

I'enin', the evening. 

Eerie, frighted, haunted, dreading 
spirits. 

Eild, old age. 

Elbuck, the elbow. 

Eldritch, ghastly, frightful, dvish. 
En', end. 

Enbrugh, Edinburgh. 

Eneugh and aneneh, enough. 
Especial, especially. 

Ether-stone, stone formed by ad- 
ders, an adder bead. 

Ettle, to try, attempt, aim. 

Eydent, diligent. 

F. 

Fa*, fall, lot, to fall, fate. 

Fa* that, to enjoy, to try, to inherit. 
Faddom*t, fathomed, measured 
with the extended arms. 

Faes, foes. 

Faem, foam of the sea. 

Faiket, forgiven orexcused, abated, 
a demand. 

Fainness, gladness, overcome with 
joy. 

Fairin', fairing, a present brought 
from a fair. 

Fallmc, fellow. 

Fund, did find. 

Farl, a cake of bread ; third part 
of a cake. 

Fash, trouble, care, to trouble, to 
care for. 

Fnsheous, troubl^mc. 

Fasht, troubled. 

Fasten e'en. Fasten 's even. 

Fa tight, fight. 

Faugh, a single furrow, out of lea, 
fallow. 

Fan Id, and Fald, a fold for sheep, 
to fold. 

Favt, fault. 

Fawsont, decent, seemly. 

Feal, loyal, sicdfast. 

F Corfu*, fenrful, frightful. 

Fear^l, affrighted. 

Feat, neat, spruce, clever. 

Fecht, to fight. 

Fech t in *, figh ting. 

Feck and fek, number, quantity. 
Fecket, an undcr-waistcoat. 
Feckfu*, large, brawny, stout. 
Fdckless, puny, weak, silly. 
Feckhj, mostly. 

Feg, a fig. 

Fegs, faith, an exclamation. 
Feide, feud, enmity. 

Fell, keen, biting; the flesh im- 
mediately under the skin; 
level moor. 

Felly, relenUcsB. 

Fend, Fen, to make a shift, con- 
trive to live. 

Ferlie or ferUy, to wonder, a 
wonder, a term of contempt. 


Fetch, to pull by fits. 

Fetch*t, pulled intermittently. 

Fey, strange; one marked for 
death, pr^estined. 

Fidge, to fidgit, fidgeting. 

Fidgiurnfain, tickled with pleasure. 

Fient, fiend, a petty oath. 

Fien ma care, the devil may 
care. 

Fier, sound, healthy ; a brother, 
a fi-iend. 

Fierrie, hustle, activity. 

Fissle, to make a rustling noise, to 
fidget, bustle, fuss. 

Fit, foot. 

Fittie-lan, the nearer horse of the 
hindmost pair in the plough. 

Fizz, to make a hissing noise, fuss, 
disturbance. 

Flaxen, the motion of rags in the 
wind ; of wings. 

Flainen, flanneL 

F land rekins, foreign generals, sol- 
diers of Flanders. 

Filing, threw with violence. 

F leech, to supplicate in a flatter- 
ing manner. 

Fleechin, supplicating. 

Fleesh, a fleece. 

Fleg, a kick, a random blow, a 
fight 

Flethcr, to decoy by fair words. 

Flethrin, Jiethers, flattering — 
smooth wheedling words. 

Flry, to scare, to frighten. 

FUchler, jlichiering, to flutter as 
young nestlings do when tlieir 
dam approaches. 

Flinders, shreds, broken pieces. 

Fiingin-trec, a piece of timber 
hung by way of partition be- 
tween two horses in a stable ; 
a flail. 

Fliskfjiisky, to fret at the yoke. 

Flishet, fretted. 

Flitter, to vibrate like the wings 
of small birds. 

Flittering, fluttering, vibrating, 
moving tremulously from 
place to place. 

Flunkie, a servant in livery. 

Flyie, jiytiug, scold; flyting, 
scolding. 

Fool', hastened. 

Foord, a ford. 

Forbears, forefathers. 

Forbye, besides. 

Forjairn, distressed, worn out, 
jaded, forlorn, destitute. 

Forgather, to meet, to encounter 
with. 

Forgie, to forgive. 

Forinawed, worn out. 

Fnrjesket, jaded with fatigue. 

Fou*, full, drunk. 

Foughten, forfovghten, troubled, 
fatigued. 

Foul-thief, the devil, the arch- 
fiend. 

Fouth, plenty, enough, or morf 
than enough. 
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Fow, « measure, a bushel : also a 
pitchfork. 

Fnie^ from. 

J'reathf froth, the frothing of ale 
in the tankard. 

Frien*, friend. 

Frosty-calker, the heels and front 
of a horse-shoe, turned sharp- 
ly up for riding on an icy 
road, 
full. 

Fiid, the scut or tail of the hare, 
coney, &c. 

Fufft to blow intermittently. 

Fu^hanU full-handed ; said of one 
well to live in the world. 

Funnie, full of merriment. 

Fur-ohin^ the hindmost horse on 
the right hand when plough- 
ing- 

FurdeTf further, succeed. 

Furm, a form, a bench. 

Fusion less, spiritless, without sap 
or soul. 

Fifke, trifling cares, to be in a fuss 
about trifles. 

Fuie, to soil, to dirty. 

Fiilt, soiled, dirtied. 

G. 

Gaft, the mouth, to speak boldly 
or pertly. 

Gaherluuxie^ wallet.tnan,or tinker. 

Gtie, to go; went; f:ane or 
g<ie«, gone; gaan^ going. 

Gael or gale, way, manner, road. 

G<iir$, parts of a lady's gown. 

Gang, to go, to walk. 

Gttngrel, a wandering person. 

Gar, to make, to force to; garU, 
forced to. 

Garten, a garter. 

Cash, wise, sagacious, talkative, 
to converse. 

Gattu, failing in body. 

jolly, large, plump. 

Gaud and gad, a rod or goad. 

Gaudsman, one who drives die 
horses at the plough. 

Gaun, going. 

Gaunted, yawned, longed. 

Gaivkie, a thoughtless person, and 
something weak. 

Gay lies, gyhe, pretty well. 

Gear, riches, goods of any kind. 

Geek, to toss the head in wanton- 
ness or scorn. 

Ged, a pike. 

Gentles, great folks. 

Genty, elegant. 

Geordie, George, a guinea, called 
Gcordie from the head of 
King George. 

Get and geat, a ^ild, a young one. 

Ohaisi, ghmstis, a ghost. 

Gie, to give; gied, gave; gien, 
given. 

Giftie, diminutive of gift, 

Glfflets, laughing maidens. 

Gillte, gillocky &ninutive of gill. 


Gilpeff^ a half-grown, half-inform- 
^ boy or girl, a romping lad, 
a hoyden. 

Gimmer, an ewe two years old, a 
contemptuous term for a wo- 
man. 

Gin, if, against. 

Gipsey, a young gfirL 

Girdle, a round iron plate on 
which oat-cake is fired. 

Gim, to grin, to twist the features 
in rage, agony, &c. ; grin- 
ning. 

Gizs, a periwig, the face. 

Glaikit, inattentive, foolish. 

Glaive j a sword. 

Glaizie, glittering, smooth, like 
glass. 

Glaumed, grasped, snatched at ea- 
gerly. 

Girran, a poutherie girran, a little 
vigorous animal ; a horse ra- 
ther old, but yet active when 
heated. 

GW, a hawk. 

Gleg, sharp, ready. 

Gley, a squint, to squint ; a~gley, 
off at a side, wrong. 

Gleifde, an old hoise. 

Glib-gahhit, that speaks smoothly 
and readily 

GLieb o’ tail, a portion of ground. 
The ground belonging to a 
manse is called “ the gUeb,’’ 
or portion. 

Glint, ghntin\ to peep. 

Glinlcd by, went brightly past. 

GUntniin, the twilight. 

GLoamin-^shol, twilight-musing ; a 
shot in the twilight. 

Gtowr, to stare, to look ; a stare, 
a look. 

Clow ran, amazed, looking suspi- 
ciously, gazing. 

Glum, displeased. 

Gor-cocks, the red-game, red-cock, 
or moor-cock. 

Gowan, the flower of the daisy, 
dandelion, hawkweed, &c. 

Gowany, covered with daisies. 

Goa van, walking as if blind, or 
without an aim. 

Gowd, gold. 

Gawl, to howl. 

Gowjf', a fool ; the game of golf, 
to strike, as the bat does the 
ball at golf. 

Gowk, term of contempt, the 
cuckoo. 

Grave or grain, a groan, to groan ; 
graining, groaning. 

Graip, a pronged instrument for 
deaning cowhouses. 

Gratth, accoutrements, furniture, 
dress. 

Grannie, grandmother. 

G/ape, to grope ; grapet, groped. 

Great, grit, intimate, familiar. 

Gree, to agree ; to bear the gree, to 
be decidedly victor; gree't, 
agreed. 


Green^graff, green grave. 

Gruesome, loathsomely, grim. 

Greet, to shed tears, to weepi 
greetin', weeping. 

Grey-neck-quill, a quill unfit for 
a pen. 

Griens, longs, desires. 

Grieves, stewards. 

Grippit, seized. 

Groanin-Maut, drink for the cum- 
mers at a lying-in. 

Groat, to get the whistle of one's 
groat ; to play a losing game, 
to feel the consequences of 
one's folly. 

Groset, a gooseberry. 

Grumph, a grunt, to grunt. 

Grumphie, Grumphin, a sow ; the 
snorting of an angry pig. 

Grun', ground. 

Grunstone, a grindstone. 

Gruntle, ihe phiz, the snout, a 
grunting noise. 

Gi'umie, a mouth which pokes 
out like that of a pig. 

Grushie, thick, of thriving growth. 

Gude, guid, guids, the Supreme 
Being, good, goods. 

Gude aald-has-been, was once ex- 
cellent. 

Guid-morniri*, good-morrow. 

Guid-e'en, good evening. 

Uuiilfathei and guidmvther, father- 
in-law, and motber-in-law. 

Guidman and gnidwije, the master 
and mistress of the house; 
young guidman, a man newly 
married. 

Gully or Gnllie, a large knife. 

Oulravage, joyous miscliief. 

Gumtie, muddy. 

Gumption, discernment, know, 
ledge, talent. 

Gusty, guiitju*, tastefuL 

Gul-sciaper, a fiddler. 

Gutcher, grandsire. 

H. 

Hu*, hall. 

Ha* Bible, the great Bible that lies 
in the halL 

IladdiH*, house, home, dwelling- 
place, a possession. 

Hae, to have, to accept. 

Haen, had (the participle of hae) ; 
haven. 

Iluet, Jtent haet, a petty oath of 
negation ; nothing. 

liaffet, the temple, the side of the 
head. 

IlaJJiins, nearly half, partly, not 
fully grown. 

Hag, a gulf in mosses and moors, 
moss-ground. 

Ilagg is, a kind of pudding, boiled 
in the stomam of a cow or 
sheep. 

Hain, to spare, to save, to lay out 
at interest. 

Hain'd, spared ; hain'd gear^ 
hoarded money. 
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HairvLi harvest. 

Haiihy a petty oath. 

Haivers, nonsense, speaking with- 
out thought. 

Hali, or hald^ an abiding place. 

Hale* or haill, whole, tight, heal- 
thy. 

Hallan, a particular partition-wall 
in a cottage, or more pro- 
perly a seat of turf at the 
outside. 

Hallowmau, Hallow-cve, 31st Oc- 
tober. 

Haly, holy; “haly-pool,” holy 
well with healing quidities. 

Hame^ home. 

Hammered, the noise of feet like 
the din of hammers. 

Han*» breed, hand’s breadth. 

Hanks, thread as it comes from 
the measuring reel, quantities, 
&c. 

HanseUthrotie, throne when first 
occupied by a king. 

Hap, an outer garment, mantle, 
plaid, 6iC , ; to wrap, to cover, 
to hap. 

HarigaU, heart, liver, and lights 
of an animal. 

Hap-sbarkled, when a fore and 
hind foot of a ram are fastened 
together to prevent leaping, 
he is said to be hap-shackled. 
A wife is called “ the kirk's 
hap-shackle.” 

Hopper, a hopper, the hopper of 
a mill. 

Happing, hopping. 

Hap-step~aH*~loup, hop, step, and 
leap. 

flarhit, hearkened. 

Hum, a very coarse linen. 

Hash, a fellow who knows not 
how to act with propriety. 

JIastit, hastened. 

Hand, to hold. 

Haughs, low-lying, rich land, 
valleys. 

JIaurl, to drag, to pull violently. 

Haurlitif tearing oi^ pulling 
roughly. 

Haver-meat, oatmeal. 

Hateril, a half-witted person, 
half-witted, one who habitu- 
ally talks in a foolish or in- 
coherent manner. 

Huvius, good manners, decorum, 
good seu'^e. 

Haukte, a cow, properly one with 
a white face. 

Heapit, heaped. 

Healsimie, healthful, wholesome. 

Hearse, hoarse. 

Heather, heath. 

Hech, oh strange ! an exclamation 
during heavy work. 

Hechi, promised, to foretell some- 
thing that is to be got or 
given, foretold, the thing 
foretold, offered. 

Heckle^ a board in which are fixed 


a number of sharp steel 
prongs upright for dressing 
hemp, flax, &c. 

Hee halou, words used to soothe a 
child. 

Heets-owre^gowdie, topsy-turvy, 
turned the bottom upwards. 

Heeze, to elevate, to rise, to lift. 

Hellim, the rudder or hdm. 

Herd, to tend flocks, one who 
tends flocks. 

Herrin*, a herring. 

//erry, to plunder; most properly 
to plunder biris* nests. 

Herryment, plundering., devasta- 
tion. 

HerseUhirsel, a flock of sheep, 
also a herd of cattle of any 
sort. 

Het, hot, heated. 

Jleugh, a crag, a ravine ; coal- 
heugh, a coal-pit ; lowin 
heugh, a blazing pit. 

Hitch, hiichin*, to halt, halting. 

Hi net), honey. 

Jling, to hang. 

Hu pie, to walk crazily, to walk 
lamely, to creep. 

ITisHe, dry, chapt, barren. 

Jlitcht, a loop, made a knot. 

Hhzte, huzzy, a young girl. 

Hoddin, the motion of a husband- 
man riding on a cart-horse, 
humble* 

Iloddin-gray, woollen cloth of a 
coarse quality, made by min- 
gling one black fleece with a 
dozen white ones. 

Haggle, a two-year-old sheep. 

IJog:icnre, a distance line in curl- 
ing drawn across the rink. 
'Vl'^hcn a stone fiils to cross 
it, a cry is raised of “ A hog, 
a hog !** and it is removed. 

Jlog’shoulher, a kind of horse-play 
by justling with the shou- 
ther ; to justle. 

//(XK/ie-craw. ahlood crow, corbie. 

lIooL, outer skin or case, a nutshell, 
pea-husk. 

HoflUe, slowly, leisurely. 

Hoard, a hoard, to hoard. 

Hoordil, hoarded. 

Horn, a spoon made of horn. 

Iloniie, one of the many names 
of the devil. 

Hast, or hoast, to cough. 

Hostin, coughing. 

notch'd, turned topsy-turvy, 
blended, ruined, moved. 

Hnughmugandie, loose behaviour. 

How lei, an owl. 

Housie, diminutive of house. 

Have, hoved, to heave, to swell. 

Hou die, a midwife. 

Howe, hollow, a hollow or dell. 

IJowehackil, sunk in the back, 
spoken of a horse. 

HowJJ, a house of resort. 

Howk, to dig. 

Howkit, digged. 


Hawkin', digging deep. 

Hoy, hoy't, to urge, u^ged. 

Hoyse, a pull upwards. Hoyse a 
Greel,**to raise a basket ; hence 
“ hoisting creels.” 

Hoyte, to amble crazily. 

Hughac, diminutive of Hughie, as 
Hughie is of Hugh. 

Hums and hankers, mumbles and 
seeks to do what he cannot 
perform. 

Hunkers, kneding and fa 
back on the hams. 

Hurcheon, a hedgehog. 

Hurdies, the loins, the crupper. 

Hushiou, a cushion, also a stock- 
ing wanting the foot. 

Iluchyalled, to move with a hilch. 


Jeher, an ear of com. 

lerne, a great grandchild. 

Ilk, or ilka, each, every. 

llUdeedie, m < sch ievous. 

lll~willie, ill-natured, malicious, 
niggardly. 

Ingine, genius, ingenuity. 

Ingle, fire, fireplace. 

lngle~law, light from the fire;, 
flame from the hearth. 

I rede ye, [ advise ye, I warn ye. 

IV, I shall or will. 

lilier, other, one another. 

J. 

Jad, jade; also a familiar term 
among country folks for a 
giddy young girl. 

Jauk, to dally, to trifle. 

Jaukin*, trifling, dallying. 

Jauner, talking, and not always 
to the purpose. 

Jaup, a jerk of water; to jerk, as 
agitated water. 

Jaw, coarse raillery, to pour out, 
to shut, to jerk as water. 

Jillet, a jilt, a giddy girl. 

Jimp, to jump, slender in the 
waist, handsome. 

Jink, to dodge, to turn a corner; 
a sudden turning, a comer. 

JinJc an' diddle, moving to tnusii^ 
motion of a fiddler’s elbow. 
Starling here and there with 
a tremulous movement. 

Jinker, that turns quickly, a gay 
sprightly girl. 

Jinkin', dodging, the quick mo- 
tion of the bow on the fiddle. 

Jirt, a jerk, the emission of water, 
to squirt. 

Jocieleg, a kind of knife. 

Jouk, to stoop, to bow tbe head, 
to conceal. 

Jow, to Jaw. a verb, which includes 
both the swinging motion and 
pealing sound of a large bell ; 
also the undulation of water. 

Jundie, to justle, a push with the 
elbow. 
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K. 

a daw. 

Kailt colewort, a kind of broib. 

Koilruntf the stem of colcwort. 

Kain, fowls, &c. paid as rent by a 
farmer. 

Kebart^ rafters. 

Kebbucky a cheese. 

KickUy Joyous cry ; to cackle as a 
hen. 

Keefe, a keek, to peep. 

Kelpies, a sort of mischievous wa- 
ter-spirit^ said to haunt fords 
and ferries at night, especially 
in storms. 

Ken, to know ; ken’d or feeri’t, knew. 

Kennivy a small matter. 

KeuKettv, matted, a fleece of 
wool. 

Kiaiighty carking, anxiety, to be 
in a flutter. 

Kilty to truss up the clothes. 

Kt miner, a young girl, a gossip. 

Khi’y kindred. 

Kin\ kind. 

King'sJioody a certain part of the 
entrails of an ox. 

Kintra, kintrUy country. 

Kirn, the harvest supper, a chum. 

Kirseny to christen^ to baptize. 

Khty chest, a shop-counter. 

Kitcheiiy anything that eats with 
bread, to serve for soup, 
gravy. 

Kitiky to tickle, ticklish, 

Kittlivgy a young cat The ace 
of diamonds is called among 
rustics the kittlin’s ee. 

Knaggky like knags, or points of 
rocks. 

Knappiv-hamnur, a hammer for 
breaking stones; fenap, to 
strike or break. 

Knurtiii, crooked but strong, 
knotty. 

Knov'c, a small round hillock, a 
knoU. 

Kuittky to cuddle ; kuitliny cud- 
dling, fondling. 

Kye, cows. 

Kyky a district in Ayrshire. 

Kyte, the belly. 

Kythe, 10 discover, to show one’s 
self. 

L. 

hibrniry thrash. 

l addie, diminutive of lad. 

Laggen, the angle between the 
side and the bottom of a 
wooden dish. 

Leigh, low. 

Lairing, luirie, wading, and sink- 
ing in snow, mud, &c., miry. 

Lai/h, loath, impure. 

Laithftt\ bashful, sheepish, ab- 
stemious. 

Lallans, Scottish dialect, Low- 
lands. 

Lambie, diminutive of lamb. 

LamfMU moon, harvest moon. 


Jjampity a kind of shell-fish, a 
limpet. 

Lan*, land, estate. 

Lan^^fore, foremost horse in the 
plough. 

Lan*^aliin, hindmost horse in the 
plough. 

Lane, lone ; my lane, thy lane, &.C., 
myself alone. 

Lonely, lonely. 

Lang, long ; to think long, to long, 
to weary. 

Lap, did leap. 

Late and air, late and early. 

Laoe, the rest, the remainder, the 
others. 

Laverock, the lark. 

Lawlan, lowland. 

Lay my dead, attribute my 
death. 

Leal, lo^ral, true, fiiithful. 

Lear, learning, lore, 

Lee-lavgy live-long. 

Leesome luve, happy, gladsome 
love. 

I^eze me, a phrase of congratula- 
tory endearment; I am happy 
in thee or proud of tliee. 

Leister, a three-pronged and barb- 
ed dart for striking fish. 

Leughy did laugh. 

Leak, a look, to look. 

Lihbet, castrated. 

Licky lickety beat, thrashen. 

Lijt, sky, firmament. 

Lightly, sneeringly, to sneer at, to 
undervalue. 

Lilty a ballad, a tune, to sing. 

Limmer, a kept mistress, a strum- 
pet. 

Limp't, limped, hobbled. 

Linky to trip along ; linkin, trip- 
ping along. 

Linn, a waterfall, a cascade. 

Lint, flax ; lint i* the bell, flax in 
flower. 

Lint-white, a linnet, flaxen. 

Loan, the place of milking. 

Loaning, lane. 

Loaf, the palm of the hand. 

Loot, did let. 

Loaves, the plural of loof. 

Lash man ! rustic exdamation 
modified from Lord man. 

Loan, a fellow, a ragamufliin, a 
woman of easy virtue. 

Lmip, leap, startlra with pain. 

Louper’-like, lan-louper, a stranger 
of a suspected character. 

Lowe, a flame. 

Lowta’ flaming ; loxvin -drouth, 
burning desire for drink. 

Lowrie, abbreviation of Lawrence. 

Lowse, to loose. 

I^owsed, unbound, loosed. 

Lug, the ear. 

Lvg iff the la^y at the judgment- 
seat. 

Lugget, having a handle. 

Lvggie, a small wooden dish, with 
a handle. 


Lum, the chimn^; lum-Jiead, 
chimney-top. 

Lunch, a large piece of dieeie, 
flesh, &c. 

Lunt, a column of smoke, toimoke, 
to walk quickly. 

Lyart, of a mixed colour, gray. 

M. 

Mae and mair, more. 

Maggot* s-meat, food for tiie worms. 

MfJioun, Satan. 

Maikn, a farm. 

Maist, most, almost. 

Maistly, mostly, for the greater 
part. 

Mak*, to make ; makin*, making. 

Mally, Molly, Mary. 

Mang, among. 

Manse, the house of the parish 
minister is called the 
Manse.** 

Manieele, a mantle. 

Marfe, marks. This and several 
other nouns which in Eng- 
lish require an s to form the 
plural, are in Scotch, like the 
words sheep, deer, the same 
in both numbers. 

Mark, merk, a Scottish coin, value 
thirteen shillings and four- 
pence. 

Marled, party-coloured. 

Mar*s year, tlie year 1716. Call- 
ed Mar’s year from the rebel- 
lion of Erskine, Earl of 
Mar. 

Maitial chuck, the soldier’s camp- 
comrade, female companion. 

Mashlutn, mixed com. 

Mask, to mash, as malt, &c., to in- 
fuse. 

Maskin-piit, teapot. 

Muukin, a hare: 

Maun, mainia, must, must not. 

Mauty malt. 

Mavis, the thrush. 

Maw, to mow. 

Matttn, mowing; maun, mowed 
maw*d, mowed. 

Mown, a small basket, without a 
handle. 

Meerc, a mare* 

Melanchidiims, moumfuL 

Meldm'y a load of com, &c. sent to 
the mill to be ground. 

Mell, to be intimate, to meddle; 
also a mallet for pounding 
barley in a stone trough. 

Mekie, to soil with meal. 

Men*, to mend. 

Mense, good manners, decorum. 

Mensef«ss, ill-bred, rude, impudent. 

Merk, the blackbird. 

Messin, a small dog. 

Mtddtn, a dunghill. 

Middin-creels, dung-baskets, pan- 
niers in which horses carry 
manure. 

Middin^kok, a gutter at tite bot- 
tom of a dunghilL 
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MiUHn^Mel, a place where cows 
or ewes are brought to be 
milked. 

Mim, prim, affectedly meek. 

Mim^moii'd^ gentle-mouthed. 

Min*y to remember. 

Minawae, minuet. 

Mind*tf mind it, resolved, intend- 
ing, remembered. 

Minnie, mother, dam. 

Mirk, dark. 

MUea\ to abuse, to call names ; 
misca'd, abused. 

Mischanter, accident. 

3Iis/ear</,niischicvou8,unmannerly. 

Misteuk, mistook. 

Mither, mother. 

Mia^tie-maa tie, confusedly mixed, 
mish-mash. 

Mohiify, moistijied, to moisten, to 
soak ; moistened, soaked. 

Mons~meg, a large piece of ord- 
Dcincc, to be seen at the Castle 
of Edinburgh, composed of 
iron bars welded together 
and then hooped. 

Moots, earth. 

Mony^ or monie, many. 

Moop, to nibble as a sheep. 

Moorlan, of or belonging to moors. 

Morn, the next day, to-morrow. 

Mon, the mouth. 

Mifudiwort, a mole. 

Mottsie, diminutive of mouse. 

Muckle, or mickle, great, big, 
much. 

Muses-stanh, muses-rill, a stank, 
slow-flowing water. 

Musie, diminutive of muse. 

Muslin-kuil, broth, composed sim- 
ply of water, shelled barley, 
and greens ; thin poor broth. 

Mutchkin, an English pint, 

Mysel, myself. 


N. 

Ka*, no, not, nor. 

Nae, or na, no, not any. 

Narthing, or naithing, nothing. 
Naig, a horse, a nag. 

Nane, none. 

ale* to be tipsy. 

T^egleckit, neglected. 

Neebor, a neighbour. 

Ncuk, nook. 

Nieet, next. 

Nieve, nief, the fist. 

Nierefu*, handful. 

NijU'er, an exchange to barter. 
Niger, a negro. 

Nine-tailed cat, a hangman's whip. 
Nit, a nut. 

Norland, of or belonging to the 
north. 

Notie* t, noticed. 

Nowte, black cattle. 

O. 

O’, of. 

OWgang, ovdimiiagneeB, to treat 


with indignity, literally to 
tread. 

Overlay, tin upper cravat 

Ony, or nnie, any. 

Or, is often used for ere, before. 

Orra-duddiea, superfluous rags, 
old clothes. 

0*t, of it. 

Ourie, drooping, shivering. 

Oursel, ourseU, ourselves. 

Outlers, outliers ; cattle unhoused. 

Oit’cr, more, over. 

Oiore-hip, striking with a fore- 
hammer by bringing it with 
a swing over the hip. 

Owsen, oxen. 

Oxtered, carried or supported un- 
der the arm. 


Pack, intimate, familiar: twelve 
stone of wool. 

Paidle, paidlen, to walk with dif- 
ficulty, as if in water. 

Paivclt, paunch. 

Paitrick, a partridge. 

Pang, to cram. 

Parle, courtship. 

ParisUen, parish. 

Parritch, oatmeal pudding, a 
well-known Scotch drink. 

Pat, did put, a pot. 

Pattle, or petite, a small spade to 
clean the plough. 

Paughiy, proud, haughty. 

PauAru, cunning, sly. 

Pay*t, paid, beat. 

Peat-reek, the smoke of burning 
turf, a bitter exhalation, 
whisky. 

Pec7t, to fetch the breath shortly, 
as in an asthma. 

Pechau, the crop, the stomach. 

Pechin, respiring with difficulty, 

Pennie, riches. 

Pet, a domesticated sheep, Ac., a 
favourite. 

Petite, to cherish. 

Philabeg, the kilt. 

Phraise, fair speeches, flattery to 
flatter. 

Phraisiu, flattering. 

Pibroch, a martial air. 

Pickle, a small quantity, one grain 
of com. 

Pigmy-scraper, little fiddler ; a 
tenn of contempt for a bad 
player. 

Pint-stoup, a two-quart measure. 

Pine, pain, uneasiness. 

Pingle, a small pan for warming 
children's sops, 

Plack, an old Scotdi coin, the 
third part of an Eglish penny. 

Plackiess, pennyless, without mo- 
ney. 

Plaidie, diminutive of plaid. 

Via tie, diminutive of plate. 

Plew, or pleugh, a plotigh. 

Pliskie, a trick. 

Plumrose, primrose. 


Pock, a meal-bag. 

Poind, to seize on cattle, or take 
the goods as the laws of Scot- 
land allow, for rent, Ac. 
Poorteth, poverty. 

Posie, a nosegay, a garland. 

Pou, poud, to pull, pulled. 

Pouk, to pluck. 

Pimssie, a hare or cat. 

Pause, to pluck with the hand. 
Pout, a polt, a chick. 

Pm' t, did pull. 

Poutherey, fiery, active. 

Pouthery, like powder. 

Pow, the head, the skull. 

Pownie, a little horse, a pony. 
Powther, or poiiiher, gunpowder 
Preclair, supereminent. 

Preen, a pin. 

Prent, printing, print. 

Prie, to taste ; pric'd, tasted. 
Prief, proof. 

Png, to cheapen, to dispute ; prig- 
gin, clieapening. 

Primsie, demure, precise. 

Propone, to lay down, 

]*uud, pund o' tou', poi ntul 

weight of the refu- P , . 
Pyet, a magpie. 

Pyle, a pqle,o*caff, as n' • 
of chaff. 

Pystle, epistle. 

Q* 

Quat, quit. 

Quak, quack, the cry o t\ick , 
Qneeh, a drinking-cuj \ >ai<c* o> 
wood with two ha ‘ 1 
Quey, a cow from one t v i ^ lars 
old, a heifer. 

Quines, queans. 

Quakiti, quaking. 

R. 

Pagweed, herb-ragwort. 

Itaible, to rattle, nonsense. 

Hair, to roar. 

Raise, to madden, to inflame. 
llamfeezled, fatigued, overpower- 
ed. 

Rampin', raging. 

Ramstam, thoughtless, forward. 
Raitdie, a scolding sturdy beggar, 
a shrew. 

Rantin*, joyous. 

Ilapbir/r, properly a coarse doth, 
but used for coarse. 

Rarely, excellently, very well. 
Rash, a rush ; rash-bnsst a bush of 
rushes. 

RatUm, a rat. 

R aucle,ras}i, stout, fearless, reck- 
less. 

Raught, reached. 

Raw, a row. 

Rax, to stretch. 

Ream, cream, to cream. 

Reamin*, brimful, frothing. 

Reace, take by force. 

Rebate, to repulse, rebukd. 
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Reefcy to heed. 

Rede, counsel, to counsel, to dis- 
course. 

lled-pmts^ burning turfs. 

JUd-wai-shod^ walking in blood 
over the shoe-tops. 

Red-wud, stark mad. 

llfie, half drunk, fuddled; a res 
yaud^ a wild horse. 

Reekf smoke. 

Reekin*, smoking. 

Reekit, smoked, smoky. 

Reeitit, stood restive; stunted, 
withered. 

Remeadf remedy. 

Requite^ requited. 

liestricked^ restricted. 

Rew, to smile, look afFeciionately, 
tenderly. 

Ricklest shocks of com, stocks. 

Riddle^ instrument for purifying 
corn. 

Rief -randies j men who take the 
property of others, accompa- 
nied by violence and rude 
words. 

Rig, a ridge. 

Rtn, to run, to melt; rinnin\ 
running. 

Rink, the course of the stones, a 
term in curling on ice. 

%{p, a handful of unthreshed com. 

lipples, pains in the back and 
loins, sounds which usher in 
deatlL 

. ^ ^ Un-ka me, instmment for dress- 
ing flax. 

Riskitf a noise like the tearing of 
roots. 

Rackin', a denomination for a 
friendly visit. In former 
times young women met with 
their distafls during the win- 
ter evenings, to sing, and spin, 
and be merry; these were 
called rockings.’* 

Rohe, distaff. 

Rood, stands likewise for the plu- 
ral, roods. 

Jtoon, a shred, the selvi^ of wool- 
len cloth. 

Roose, to praise, to commend. 

Roun\ round, in tl»e circle of 
neighbourhood. 

Ronpet, hoarse, as with a cold. 

Rou', to roll, to rap, to roll as wa- 
ter. 

Row't, rolled, wrapped. 

Rowte, to low, to bellow. 

Rowth, plenty. 

liowtin', lowing. 

Roset, rosin. 

Rumble-gumption, rough common- 
sense. 

Run-deils, downright devils. 

Rung, a cudgd. 

Runt, the stem of colewort or cab- 
bage. 

Runkted, wrinkled. 

Ruth, a woman's name, the book 
so called, sorrow. 


Ryke, reach. 

S. 

Sae, so. 

Saft, soft. 

Sair, to serve, a sore ; sairie, sor- 
rowful. 

Sairly, sorely. 

Sair*t, served. 

Sark, a shirt. 

Sarkit, provided in shirts. 

Saugh^ willow. 

Saugh-woodics, withies, made of 
willows, now supplanted by 
ropes and chains. 

Saul, soul. 

Saumant, salmon. 

Saunt, saunlet, saint; to vanish. 
Saut, salt. 

Saw, to sow. 

Sawin*, sowing. 

Sax, six. 

Scaud, to scald. 

Scauld^ to scold. 

Scaur, apt to be scared ; a preci- 
pitous bank of ‘earth which 
tlie stream has washed red. 
Scaiol, a scold. 

Scone, a kind of bread. 

Scanner, a loathing, to loath. 
Scratch and Scriegh, to scream, as 
a hen or partridge. 

Screed, to tear, a rent ; screeding, 
tearing. 

Scriere^ seneven, to glide softly, 
gle&somely along. 

Scrimp, to scant. 

Scrimpet, scant, scanty. 

Scroggie, covered with underwood, 
bushy. 

Sculdudrejf, fornication. 

Seizin', seizing. 

SeV, self; a oody's sel', one's self 
alone. 

SeWt, did sell. 

Sen% to send. 

Seri'an', servant. 

SettUn, settling; to get a settlin', 
to be frighted into quietness. 
Sets, sets off, goes away. 
SliachleUjeit, ill-shaped. 

Skair'd, a shred, a shard. 

Shangan, a stick cleft at one end 
for pulling the tail of a dog, 
&C. by way of mischief, or to 
frighten him away. 

Shank-it, walk it; shanks, legs, 
Shaul, shallow. 

Shaver, a humorous wag, a barber. 
Shavie, to do an ill turn. 

Shaw, to show ; a small wood in 
hollow place. 

Sheepshank, to think one's self nae 
sheepshank, to be conceited. 
Sherrasnuir, Sherriff-Muir, the fa- 
mous battle of, 17 1^* 

Sheugh, a ditch, a trench, a sluice 
Shielshealing, a shepherd'seottage' 
Shill, atom, 

Shog, a shock, a push off at one 
side. 


Shoo, ill to please, ill to flc 
Shoot, B shovel. 

Shomi, shoes. 

Shore, to offer, to threaten. 

Shor'd half offered and threatened. 
Shouther, the shoulder. 

Shot, one traverse of the shuttle 
from side to side of the web. 

Sic, such. 

Sicker, sure, steady. 

Sidelins, sideling, slanting. 
Silkensnood, a fillet of sUk, a to- 
ken of virginity. 

SilUr, silver, money, white. 

Simmer, summer. 

Sin, a son. 

Sinsyne, since then. 

Skaith, to damage, to injure, in- 
jury. 

Skeigh, proud, nice, saucy, met- 
tled. 

Skeigh, shy, maiden coyness. 
Skellutn, a noisy reckless fellow. 
Skelp, to strike, to slap ; to walk 
with a smart tripping step, a 
smart stroke. 

Skelpi-limmer, a technical term in 
female scolding. 

Skelpin, skelpit, striking, walking 
rapidly, literally striking tha 
ground. 

Skinkltn, thin, gauzy, scaltery. 
Skirling, shrieking, crying. 

Skirl, to cry, to shriek shrilly. 
Skirl't, shrieked. 

Sklent, slant, to run aslant, to de- 
viate from truth. 

Sklented, ran, or hit, in an oblique 
direction. 

Skouth, vent, free action. 

Skreigh, a scream, to scream, the 
first cry uttered by a chil«l. 
Skyie, a worthless fellow, to slide 
rapidly off. 

Skyrin, party-coloured, the vjhecks 
of the tartan. 

Slac, sloe. 

Slade, did slide. 

Slap, a gate, a breach in a fence. 
Slaw, slow. 

Slee, sUesit, sly, slyest. 

Sleekit, sleek, sly. 

Stiddery, slippery. 

Slipshod, smooth shod. 

Sloken, quench, slake. 

Slype, to fall over, as a wet furrow 
from the plough. 

Slypetsl'er, fell over with a slow 
rriuctant motion. 

Stna', small. 

Smeddum, dust, powder, mettle, 
sense, sagacity. 

Smiddy, smithy. 

Smirking, good-natured, winking. 
Smoor, smoored, to smother, smo- 
thered. 

Smoutie, smutty, obscene; smontie 
phiz, sooty aspect. 

Sinytrie, a numerous ooilection of 
small individuals. 

Snapper, mistake. 
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Snaik, abuse, BiUiogsgate, imper- 
tinence. 

&'naw, snow, to snow. 

Stiaw^broof melted snow. 

Snawie^ snowy. 

Snadf to lop, to cutoff. 

Sned’^baotns^ to cut brooms, 

Sneahin^ snuff. 

Snetshin'-millf a snuff-box. 

Snell and tnellj), bitter, biting ; 
tnelkst, bitterest. 

Snick^drawing, trick, contriving. 

ISniek, the latchet of a door. 

Snirt, gnirtle, concealed laughter^ 
to breathe the nostrils in a 
displeased manner. 

Snool, one whose spirit is broken 
with oppressive slavery; to 
submit tamely, to sneak. 

Snoeve, to go smoothly and con- 
stantly, to sneak. 

Snowky mowJdty to scent or snuff 
as a dog, scented, snuffed. 

Sodger, a soldier. 

Somie, having sweet engaging 
looks, lucky, jolly. 

Sooniy to swim. 

Souhy to suck, to drink long and 
enduringly. 

SoupUy flexible, swift. 

Snupledy suppl^. 

Souther^ to solder. 

SouteVy a shoemaker. 

Sowensy the fine flour remaining 
among the seeds of oatmeal 
made into an agreeable pud- 
ding. 

Sowp, a spoonful, a small quantity 
of anything liquid. 

Smethy to try over a tune with a 
low whistle. 

Spaty to prophesy, to divine. 

Spailsy chips, splinters. 

Spauly a limb, 

Spairgey to clash, to soil, as with 
mire. 

Spatesy sudden floods. 

Spaviety having the spavin. 

Speaty a sweeping torrent after 
rain or thaw. 

SpeeL to dimh. 

Spence, the parlour of a farmhouse 
or cottage. 

Spier, to ask, to inquire; spiert, 
inquired. 

Spinnin-graiih, wheel and roke 
and lint. 

Splatter, to splutter, a splutter. 

Spleughany a tobac^pouch. 

Splore, a fiolic, noise, riot. 

Sprachledy scrambled. 

Sprattle, to scramble. 

Spreckledy spotted, speckled. 

Springy a quick air in music, a 
nBottish reel. 

Sprit, tprety a tough-rooted plant 
somethinglike rushes, jointed- 
leaved rush. 

Sprittie, fuU of spirits. 

Spunky fixe, mettle, wit, spark. 

Spnnkie, mettlesome, fiery; will 


o' tlie wisp, or ignis fatuus ; 
the devil. 

Spurile, a stick used in making 
oatmeal pudding or porridge, 
notable Scottish dish. 

Squad, a crew or party, a squad- 
ron. 

Squatter, to flutter in water, as a 
wild-duck, &,c. 

Squattle, to sprawl in the act of 
hiding. 

Squeely a scream, a screech, to 
scream. 

Stacker, to stagger. 

Stack, a rick of com, hay, peats. 

Staggiey a stag. 

Staigy a two-ye«:-old horse. 

Stalwart, stately, strong. 

Slangy sting, stung. 

Stan't, to stand; stan*t, did stand. 

Stane, a stone. 

Stauky did stink, a pool of stand- 
ing water, slow-moving water. 

Stap, stop, stave. 

Stark, stout, potent. 

Startle, to run as cattle stung by 
the gadfly. 

Siaukin, stalking, walking dis- 
dainfully, walking without 
an aim. 

Staumrel, a blockhead, half-witted. 

Stau'y did steal, to surfeiu 

Slech, to cram the belly. 

Steehin, cramming. 

Sieeky to shut, a stitch. 

Steer, to molest, to stir. 

Steece, firm, compacted. 

Steli, a still. 

Sten, to rear as a horse, to leap 
suddenly. 

Slracagin, wandering without an 
aim. 

Stents, tribute, dues of any kind. 

Step, steep ; stpeU, steepest. 

Stihble, stubble; stubhle-rigy the 
reaper in harvest who takes 
the lead. 

Stick-an'-UoiOy totally, alto^ther. 

Stilt-siilts, a crutch ; to limp, to 
halt; poles for crossing a 
river. 

Stimpart, the eighth part of a 
Winchester bushel. 

Stirk, a cow or bullock a year 
old. 

Stocky a plant of colewort, cab- 
bages. 

Stockin*, stocking; throwing the 
stockin', when the bride and 
bridegroom are put into bed, 
the former throws a stocking 
at random among the com- 
pany, and the person whom 
it falls on is the next that 
will beliiariied. 

Stook, staoked, a shock of corn, 
made into shocks. 

Stot, a young bull or ox. 

Stound, sudden pang of the 
heart. 

Sioup, or stowp, a kind of high 


narrow jug or dish with a 
handle for holding liquids. 

Stowre, dust, more particularly 
dust in motion ; stowrte, 
dusty. 

Siownlinsy by stealth. 

Stown, stolen. 

Stoyte, the walking of a drunken 
man. 

Straek, did strike. 

Strae, straw; to die a fair strae 
death, to die in bed. 

Straik, tMtroke; stroked. 

Strappsn^Wl, handsome, vigorous. 

Strath, low alluvial land, a holm. 
Straught, straight. 

Streek, stretched, to stretch. 

Striddle, to straddle. 

Sti'oan, to spout, to pisf . 

Stroup, the ^out. 

Studdie, the anviL 

Stumpiey diminutive of stump ; a 
grob pen. 

Strunt, spirituous liquor of any 
kind ; to walk sturdily, to be 
affronted. 

Stuff, com or pulse of any kind, 

Sturt, trouble ; to molest. 

Startin, frighted. 

Styme, a glimmer. 

Sucker, sugar. 

Sud, should. 

Siigh, the continued ru diing nn/- 
of wind or water. 

Sumphy a pluckless fellow, 
little heart or souK 

Sulhrouy Southern, an ohl tf 
the English. 

Swaird, sword, 

SwalPd, swelled. 

Swank, stately, jolly. 

Swunkie, or swanker, a ii?' t st'-. > 
ping young fellow girl. 

Swap, an exchange, to barter. 

Swarjed, swooned. 

Swat, did sweat. 

Swatch, a sample. 

Swats, drink, good ale, new ale or 
wort. 

Sweer, lazy, averse ; dcad-sweert 
extremely averse. 

Su'oor, swore, did swear. 

Swinge, to beat, to whip. 

Swinke, to labour hard. 

Swirlie, knaggy, full of knots. 

Swirl, a curve, an eddying blaster 
pool, a knot in wood. 

Swith, get away. 

Swither, to hesitate in choice, an 
irresolute wavering in dioice* 

Syebjw, a thick-necked onion. 

Sy7ie, since, ago, then. 

T. 

Tuckets, broad-headed nails for 
the beds of shoes. 

Tae, a toe; three-taedi having 
three prongs. 

Tak, to take ; iakin, taking. 

Tangle, a sea- weed used os 

sidUd. 
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Tap, the top. 

Tapetlessa heedless, foolish. 

TargBf targe them tightly, cross- 
question them severdy. 

Tarrow, to murmur at one's al- 
lowance. 

Tarry~breeks, a sailor. 

Tastle, a small measure for liquor. 

Tauld, or tald, told. 

Taupie, a foolish, thoughtless 
young person. 

Tauted, or tautie, matted together 
(spoken of hair and wool). 

Tmwie, that allows itself^acmbly 
to be bandied (spoken of a 
cow, horse, &c.). 

Teat, a small quantity. 

7'eethless bawtie, toothless cur. 

Teethless gab, a mouth wanting 
the teeth, an expression of 
scorn. 

Ten^’hourS’-hite, a slight feed to 
the horse while in the yoke 
in the forenoon. 

Tent, a field pulpit, heed, caution ; 
to take heed. 

Tentie, heedful, cautious. 

Teutless, heedless, careless. 

Teugh, tough. 

"'Hack, thatch ; thack an* rape, 
clothing and necessaries. 
lae, these. 

Vf aims, small guts, fiddle-strings. 
Mikii, thanked. 
kit, thatched. 

'her, together, 
thcmsdves. 

7 ^timate, familiar. 

T^higger, crowding, make a noise ; 
a seeker of alms. 

Thir, these. 

Thirl, to thrill. 

ThirCifl, thrilled, vibrated. 

Thole, to suffer, to endure. 

Thowe, a thaw, to thaw. 

Thowless, black, iasiy. 

Thraiig, throng, busy, a crowd. 

I'hrtipple, throat, windpipe. 

Thraw, to sprain, to twist, to con- 
tradict. 

Thru win*, twisting, &c. 

Thrown, sprained, twisted, con- 
tradicted, contradiction. 

Threap, to maintain by dint of as- 
sertion. 

2'hreihin*, threshing ; ihreshin*- 
tree, a flail. 

Threteen, thirteen. 

ThrisUe, thistle. 

Thrmigh, l!b go on with, to make 
out. 

Throuther, pell-mell, confusedly 
(through-ither). 

I'lirum, sound of a spinning-wheel 
in motion, the thread re- 
maining at the end of a web. 

Thud, to make a loud intermittent 
noise. 

Tkurmnart, foumart, polecat. 

Tkumpit, thumped. 

’^hyieC, thyself. 


Till’t, to lu 

Timmer, timber. 

Tine, to lose ; tint, lost. 

Tinkler, a tinker. 

Tip, a ram. 

Tippence, twopence, money. 

Tirl, to make a slight noise, to 
uncover. 

Tirlin', tirlet, uncovering. 

Tither, the other. 

Tittle, to whisper, to prate idly. 

Tittlin, whispering. 

Tocher, marriage portion; tocher 
bands, marriage bonds. 

Tod, a fox. « Tod *’ the fauld,’* 
fox in the fold. 

Toddle, to totter, like the walk of 
a child ; todlen-dow, toddling 
dove. 

Toa-fa*, “ Too fa* o' the nicht,** 
when twilight darkens into 
' night; a building added, a 
lean-to. 

Toom, empty. 

Toomed, emptied. 

Toop, a ram. 
a toast. 

Tosie, warm and ruddy with 
warftith, good-looking, in- 
toxicating. 

Toun, a hamlet, a farmhouse. 

'Tout, the blast of a horn or trum- 
pet, to blow a horn or trum- 
pet. 

Tomles, iouzUng, romping, ruf- 
fling the clothes. 

Tow, a rope. 

Towmimd, a twelvemonth. 

Tawzie, rough, shaggy. 

7*oy, a very old fashion of female 
hcad-ilress. 

Toyte, to totter like old age. 

Trams, barrow-trams, the handles 
of h barrow- 

Transmugrtfied, tiansmigrated, 
metamorphosed. 

Trash trie, trash, rubbish. 

Trickie, full of tricks. 

Trig, spruce, neat. 

Trimly, cleverly, excellently, in a 
seemly manner. 

Trinle, triutle, the wheel of a bar- 
row, to roll. 

Trinkiin, trickling. 

Troggers, troggin*, wandering 
merdants, goods to truck or 
dispose of. 

Trow, to believe, to trust to, 

Trawth, truth, a petty oath. 

Trysts, appointments, love meet- 
ings, cattle shows. 

Tumbler-wheels, the wheels of a 
kind of low cart. 

Tug, raw hide, of which in old 
time plough-traces were fre- 
quently made. 

Tug or tow, either in leather or 
rope. 

Tulxie, a quarrel, to quarrel, to 
fight. 

Twa, two ; twa-fald, twofold. 


Twa-three, a few. 

*Twad, it would. 

Twal, twdve; twal petmie toorth 
a small quantity, a penny- 
worth. — N.B, One penny 
Englirii is 12d. Scotch. 

Twa faul, twofold. 

7*win, to part. 

Twktle, twisting, the art of mak- 
ing a rope. 

Tyke, a dog. 

Tysday, Tuesday. 

U. 

Unbacked jilly, a young mare 
hitherto unsaddled. 

Unco, strange, uncouth, very, 
very great, prodigious. 

Uncos, news. 

Unfauld, unfold. 

Unkenn*d, unknown. 

Unsicker, uncertain, wavering, in- 
secure. 

Unskaithed, undamaged, unhurt. 

Upo*, upon. • 

V. 

Vap*rin, vapouring. 

Vauntie, joyous, delight which 
cannot contain iteelf. 

Vera, very. 

Virl, a ring round a column, &c. 

Vogie, vain. 

W. 

Wa*, wall; wa*8, 'walls. 

Wahster, a weaver. 

Wad, would, to bet, a bet, a 
pledge. 

Wadna, would not. 

Wadset, land on which money is 
lent, a mortgage. 

Wae, woe ; waeju*, sorrowful 
wailing. 

Waefu*-woodie, hangman's rope. 

W aesucks ! Wae's me ! Alas ! O 
the pity ! 

Wd*Jiower, wall-flower. 

Waft, woof; the cross thread that 
goes from the shuttle through 
the web. 

Waifs an* crocks, stray sheep and 
old ewes past breeding. 

Wair, to lay out, to expend. 

Wale, choice, to choose. 

Wal'd, chose, chosen. 

Walie, ample, large, jolly, also 
an exdamation of distress. 

Wante, file belly. 

Wamefu*, a bdlyful. 

Wanchansie, unlucky. 

' Wanrest, wanrestfu', restless, un- 
restfull. 

Wark, work. 

Wark-lume, a tool to work with. 

Warld*s-worm, a miser. 

Warle, or war Id, world. 

Warlock, a wizard ; warlocks 
knowe, a knoll where war- 
locks once held trystsb 



GLOSSARY. 


fFarly^ worldly, eager in amassing 
weal^. 

Warran', a warranty to warrant. 

IVarsle, wrestle. 

lVarsl*dy or ttsarst'ledy wrestled. 

Wastrte, prodigality. 

IVatf wet ; I wat — / toot — I know. 

Wat, a man’s upper dress ; a sort 
of mantle. 

Water^ose, brosc made of meal 
and water simply, without the 
addition of milk, butter, &c. 

Wattle, a twig, a wand. 

Watible, to swing, to reel. 

Waiikin, waking, watchingi 

Waukit, thickened as fullers do 
doth. 

Waufei'ife, not apt to sleep. 

Waur, worse, to worst. 

WaurU, worsted. 

IFcan, a child. 

Weartj-widdle, toilsome contest of 
life. 

Weason, weasand, windpipe. 

Weaven* the stocking, to knit 
stockings. 

Weeder-clipg, instrument for re- 
moving weeds. 

Wee, little ; wee things, little 
ones; wee bits, a small matter. 

Weel, well ; weeljare, welfare. 

Weet, rain, wetness; to wet. 

YFie V, we shall. 

Wha, who. 

Whaizle, to wheeze. 

Whalpit, whelped. 

Whang, a lea&em thong, a piece 
of cheese, bread, Slc. 

Whare, where; laZ/are’er, where- 
cver. 

Wheep, to fly nimbly, to jerk, 
penny-wheep, smaU-bcer. 

Whose, whaU, whose — who is. 

What reck, nevertheless. 

Whid, the motion of a hare run- 
ning, but not frighted — a lie. 

Whidden^ running as a hare or 
coney. 

Wkigfoeleeries, whims, fbndes, 
outchets; 


Whilk, which. 

Whingin\ crying, complaining, 
fretting. 

Whirligigvms, useless ornaments, 
trifling appendages. 

Whissle, a whisde, to whistle. 

Whisht, silence; to hold one's 
whist, to be silent. 

Whisk, whisket, to sweep, to 
lash. 

Whiskin* beard, a beard like the 
whiskers of a cat. 

Whiskit, lashed, the motion of a 
horse's tail removing flies. 

Whitter, a hearty draught of li- 
quor. 

Whittle, a knife. 

Whunstane, a whinstonc. 

Wi\ with. 

Wick, to strike a stone in an ob- 
lique direction, a term in 
curling. 

Widdifti, twistt^ like a withy, 
one who merits hanging. 

Wiel, a small whirlpool. 

Wijie-wijikie, a diminutive or 
endearing name for wife. 

Wight, stout, enduring. 

Wiilpart-glower, a bewildered dis- 
mayed stare. 

Wimple-womplet, to meander, me- 
andered, to enfold. 

WimpHn*, waving, meandering. 

Win*, to wind, to winnow. 

Winnin'-tkread, putting thread 
into hanks. 

Win*t, winded as a bottom of 
yam. 

Win*, wind. 

Win, live. 

Winna, will not. 

Winnock, a window. 

11 tnsome, hearty, vaunted, gay. 

Wintle, a staggeriim moUon, to 
stager, to reeu 

Wiss, to wish. 

Withouten, without. 

Wisened, hide-bound, dried, 
shrunk. 

Winze, a curse or imprecation. 


Wonner, a wonde s .‘•on.. 

tuous appdlat 
Wm', wool. 

Woo, to court, to B . 

Widdie, a rope, : ' 

one of withs o' ■ 

Trosr-6o6s, the garter kr l. ^ 
low the knee ^ Uh a 
loops. 

Wordp, worthy. 

Woi'set, worsted. 

Wrack, to tease, to u s . 

Wud, wild, mad;. ' >'-« • • 
traded. 

WumbU, a wimble 
Wraith, a, spirit,. . "t, Ap 
parition exact ‘ /.fa 
person, whose , icc 1. 

said to forbot ■ • .' 'n\ 

approaching .jx ; 

wrath. 

Wrung, wrong, to 

Wreeth, a drifted L*.- '•* an 

Wyliecoat, a flanne t • 

Wt/te, blame, to blair . 

Y. 

Ye, this pronouix ^ " 'itJr 

used for thou. 

Yearns, longs nm< u 
Yealings, bom in sun* j- 
coevals. 

Year, is used both lor sin#* 
and plural, ye.. ' " 

Yell, barren, that nr 
York, to lasb, to j> k. 

Yerket, jerked, Iwx.eu, , 

Yestreen, yesteroq t 
Yett, a gate. 

Yeuk's, itches. 

Yilt, ale. 

Yird, ytrded, earth, eartii'! . bu- 
ried. 

Yokin', yoking. * 

Ytmt, ayent, beyor . 

Yirr, lively. 

Yvwe, an ewe. 

Yowie, diminutive o: . / 

Yule, Christmas. 


THE END. 
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THE LITERARY PORTION 

COMPRISES 

Historical and DcscriptiYe Picture of Scotland, 
BY WILLIAM BEATTIE, M.D. 

AUTHOR OF “SWITZERLAND,” “THE DANUBE,” &C. 


Osr cv* 2 ry niinc initi* .-d with the spirit of independence, or actuated by the love of 
^ted ill ths A .re of society, or engaged in the study of Nature, Scotland pos- 
^rnng and pecuHai Init. s. She has features in her political records — a lassie spell in her 
tture ndn^ms— a . ?ight and influence in the progress of intdlect — which are well 

‘1h ' '^e het t, to elevate the mind, and conciliate the deep attention of every 

hid ory of her independence drawn from remote antiquity, the field 
:eadot of her heroic annals abounds, like her own landscape, in bold, 
.e features — exciting, at one moment, the deepest interest in her national 
^ the eye, at another, by the majestic beauty of her scenery ; or feasting 
Te wild ,^.id various character of her legends. Although gradually softened 
her jHilltical amalgamation with England, still, like her own glens and 
nr of Scotland preserves its identity through every successive change, 
nains v-pwards of One Hundred and Sixty Engravings, executed on steel 
<>t thp any, and in every instance after Drawings made upon the spot, and 
V' To. tiif <; irt Ntroh rt pains nor expense have been spared to render the series worthy 
cten ! ■ pdti • wlti the Publishers confidently hope to obtain, and which can alone 
' ' .r i.t 1 inagmiicent undertaking. The accuracy of detail, delicacy of finish, 

c’iity ui these Plates, entitle them to rank with any series ever offered to the 

. ..ly.ic, even at the highest charges; while the very low scale at which they are issued, renders 
' < accessible to that numerous class, 'whom the advancement of public taste has imbued with a 
.. of all that is sublime in Nature or beautiful in Art. The Views embrace every point of in- 
v'l. throughout Scotland, whether ancient or modem, inland or maritime. The celebrated 
^<j(,k'itie8 and romantic scenery rendered immortal by the gifted pens of Scott and Bums, have not 
been neglected, the most picturesque subjects have been chosen, and the combined abilities of the 
Artist and the Engiaver exerted to realize to the eye those spots which the genius of the novelist 
and bard have rendered familiar to the minds of thousands, whose avocations preclude them from 
a Scottish tour, and who it is hoped will find in these volumes an accurate and degant companion, 
anu a faithful picture of the land of romance and song. 

The literary portion of this work consists of Historical and^ Topographical Sketches of the 
lli,;hland8 and Lowlands — Political Statistics— -Literary and Scientific Institutions — ^Antiquities 
— tklographical and Genealogical Notices, Personal Reminiscences, and Anecdotes of Remarkable 
i )hiu’acter8 — National Amusementsi — Le^^ds — Peculiar Customs, Privileges, and Ceremonies— 
111 oantains— Passes — Lakes — Rivers — ^Battle Fields — Birth Places or Abodes of Oeniu^ &c.— 
v..;iral Produce — Agriculture — Industry — Commerce — and Manufactures. The whole inter- 
',>t’rsed with Medical Notices of Climate — Natural History — Geology — Botany — Comparative 
> brity of the Upper and Lower Divisions — Mineral Springs, &c., with such other particulars 
t:ie limits will permit. 
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